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A "Gargoyles" Fan Fiction Story by Dylan P. Blacquiere (pblacqui@cycor.ca)

Part I                                        The Coming of Shadows                                                                       

AUTHOR'S NOTE : With some exceptions, none of the characters used in the story

are mine.  "Gargoyles" characters belong to Walt Disney/Buena Vista Television. 

This is an unofficial story, not sanctioned in any way by Disney.  Also, this

story incorporates, and sets up later events, which will conflict with future

episodes of "Gargoyles".  In other words, it'll fly in the face of everything

canon come September 7.  But, that's life.  Enjoy.

HISTORIAN'S NOTE : This story takes place several days after "Hunter's Moon,

Parts One to Three". 
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BROOKLYN :  "So, when do we get our world tour?" 

"Turf"

GOLIATH:  (voice over)  "Previously, on Gargoyles..."

PUCK:  "My Lord..please reconsider!"

OBERON:  "Pathetic."

"The Gathering, Part Two"

XANATOS:  "No strings, no tricks, no catches."

(Show shot of the castle)

XANATOS:  "The least I can do is reinstate them into their ancestral home."

"Hunter's Moon, Part Three"

ELISA:  "You know how I feel about you."

(Show Brooklyn becoming excited about Maggie, "Kingdom")

(Show Broadway and Angela embracing, "Possession")

(Show the Trio fighting over Angela, "Turf")

GOLIATH:  "As I feel about you."

"Hunter's Moon, Part Three"

TRAVIS MARSHALL:  "The NYPD has assembled a special task force to deal with the

gargoyles."

"Hunter's Moon, Part Three"

ODIN:  "I have also regained the beauties of this fair island."

(Show Avalon, "Avalon, Part Two")

"The Gathering, Part One"

GOLIATH:  "They are shapeshifters.  Creatures of pure magic." 

"The Mirror"

BROOKLYN:  "And so, it begins.  Gargoyles, chapter two."

"Hunter's Moon, Part Three"
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Prologue

          Fall From Grace

Avalon

992 a.d.  (Real Time)

     Oberon smiled with tainted amusement at the fight progressing in the

audience hall.  On the one hand, such transgressions couldn't be tolerated.  On

the other, it was SO amusing to watch.

     In the hall, two of the Children were fighting, lashing their respective

powers at each other .  One of them, with the appearence of a young male (and

who looks uncannily like Puck, except for the yellow hair, Oberon thought.)  was

blasting energy bolts at the other, leaving burn marks on the walls.  The other

Child was simply a shadow, trying to envelop her foe in smothering folds of

darkness.

     Puck, standing beside Oberon, smiled with a twisted grin.  "You know, my

Lord, personally, I'd bet my money on Ariel.  He looks so much like a certain

handsome young fey that I don't think he can lose."

     "Ariel may look like you, Puck," Oberon replied, becoming annoyed with the

entire proceeding,  "but that hardly means that he will emerge victorious.  And

it hardly excuses this behavior."

     He looked to Titania, who silently nodded.

     "ENOUGH!"  he roared, standing up.  Ariel and the shadow stopped dead in

their tracks.

     "I do not find this amusing any longer.  Ariel, Silhouette, come here." 

Oberon commanded.  The two Children silently treaded up the steps of the dais.

     "Yes, my Lord Oberon?"  the two stated nervously, in unison.

     "What is the meaning of this?"  Oberon asked angrily.  "Oberon expects more

of his   Children than to see them dispute over their petty grievances."

     "My Lord,"  Silhouette began, "this...imbecile began it!  I had nothing to

do with it!"

     "You had everything to do with it!"  Ariel shot back, annoyed.  "If you

hadn't..."

     "ENOUGH!"  Oberon shouted.

     "This is not the first time that we have had to speak to you.  You have

repeatedly showed disrespect for both Oberon and his decrees.  The two of you

need to learn humility.  Before each other, and before us.  Are we understood?" 

he ordered, in his traditional overusage of the third person.

     "Yes, my Lord." the two fey gulped.

     "We have not decided what to do with you yet.  In the meantime, the two of

you are to remain in your respective chambers, until you are summoned.  Are we

understood?" Oberon repeated sternly.

     Ariel shot a withering glance at Silhouette.  "Yes, Lord Oberon."

     "Yes, my Lord."  Silhouette echoed with clenched teeth.

     "Good.  The two of you are dismissed."  Oberon finished.

     The two Children got up, and left...Ariel vanishing in a glimmer of light,

Silhouette melting away into the dark.  Titania watched them go, and turned to

her husband.

     "I hope you take Ariel's quick temper into account when you decide on a

punishment, my Lord."  she cautioned.

     '"If there is one thing that Oberon always excercises, my wife,"  Oberon

replied, "it is fair judgement."  At that Puck made an appraising smile,

fortunately unnoticed by Oberon.

     The King of the Third Race looked back on the assembled masses in the

Audience Hall.

"Go about your business."  he proclaimed.  "And let there be no further causes

for me to take action."

********************************************************************************

********************************

     Instead of materializing in his room, Ariel chose to manifest himself in

the castle's library.  He felt more comfortable there than in the drab

surroundings of his chambers.  He never spent any time there anyway, so why

should he now?

     Instead, he focused on his rage at Silhouette.

     "That...WITCH!"  he yelled, at noone in particular.  "How dare she try to

insinuate that the incident was my fault!"

     In trouble again.  This was becoming a regular occurance between the two

Children.  Some little incident would trigger them off, and they would first

squabble, then fight.  Puck, Ariel's best friend, would tease Ariel often,

saying that the battles were so regular you could tell the time of day from

them, but it was becoming increasingly apparent that Oberon found this no

laughing matter.  Most of the time, it was a very stupid thing which set him

off, too, making the trouble worthless.  What had it been this time? Ariel

thought back.

     Ariel had been engrossed in conversation with the Baen Sidhe...well, it was

a one sided conversation at best, since the Sidhe hated his guts, and wouldn't

speak to him...but nonetheless, Ariel had been having fun needling her, when

Silhouette had shown up.  Sil had begun to accost him for tormenting the Baen

Sidhe, while Ariel protested that since the Baen Sidhe wasn't paying any

attention anyway, it didn't matter.  The two had quibbled, and eventually, the

shade had slapped him.  Then the fight broke out.  And the rest, as they say,

was history.

     He sat down in one of the chairs, and sulked.  He would be punished, now,

more severely than usual...and Ariel hated being on the recieving end of

someone's anger.  Someone more powerful than he, anyway.  And to top it all off,

Silhouette would probably brown-nose so much that she would get off scot-free. 

It simply wasn't fair.

     He sighed bitterly, and decided to feel sorry for himself a little bit

more.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     Silhouette, in the meantime, was having a much rougher time.

     "I hate that little twit!  I HATE him!"  she hissed, floating around the

room.  She  recorperated herself into a vaguely human form, and sat down.  She

couldn't stand the thought of being punished, and couldn't bear the thought of

Ariel weaseling his way out of the consequences like he ususally did.  It just

wasn't fair!

     Silhouette sighed miserably.  She could only hope that Lord Oberon had

enough time to simmer down before he decided on the appropriate punishment for

her. 

     However, Oberon had lately decided that his Children needed lessons in

humility.

     So perhaps he would be pleased if she were to try to rectify the situation

herself.

     So, if she apologized to Ariel (his fault or not), he would likely take

into account the display of selfless humility, and go a little easier on her.

     Besides, she didn't have to actually be sincere, did she?

     She smiled.  Things were looking a little bit better, now.

     Silhouette discorporated into her shadow form, and flowed out of the room.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     Oberon paced through his chambers, trying to decide on an appropriate

punishment for the two errant children.  Alas, he couldn't decide, really.

     Titania approached, with a look of concern in her eyes.

     "Remember, my husband, that Ariel was most likely the instigator. 

Silhouette would not have purposely started something like that."

     "You are probably right, Titania."  Oberon sighed.  "Next to the Puck,

Ariel is probably the least humble of the Children.  However, I would not cast a

blind eye at Silhouette's part in the altercation."

     "You would not be right to do that, my Lord, and it was not my intention to

suggest that  you do.  But be aware that Silhouette is my servant, and I know

that she is more likely the less guilty party."

     Oberon rubbed his chin.  "I suppose.  But this is not the first time I have

had to mediate a conflict between them.  They have continually shown me that

they are incapable of humility towards each other.  A lesson I believe all the

Children should learn.  I may have to make an example of them, my Lady."

     Oberon cut to the chase.  "I would speak with them, now."

********************************************************************************

********************************

     Ariel stared out the window, at the shores of Avalon, with a distinct

hatred for Silhouette raging within him.

     The two always fought, and had been spoken to and punished repeatedly by

Oberon.  He couldn't tell, really, but he suspected that Oberon was becoming

dangerously annoyed with the both of them.  This would undoubtably be the straw

that broke the camel's back.  And he had no one to blame but Sil.

     Suddenly, he heard a wisp of wind behind him.  He turned, and saw a shadowy

form transmute into Silhouette.

     Well, speak of the devil, Ariel thought.

     "What do you want?"  he asked.

     "I...I wish to apologize."  Silhouette replied, looking rather unsincere.

     "How flattering.  And you even look the part."

     "Look, don't start.  I wanted to..."

     "You wanted to make it look like you'd learned your lesson, so Oberon

wouldn't be as harsh on you.  Well, I'm afraid, Sil, my dear, that you're not

very convincing."

     Silhouette glared.  "Well I'M afraid, Ariel, my dear, that I'm about to

lose my patience."

     "Well, we CERTAINLY wouldn't want that, now, would we?"

     "I'm about ready to..."

     "To what?  Wrap me in the dark, until I scream with fear? Or to run and

tell Big Daddy Oberon that Ariel's picking on you again?"

     "And what about you?  Are you going to lie and twist your way out of this

mess too?  With all this lecturing that Oberon's been giving us about the need

to be humble, I'm surprised he doesn't mention you by name."  Silhouette shot

back.

     "THAT does it!" 

     Ariel and Silhouette were about to blast each other again when Oberon

materialized in the room.  With a casual getsure, the two were locked in place

by a magic neither of them could defend against.

     "Temper, temper."  Oberon chided, with a sardonic tilt in his voice.  "I

warned

 you two not to give me any further grief.  I have decided on your punishments. 

Actually, I think I'll make an example of the two of you...to show that such

behavior will be tolerated no longer."

     Oberon waved again, and the two could move.  Suddenly, Oberon crossed his

arms, and the three fey were standing in the audience hall, Oberon on his

throne, and the two transgressors before him, genuflecting.

     Oberon allowed them to stand, and began to speak, more to the assembled

Children than to Ariel and Silhouette.

     "These two have time and again shown their inability to learn to become

humble, as we have dictated all of the Children of Oberon should.  They have

repeatedly fought, and battled each other, regardless of our warnings.  As a

result, we would make an example of these...to show that Oberon will not

tolerate such....infractions."

     He stood up, and strode towards Ariel.  "You, Ariel, have shown arrogance

towards this court before, when being sentenced.  Do you have anything to say to

us now?"

     Ariel swallowed, anticipating a severe punishment.  "N-no, my Lord."

     Oberon flashed a wry smile.  "Good."

     He returned to the throne.  "The two of you shall be banished, into the

human world, for a period of two hundred years.  Perhaps among the humans, you

will learn true humility.  And Silhouette, you may no longer serve as Queen

Titania's servant.  Such a position does not befit yourself any longer.  So

speaks Oberon."

     Ariel simply sighed.  Silhouette gaped.

     "Wha..." she began in confusion.  She was banished?  No longer Queen

Titania's servant?  She stared at Oberon in shock.

     "My...my Lord!"  she cried.  "Please, my Lord...one more chance?"

     Oberon laughed.  "Silhouette, I have been giving you last chances for

almost 200 years now.  Perhaps it is time to face reality...that your

incorrigable ways must finally be punished."

     Silhouette felt a tear.  "But...two hundred years?"

     "Yes.  Two hundred years.  Perhaps that will be sufficient enough to teach

you the lesson in humility you so desparately need."

     Silhouette felt her jaw tighten.  She glanced at Ariel, looking very dour.

     Suddenly, the rage inside of Silhouette exploded.

     "YOU BASTARD!" she shrieked, and she blasted at Ariel with the full force

of her power.  Ariel was immediately engulfed in shadow, thrown backwards into

the wall, and knocked to the floor.  Hollow, muffled screams could be heard from

within.

     "ENOUGH OF THIS!"  Oberon yelled.

     Silhouette's eyes flared midnight black.  Who was this person, to interfere

with her vengeance?

     She shot a blast of shadow at Oberon powerful enough to send him sprawling. 

Oberon crashed into his throne, but raised a hand.  Silhouette's curtain of

darkness was held back.

     Puck, sensing an opportunity for some brownie points, snapped his fingers. 

Silhouette, her concentration elsewhere, didn't see it coming.  She was knocked

back, her shadows around Ariel and Oberon dissipating.

     Oberon slowly got up.  The fire in his eyes was unmistakable.  He was

furious.

     Silhouette groggily got up, her head cleared of the battlerage.  She looked

up, and say the twisted, insane rage of a madman in Oberon's expression.

     What have I done? Silhouette thought in horror, as she realized that

Oberon's fury was directed at her.

     Oberon slowly walked to her.  With a wave, she was lifted up five feet in

the air.

     "You DARE?"  Oberon asked, in shock, anger and hate.  "You DARE to attack

me?  You DARE to attack your Lord OBERON?"

     "I...I'm sorry..."

     A bright, silvery ring suddenly materialized in Oberon's hand.  "With this

ring, I thee bind/Locked away for eternal time/Forbidden art thou to ever

return/To a curtain of darkness, I thee spurn!" he shrieked.

     The ring began to glow, a savage, blinding color.  Silhouette felt herself

being drawn to the circle, and she was sure that if she entered it, she would be

gone...destroyed...

     Oberon seemed to grow more infuriated.  "You are eternally banished,

Silhouette.  Not only from Avalon, but from the entire Earth Plane.  Banished to

an endless darkness...a punishment which befits your character.  Now, BEGONE!" 

he yelled.

     Silhouette seemed to contract.  She dissipated into a shadow, and

screamed....and screamed...and screamed...

     Finally, with agonizing slowness, she passed into the centre of the

ring...and disappeared.  The ring vanished as well, seemingly drawn into itself.

     Oberon stared at his empty hand, with a look of disdain on his face. 

     "So speaks Oberon."  he added, with an air of finality.

     He turned, and headed towards his chambers.

     The Wierd Sisters, who had been standing at the front of the dais silently

during the entire spectacle, spoke up.

     "My Lord, we realize that the events of the past few minutes have been

unusual."  Selene began.

     "But your previous judgements still stand."  Phoebe added.

     "So what would you have us do with this?"  Luna finished, pointing at the

near unconscious Ariel.

     "I care not for him."  Oberon sighed, not turning back.  "Leave him be.  My

previous judgement is hereby retracted.  However..."

     Ariel whimpered from the floor  "M...my Lord..."

     Oberon sighed again, feeling a rare, uncalled for, flare of pity.

     "Leave him."

     "As you wish, Lord Oberon."

     "We shall respect your decree."

     "Thy will shall be carried out."

     Oberon looked at the expressionless Sisters.  "Good.  I believe that is

standard procedure."

     With that, Oberon retired, Titania following.

     Puck, with an uncharacteristic look of concern on his face, strode to

Ariel.

     "Are you all right?"  he asked.

     "I'm...I'm fine.  What happened?  What happened to Sil?"

     Puck raised an eyebrow.  "She was banished.  Gone, forevermore, amen."  he

sighed, looking relieved.

     "What?"

     "She had it coming to her, Ariel.  She was a self-righteous twit.  Too much

like you-know-who, for you-know-who's tastes."  Puck taunted, not daring to

mention Oberon's name.

     "BANISHED?  Oh my God."  Ariel fretted, feeling a pang of regret. He hadn't

meant to get her banished,.  He only wanted to see her get a comeuppance enough

to knock her off her high and mighty pedestal.  But banished?  Ariel suddenly

felt responsible, at least in part, for what had happened.

     "What?  Don't tell me the great Ariel is feeling remorse?  Well.  Guilt. 

Last refuge of an incorrigable scoundrel.  Look, don't worry about it.  Oberon

was good enough to let you off scot-free.  I wouldn't be too disrespectful of

the sentiment."  Puck replied, his arms crossed.

     "Puck, I never wanted her banished."

     "It was her own fault!  She blasted both you and Oberon with her shadow

tricks.  She got what she deserved.  Oberon doesn't take to being attacked very

lightly.  Now, come on.  I've got a nasty trick just waiting to be played on

Grandmother."

     Ariel sighed.  "No thanks, Puck.  I'm not in the mood."

     Before Puck could say anything else, Ariel vanished. 

     Puck groaned, and followed suit.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     Titania kept up the smile just until the couple entered the chambers. 

Then, she flew into a rage.

     "What were you THINKING?"  she spat at her husband.

     Oberon flinched.  Such an appraisal from Titania? 

     "What do you mean, what was I thinking?  Surely you saw how she attacked

me!"

     Titania rolled her eyes, a far contrast from her usually patient nature. 

"I didn't say she didn't attack you, but banishment to the Shade Plane?"

     "The what?"

     "You know what I mean.  That place you sent her through the ring.  It's

very dangerous, and you sent her there in a fit of anger without thinking it

through first.  Do you know what could happpen to her?"

     Oberon sighed.  "I no longer care.  She made her bed, lady wife.  I'm

merely allowing her to lie in it."

     Titania fumed silently.  "There is no sense in arguing with you."

     "There's also a danger in it as well.  Don't think yourself immune to

punishment because of your position."

     Titania's face lost all expression.  She regarded her husband coldly.

     "So be it.  I withdraw my complaint."  She muttered.  She spun around, and

stalked out of the chamber.

     Oberon sighed  Briefly, he felt a flare of regret for what he had done,

since Titania wouldn't have objected if she hadn't felt the punishment was too

severe.  But no, too little, too late.

     Besides, it wasn't as if anything would go wrong, now, was it?

********************************************************************************

********************************

     With a cry of anguish, Silhouette rematerialized, in an endless field of

blackness.

     She glanced around, and desparately tried to see through the dark.  To no

avail, she called out for Oberon, for Titania, for Ariel, for ANYONE, but there

was no reply.

     Suddenly, one solitary object appeared.  The ring.  The hateful ring.

     She tried to reach for it, but couldn't seem to get quite close enough.  As

she looked at it, the images shifted, and for one brief, fleeting instant, she

could see the audience hall, could HEAR Oberon practically pardon Ariel.

     She wanted to cry.

     "I did no wrong!  PLEASE, let me free!  PLEASE!"  she called.

     But of course, no one could hear her.

     With a bitter sigh of dejection, she settled down to her solitary

existence.

     And sudenly, she had the sneaking suspicion she wasn't so alone.

     She turned, and looked at the ring.  The inside of the circle was simply

black, now, the same absence of light as the rest of the limbo she was confined

to.

     Then, Silhouette felt something creep across her mind.

     Gasping, she turned every which way, to find out where her unseen visitor

was.

     [GOOD.  YOU CAN HEAR ME.  NOW, PERHAPS, WE MAY TALK.]

     Silhouette gasped.  The voice was coming from INSIDE HER HEAD.

     "Who are you?"  Sil called.

     [I HAVE NEVER USED A NAME.  I HAVE NEVER NEEDED ONE.  BUT I AM THE ESSENCE

OF THIS PLACE.  IF YOU WISH, YOU MAY CALL ME THE FORBIDDING, SINCE THAT IS WHAT

THIS PLACE IS; IT FORBIDS YOU FROM RETURNING TO AVALON, OR TO THE REAL WORLD.] 

the Forbidding replied.

     "The...Forbidding?"

     [DO YOU LIKE THE NAME?]

     "Er, yes, it's a lovely name."

     [I SENSE YOU HAVE GREAT MYSTIC POWERS...THE POWERS OF SHADOWS IS YOURS TO

CONTROL.  THAT IS AN ASSET, HERE, AND ONE WHICH MAY BE OF USE TO HELP YOU BREAK

FREE.]

     "You're going to help me?"  Silhouette asked, a wild hope rising in her.

     [OF COURSE.  YOU WERE SENT HERE UNJUSTLY.  BY OBERON, THE LORD OF AVALON? 

WHAT IF I WERE TO TELL YOU THERE WAS  A WAY TO MAKE HIM PAY FOR HURTING YOU, FOR

FORBIDDING YOU?]

     "I...I..."

     [A WAY THAT YOU COULD NOT ONLY SATISFY YOUR REVENGE AGAINST OBERON, BUT A

WAY TO MAKE IT SO THAT YOU WILL NEVER FACE ANYONE HURTING YOU AGAIN?]  The

Forbidding spoke, sounding excited.

     "I...I would probably ask you to explain."

     [I CAN DO THAT.  BUT YOU MUST FIRST ALLOW ME TO OPEN YOUR EYES.]

     "To open my eyes?"  Silhouette repeated, sounding a bit afraid.

     [TO SHOW YOU WHAT IS NECESSARY TO FREE YOURSELF.  YOU ARE

POWERFUL...POTENTIALLY OMNIPOTENT, BUT YOU ARE ALSO NAIVE, AND THAT IS A

HINDERANCE.  I CAN SHOW YOU THE WORLD THROUGH THE EYES OF DARKNESS...FOR LIGHT

OFTEN BLINDS.  AS A CHILD OF SHADOW, YOU KNOW THIS TO BE TRUE.  ALLOW ME INTO

YOU, AND I CAN SHOW YOU THE WAY.]

     Silhouette looked doubtful.  "All right, show me the way, then."

     Suddenly, there was a tremendous pressure on her mind.  At first she fought

it...but then she embraced it, welcomed it.  For this was a friend, not an

enemy...and she would need a friend to break free of this place, wouldn't she?

     Almost in response, her eyes began to flare pitch black.  An enigmatic

smile touched her lips.

     "Hmm."  she harrumphed, looking at herself as if for the first time.    

     She turned her gaze to the ring, it's silver the only light in the place. 

Her smile widened.

     "Yes." she stated.  "Now, I truly understand."

     In a frightening tone, the sound of approaching insanity, or even

pyschopathia, Silhouette began to laugh.  Her laughter, echoing throughout the

darkness like the sound of a bell, told not of joy, but of hatred, malice...

     And vengeance.

********************************************************************************
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Chapter One

          The Homecoming

The Eyrie Building

October 19, 1996

     The sun set in a golden hue of brilliance, and life began anew.

     David Xanatos watched the scene on his office monitor, and smiled.  As the

gargoyles awoke, Alexander, who was sitting in his playpen at the foot of the

desk, burbled happily.  When David looked down, Alexander pointed at his teddy

bear, the one with the gargoyle wings.  Giggling with the contentment of a four

month old baby, Alexander picked up the teddy bear and threw it across the pen.

     David had to laugh, in spite of himself.

     "Yes, Alex, they're going flying tonight."  he grinned.  Alexander shook

his head emphatically, and picked up the teddy bear.  Gurg was its name, given

by Alex last week when Owen had tried to teach him to say gargoyle.  Gurg was as

far as Alex got, and that was the name that went to the stuffed bear as well.

     "Oh, no, Gurg's not going, I don't think.  I think he's happy where he is,

tonight."  David concluded.  Alex burped with pleasure.

     David turned to the screen, which showed the gargoyles conversing amongst

themselves, taking in the sunset light.  He watched as Brooklyn and Lexington

got into a playful shoving match, as Angela eagerly stared off the parapets of

the castle at the city below, as Goliath took a deep breath of the autumn night

air.

     How strange it must be, David thought, watching them.  To finally come

home, after two years.  To their home.

     The traces of the old, ruthless David Xanatos wanted to rise up and

admonish him for just giving the castle back to them, when they'd foiled his

schemes countless times before.  Why the philanthropism, that part of him

screamed.

     And then, he looked at Alex, and found the answer.

     What had Goliath said four months ago?  That he knew the transforming power

of a child's love?  Alex had changed his entire outlook on life, and he

increasingly found himself becoming...altruistic.  He'd even called up Halcyon

Reynard, and invited him over for coffee last month.  The elder man had promised

he'd call back, and didn't, but still...

     Sighing, he flipped a switch, and the monitor showing the parapet scene

vanished.  He even felt guilty about peeking at the gargoyles. 

     Damnit, I'm losing my edge. David thought, and didn't feel the least bit

sorry for it.

     Alex looked at his father with a curious expression, and tossed Gurg

playfully at him.

     David blinked, and looked at the bear.  Laughing, he tossed Gurg back.

     Life went on.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     "C'mon, Angela!  I promised I'd show you around, didn't I?"  Broadway

laughed, practically yanking Angela inside the castle.

     Angela nearly stumbled, and shot Broadway a feigned withering glance.

Smirking, Broadway pushed her.  She shoved back, nearly sending him down the

stairs.

     "Are you two coming?"  Angela asked, pointing to Brooklyn and Lexington.

     Lexington smiled.   "Why not?  I've almost forgotten what this place looked

like."

     Brooklyn nodded.  "I know what you mean.  I can't wait to see what new

stuff this place has!  It'll make the clock tower seem like..." he cut himself

off, and frowned.

     Two nights ago, the only home the clan had known for two years had been

obliterated in a flash of hate and vengeance.  The loss of it weighed heavy on

them all, even with the regaining of the castle.  The dusty old loft had grown

on them.

     "Brook, we're past that now."  Lexington muttered, not entirely convinced

that he was himself.

     "Aye, lad.  We've regained our home.  Our true home.  And we're together. 

We're a clan, no matter where we live."  Hudson added, intruding.  The others

all nodded in reluctant agreement.

     "You just kinda get attached." Brooklyn rationalized.  He quickly cheered

up.  "Let's go.  I want to see the games room."

     The quartet left, busily talking amongst themselves as they walked down the

stairs.

     Hudson watched them go.  With an enigmatic smile, he touched the stone of

the castle wall.  A single tear ran down his cheek.

     "Yes."  he spoke, choked with emotion.  "We're truly home now."

     Bronx, padding around the corner, sniffed didainfully at a spot on the

floor, but seemed to agree with Hudson's sentiment.

     Hudson looked up.  Goliath was on top of the tower, heading for the door to

the inside of the castle.

     Hudson watched him go, having a suspicion of what the clan's leader was up

to.

     "Lad, ye'd better be grateful."  Hudson sniffed, laughing to himself.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     The door knocked.  David and Fox sat at the dining hall table, drinking

tea.  Owen had gone to put Alexander to bed, so they knew it wasn't him. 

Curious, Xanatos ahemmed.

     "Come in."  David beckoned.

     The door opened, and Goliath, in an uncharacteristic display of shyness,

peeked in.

     "Uh, hello."  Goliath began, meekly.  "I wish to speak to Xanatos."

     "Come on in."  Fox replied.  "I can leave, if..."

     "No...no.  That's all right.  I just wanted to..."  Goliath hastily

interrupted, searching for "le mot juste".  He was having incredible difficulty

finding the words to say to this man, who had reawoken them, tried to control

them, kill them, destroy them...and then become one of the few friends they

could turn to in their time of need.

     He walked in, and stood on the opposite side of the table to where Xanatos

was sitting. 

     "To thank you for the castle."  Goliath finished.

     David smiled.  "Think nothing of it.  You saved the world last night,

Goliath.  And you saved my son three months ago.  After those, having a few

permanent houseguests is hardly a burden."

     "But you...a lesser man would not do what you have done, Xanatos.  On

behalf of the clan, I thank you again.  You cannot understand how much this

means to us."

     "From the way you're acting, I think I do."  Xanatos smirked.  "Does this

mean you totally trust me?"

     "Er..." Goliath flustered.

     Finally, he sighed.  "No."  he said, almost regretfully.  "I do not."

     David glowered for a split second.  "I see."  he replied, sounding a little

bit hurt.

     "I hope that someday that will change."  Goliath responded.  He spread his

wings, and folded them into the familiar cape.

     "Thank you, once again."  Goliath offered.  He bowed, turned around, and

walked out of the room.

     Xanatos watched him go.  Fox got up, and stood behind him.

     "David, don't worry.  It's a start."

     David rolled his eyes.  "You're right, Fox.  We've acted like

megalomaniacal schemers for too long for him to feel otherwise.  I just...for

some reason, I want him to trust me."

     Fox raised an eyebrow.  "And why is that?  Before, you wouldn't have cared

whether someone thought you were the slime of the earth or not."

     David couldn't answer.  Instead, he stared at the door, still slightly

ajar.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     At the other end of the castle, a door slowly creaked open, and a small,

brown talon flicked on the light switch.  Lexington peeked in, and waved back at

the others.

     "It's still here." he reported.

     Brooklyn, Broadway and Angela walked in.  The room was Xanatos'

entertainmnet center, featuring a cassette projector, and a rather large screen. 

Along one wall was a cabinet, filled with videos.

     Broadway's eyes widened.  "Looks like we'll need some, uh, popcorn."  he

hinted.

     Brooklyn smirked.  "Now why did I have a sneaking suspicion that you'd be

the one to bring that up?"

     Angela put a hand to her stomach.  "I'm a bit hungry, too."  she reported.

     Lexington jumped up onto a chair.  "Well, how about Brooklyn and I go to

the kitchen and get some snacks, and Broadway and Angela can stay here and pick

a movie?  We've got a night off patrol, so we might as well use it."

     "Good idea.  Let's go, then, Lex.  Buttered all around?"  Brooklyn asked. 

Broadway and Angela nodded.

     Brooklyn and Lexington left for the kitchen.  Angela strode to the cabinet,

and opened the door.  "What movie would you like to watch?"  she asked.

     Broadway walked to her.  "What's here...whoa!  Casino!  I've heard a lot of

good things about that one!"

     "Casino it is, then."  Angela echoed.  She reached up to get the cassette. 

As she turned around, though, she stumbled.  Broadway instinctively went to

catch her, and the two wound up in each other's arms.  They stared at each

other, and almost automatically let go of each other.

     "Uh, I'm sorry."  Angela muttered, staring at the floor.

     "Don't apologize...it was my fault.  I-I think."  Broadway stammered back.

     "No, I mean for tripping."

     "Oh."

     Uncomfortable silence.

     Finally, Broadway spoke again.

     "It wasn't like it was on purpose."  he rationalized.

     "Exactly...and it's not like there would be anything wrong..."

     "After all, we are consenting adults."

     Angela shook her head, though.  "I just...don't feel right about doing it

yet."

     "You're right.  Slow and steady, after all."  Broadway started, looking

very uncomfortable.

     More silence.

     "Of course, if something were to happen..."  Angela began.

     "Let's...not play what if right now."  Broadway interrupted sadly.

     "Alright..."

     Angela opened the projector, and put the tape in.  Without pressing "Play",

she sat down.  Broadway went to the opposite side of the couch, and sat down,

without saying a word, as far away as possible from her as he could.

     Ten minutes later, Brooklyn and Lexington returned, each with a large bowl

of popcorn.

     "What movie are we watching?"  Brooklyn asked.

     "Wha?  Oh, uh, Casino."  Broadway replied, distracted.

     Lexington glanced at Brooklyn.  The taller gargoyle shrugged, and moved to

sit next to Angela.  Lexington, briefly stopping to press "Play", sat down

beside Broadway.  As the movie began, Lexington, his mouth full of popcorn,

offered the bowl to Broadway.  The blue gargoyle shook his head, a look of

sadness on his face.

     Surprised, Lexington turned back to the movie.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     Goliath watched the city below, with mixed feelings.  He felt an obligation

to protect it, but the way things were, people might not be so inclined to

accept a gargoyle's protection.  Perhaps it would be better to lay low until

things blew over to resume patrol.

     He turned around, and saw Elisa Maza standing there.

     Startled, he jumped back, and nearly lost his balance.  Narrowly avoiding a

tumble off of the parapet, he looked at her sheepishly.

     "Better be careful."  Elisa smiled.

     "How did you get in?"  Goliath asked.  "I know Xanatos makes it a habit to

never let anyone up to the castle without an escort."

     Elisa waved a laminated card at him.  "He gave me a VIP pass.  Said that I

could come up here anytime I wanted, no questions asked.  I still don't trust

him...probably never will, after Derek...but I'd swear he's trying to make good

with all of us, Goliath."

     Goliath growled.  "Perhaps...but no matter what the reasoning, it is good

to see you."

My love, he nearly said aloud, but caught himself.

     "Yes, well.  Uh, I had to tell Captain Chavez all about you guys, after she

found out why I was so convinced you guys didn't blow up the clock tower.  She

was a little upset that I kept the secret from her for almost two years, but she

was surprisingly understanding."  Elisa smiled.

     "I don't suppose she could do much for our negative image..."

     "No.  And she has to keep the task force assembled.  Regardless of what she

thinks of you, the public would have her head if she got rid of it."

     "I see.  But that will blow over, eventually."

     "No doubt about it.  Lay low for a couple of weeks, and then aliens will

kidnap somebody's mother, and the press will go after that.  You guys will be

chalked up to mass hallucination, or something...until everybody is mature

enough to accept you."

     "Hmmm.  But...how are you?"  Goliath asked, a little nervous.

     "Me?  I'm fine.  Considering that last night I came this close to being

wiped out with some kind of disease, AND finally got to share my feelings with

that special someone a few hours later..."  she smiled as Goliath's cheeks

flared almost pink, "I've had a most remarkable 48 hours."

     Goliath ahemmed, and tilted his head toward the sky.  "Well, then...shall

we..."

     "I can't tonight.  I have to help set out the temporary precinct house

while the clock tower is being repaired.  Matt managed to get me out of there so

I could come talk to you."

     "Well, I hope you remember to thank him."

     "Believe me, I won't.  I should go.  It's good to see you adjusting to your

new...OLD home."  Elisa finished.

      Without a word, Goliath swept her into his wings.  The two hugged, for

what seemed like forever.  Finally, he knelt down, and hesitantly kissed her. 

She didn't resist, which he unreasonably found himself half-heartedly hoping she

would, but he overcame that regret, and enfolded her in his wings.

     Silently, they parted.  Looking extremely sorry that she had to go, Elisa

waved, and walked down the stairs.  Suddenly, she came face to face with Hudson.

     "Were you eavesdropping?"  she asked, feigning anger.

     "Eh.,..no, lass...I...I just remembered I have to take Bronx for a walk." 

he replied hastily, guilt all over his face.

     Laughing, Elisa gave him a kiss on the cheek.  Awkwardly, Hudson patted her

on the back.  Elisa bit her lip to keep from laughing at Hudson's confusion.

     "Honestly, lass, I didn't mean to.  I came up to talk to him about patrol

duties, and found you...you know."  Hudson claimed truthfully.

     Elisa smiled.  "Don't worry.  I'll forgive you this time."  She walked down

the stairs, and headed for the elevators.

     Hudson watched her go.  Turning, he saw Goliath at the top of the

stairwell.

     "Busy night?"  he asked.  Goliath, grinning like a hatchling, walked by him

silently.

     "I'll just bet."  Hudson retorted.

********************************************************************************

********************************

The Forbidding

     In the dark, Silhouette planned.

     Her ring glared, showing the image of the Audience Hall in Castle Avalon. 

She could find that whenever she wanted, she could make the ring show her

anything in the world.  The Forbidding had shown her how.  The Forbidding had

shown her how to do a lot of things, and seeing through the ring was the least

of them.

     The most important thing she'd learned, though, was the true range of her

capabilities.  As a result of her...instruction...she was more powerful than

Oberon himself now.  And when she returned...and return she WOULD...she would

teach him a few things about vengeance.  A few interesting lessons indeed.

     [ARE YOU GOING TO DO IT NOW?] the Forbidding asked, sounding excited.

     "Yes, I am.  I must admit, it was nice getting to know you."  Silhouette

remarked, not meaning it.  She cared nothing for the Forbidding.  She cared

nothing for anything, now, but felt she had to say something to it.  It had been

her only companion for eternity, or however long she'd been there.  She had no

concept of time, and for all she knew, she could have been banished for anywhere

from three minutes to a million years.

     There was no answer from the being she had never seen.  She was glad.  It

kind of gave her the creeps.  Even though it claimed to be helping her,

sometimes she felt it was nursing plans of its own.  Plans she wanted no part

of.

     Silhouette closed her eyes.  Drawing in her will, she focused all of her

energy on the ring.  In her mind's eye, she saw the ring begin to crack, saw the

darkness flare to brilliant white light, and saw the ring break apart into six

fragments.  She felt the Forbidding dissolving around her, felt herself pass

through the barrier,  and slowly saw the Castle of Avalon materialize around

her.

     She was taken aback.  There were humans and gargoyles there!

     Silhouette smiled.  Target practise.

********************************************************************************

********************************

Avalon

     Princess Katherine stoked the fire, and smiled as Boudicca trotted over

tiredly to sit at the foot of her chair.  She rubbed the gargoyle dog's head,

and sat down with the book she'd chosen.  Tonight, she'd selected the Bible. 

She just felt like reading a psalm or two, and then, perhaps, she'd go to bed

for the night.

     She wasn't alone there, by any means.  Gabriel and Ophelia were there, as

was a young, reddish colored gargoyle, whom Tom had named Tybalt.  He was

playing chess with his mate, a beautiful gray gargoyle named Portia.

     Ophelia was knitting, and Gabriel was staring wistfully out the window.

     "Gabriel, what's the matter with ye?  Ye've barely spoken a word all

evening!"  Katherine asked.

     Gabriel looked at her, distractedly.  "I'm thinking about Angela again.

It's almost as if I was developing...do you hear that?"

     "Hear what?"  Portia asked.

     "That sound...it sounds like a gust of wind."

     "That's probably what it is, then."  Tybalt muttered.

     "No...I feel it too.  It can't be the wind, anyway...the window's closed." 

Ophelia confirmed.  Boudicca howled, almost to vouch for her.

     The sound intensified, suddenly, and the chess board flew across the room. 

The fire flickered and went out.  Katherine stood up, her psalms forgotten.  All

five gargoyles stood up, fangs bared, eyes glowing. 

     And then, a ring appeared.

     It hung there, suspended in space.  Tybalt approached in cautiously, intent

on finding out what exactly it was.

     Suddenly, the ring exploded in a soundless explosion of light.  Tybalt was

thrown backwards as the ring shattered in six fragments.  With a rush of air, a

swirling twister of darkness materialized, and from it emerged a girl, dressed

in jet black clothes, with dark skin and hair.  But the most startling thing

about her were her eyes...they were as black as midnight.

     "Who are you?"  Ophelia asked.  Boudicca instinctively growled, backing

away.

     "Let's just say that you'll soon find out beyond a shadow of a doubt."  the

girl smiled, and blasted a curtain of darkness at her.

     Tybalt saved her.  He jumped in front of her, and took the full brunt of

the blast.  With a cry of pain, he crumpled to the floor.

     "TYBALT!"  Portia screamed, and ran to him.  He looked up, weakly, his face

filled with pain.

     Then, he smiled.  Portia watched in horror as his eyes darkened to the same

glaring black as the demon's.

     "Oh my Lord."  she breathed.

     The demon bowed.  "My name is Silhouette."  she began.  "and your friend

there is the first of many."

     Portia attacked her.  Silhouette blasted her as well.  Portia dodged it,

and slammed into Silhouette.  The shadow was knocked backwards, into the wall. 

     Silhouette looked up, infuriated.  "Mistake number one."  she growled.

     From her hands came a black mist of darkness, which wrapped around Portia. 

She screamed as the mist wrapped around her face, and then began to suffocate

her.

     Gabriel, Ophelia, and Boudicca rushed to her aid, but Silhouette froze them

with a thought.  Katherine watched in horror as the asphyxiating mist continued

to strangle Portia.

     "Tybalt, do something!"  she yelled.  Tybalt looked at her, and smiled. 

     "And why would I do that?"  he leered, his eyes flaring black.

     Katherine was dumbstruck.

     "Stop it!  You're going to kill her!"  Ophelia yelled, straining with the

effort.

     "That was the general idea."  Silhouette shot back.

     Portia tried to breathe.  She gasped, tried to swallow just a mouthful of

air, but couldn't.  The mist was unrelenting.

     The last thing she saw was Tybalt, laughing at her.  She felt the tears in

her eyes.

     Then, she slipped into oblivion.

     Silhouette released her.  She slipped to the ground, lifeless.

     Katherine felt like screaming.  "You murdered her!"

     Silhouette snapped her fingers.  Portia rose up, her eyes the same midnight

black as Tybalt's and her own.  Portia leered at her in a gaze of contempt.

     "What are you?"  Gabriel asked. 

     "Shadow."  Silhouette replied, enigmatically.  "You don't have to

understand.  You will soon enough."

     With that, she melted away, and faded.  Portia and Tybalt glanced at the

others, and crashed through the window.  Their screams, sounding decidedly

insane, faded as they lofted into the night.

     The three gargoyles unfroze, and stumbled.  Katherine ran to the window.

     "Whatever that was,"  she spoke, disbelievingly, not quite comprehending

what had just happened.  "she was a demon."

     As she spoke, the ring fragments faded away into nothing.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     Silhouette reappeared in the Audience Hall, with a corona of shadow

surrounding her.  A large portion of the Children were there, as well as a few

gargoyles.  At the intrusion, they jumped to the ready, prepared to guard

Oberon.

     "Who are you?"  Oberon asked, rising from his throne.

     "You don't remember?  Your prodigal daughter's come home, Oberon." she

smiled, and blasted Oberon.  He was unprepared, and was knocked backwards.  Her

cloak of shadows wrapped around him.  He struggled to break free, but couldn't. 

The gargoyles leapt to his defense, but Silhouette blasted them as well.  The

Children, confronted with her power, took a step back.

     Titania looked at Silhouette in shock.  How could she have so much power?

     "I don't know who you are,"  she warned, "but I advise you to stop this."

     "Stop it?  In my moment of triumph?"  Silhouette mocked.

     Titania's eyes narrowed.  "Then so be it."

     Titania gestured, and the shadows retreated.  Silhouette was knocked away.

     "Impressive, my Queen."  Silhouette taunted.  She fought back, and

enveloped Titania and Oberon in shadow once more.  As they struggled, she

tightened her grip.  Try as they might, they couldn't escape.

     "Mmm-hmm.  Well, I suppose you'll want to know who it is that has bested

you."  Silhouette sighed.

     She turned to the Children.  "A great wrong was done me before, and I was

banished for a crime I didn't commit.  Now, I have returned.  Bow before

Silhouette, the new Queen of Avalon!  If Titania and Oberon themselves do,"  she

waved, and the still struggling King and Queen of Avalon were raised in midair. 

They were brought before Silhouette, and forced into a bow.

     "Then who are you to hesitate?"  Silhouette finished.

     The Children began to look extremely nervous.

     Suddenly, Odin stepped forward.  "Lady, I do remember you.  You were

banished from here 1000 years ago, for attacking Oberon.  You failed then, and I

will ensure you fail now."

     "Oh really?"  Silhouette yawned.  The corona surrounding her flickered, and

a small wisp of shadow spread outward from her.  It streched out to Odin's eyes,

and seemed to vanish.  Seconds later, Odin's eyes flared the same midnight black

as Tybalt's and Portia's

     Odin smiled.  "Lady, I apologize for my intrusion.  Please continue."

     "I knew you'd see it my way."  Silhouette smirked.  She gestured again, and

Oberon and Titania were released.  In seconds, their eyes were as ebony as the

corona.  They bowed to Silhouette...of their own volition this time...and stood

beside her, on a lower step than she.

     "Any more questions?"  Silhouette asked darkly.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     Ariel, standing near the back of the Audience Hall, gaped in shock. 

"Silhouette...."  he whispered.

     This was his fault.  If he hadn't gotten her banished all those years ago,

she wouldn't be doing this.  He was positive that she wanted vengeance.

     He was also pretty conclusive on the fact that she was insane. 

     And if she could subvert Oberon and Titania, she was incredibly powerful. 

Such power, and insanity added in were not a good thing.

     But whatever happened, he was responsible for it...and he had to find a way

to stop it.

     No sense confronting her directly, he thought.  I'd end up the same as

Oberon.

     So what could he do?

     Briefly, he thought back to his millenium among the humans.  During the

early years, he'd played the role of James Gregory, a page for King William I of

England.  Once, he'd met an old peasant named Aethelgard, who was quite clearly

mad.  But, Ariel was often interested in amusing himself with humans, so he'd

stayed around Aethelgard for a while.  One of the old man's most treasured

possessions was his "manuscript", which he wrote in often.  The old man had

contracted the plague, and, as he lay dying, gave the book to Ariel, telling him

they were full of prophecy.

     But what he remembered now was that the old man had told him that his book

told how to destroy "the evil shadow demon".

     "What?" Ariel had asked, thinking of Silhouette.

     "She will return.  You must use the book to stop her.  It explains how." 

Aethelgard had explained, hacking up a lung.

     "Stop who?"

     Aethelgard had looked at him.  "Silhouette..." he had warned, and then he

died.

     Ariel had kept the book, and brought it to the library on Avalon, chalking

it up as a memento.

     Now, perhaps he could use it to stop her.

     Without hesitation, he quietly vanished, and rematerialized in the Library. 

The manuscript was right there, on a table.  He picked it up, and stared at it.

     I've got a lot of faith in trusting you, he thought, regarding the volume. 

Don't disappoint me.

     With a nervous glance around, he vanished again.  Appearing in Titania's

chambers, he approached her Mirror.  With a wave of his hand, it lit up, and the

scene inside of it changed to that of a park, with skyscrapers in the

background.  Ariel recognized it immediately.  It was Battery Park, on Manhattan

Island.

     Looking nervously behind him, he walked through the mirror.  As he stepped

out, he assumed a human form, and proceeded out of the park.

     The night sky looked down at him.  Somewhere, in the distance, the thunder

rolled, warning of things to come.

********************************************************************************

********************************************************************************

********************************************************************************

********************************************************************************

****************

Chapter Two

          The Servants of Twilight

Avalon

(2 Hours Later)

     Silhouette lounged on the throne, lazily, eating grapes as one of the

gargoyles fanned her with a lavish fan.  Sighing, she snapped her fingers, and

Oberon stepped forward.

     "Are all the children present, Oberon?"

     Oberon smiled wickedly.  "All save one, my Lady.  Ariel has vanished, and

none have seen him in hours."

     "What of the Puck?"

     "He was banished some time ago.  He lives in human form in the human world. 

He is of no concern."

     "All right.  But...this Ariel...where could he have gone?"  Silhouette

asked, pretending she didn't know who he was.  In reality, she had never

forgotten him, and she hated him with an intense passion.  If she found him, she

personally planned to gut him.

     She turned to the gargoyle.  "Calpurnia...what of the gargoyles?"

     "There are several missing.  Gabriel, Ophelia, Boudicca, Jeremiah,

Augustine...and the Princess Katherine and the Guardian are unaccounted for as

well.  They should be easily hunted down."  Calpurnia reported.

     Silhouette smiled.  Avalon was hers, now...all of its inhabitants

completely under her power.  Her power of subversion was her favorite...she

could use her shadow tricks to cloud a person's mind into complete obedience. 

They weren't mindless zombies...the complete polar opposite, actually.  Her

subverted followers became cold, unfeeling, sometimes sadistic henchmen, whose

only obvious sign of her intervention was their shadow filled eyes.  Subverted

gargoyles and humans also gained control of the powers of Children of Oberon,

almost...capable of metamorphosing into shadow, creating illusion,

telepathy...and subverting others.  Her Servants of Twilight, she called them. 

And they would do anything for her.

     In fact, they'd already done a lot.  As she subverted the Children, one by

one, who were unable to resist after the conversion of Oberon and Titania, they

had gained control of Avalon for her.  The island paradise was slowly altering,

too...the trees and wildlife of the island were beginning to change, somehow, to

become creatures of shadow themselves.  And an eerie, black mist was beginning

to pervade around Avalon...cloaking the isle in shadow.

     Silhouette looked out at her subjects.  The gargoyles and humans were of no

importance.  They would be found, eventually, and given to the cause.  Ariel,

however...no doubt he would try to stop her.  No matter.  He would fail.

     Sil got up off the throne.  She paced around restlessy.  Everything was too

complacent.

     "I want more."

     "Begging your pardon, my Lady?"  Oberon asked.

     "I want more than just Avalon.  Subverting it was fun, but I want more of a

challenge.  I want to use this power I've been given.  What else is there to

conquer?  I want to have the Earth Plane.  ALL of it."

     "Then it is yours for the taking.  Shall we come along?"  Oberon asked.

     Silhouette thought.  "No.  I want the satisfaction of doing it myself. 

Besides, Ariel may be there, and I want to see to him personally."

     "Very well."

     Silhouette frowned.  She'd made up her mind, but where to start?  Where

would she begin the subversion?

     She picked New York City entirely out of chance.

********************************************************************************

********************************

La Guardia International Airport

October 29, 1996

     "American Airlines Flight 1356 to Chicago has been delayed 2 hours, due to

mechanical failure, sir.  I'm sorry."  the ticket clerk apologized. 

     "Yeah, yeah, it's all right."  Travis Marshall sighed.  He looked skyward,

appealing for divine intervention of some sort.  After it failed to come, he

looked to the window.  The lazy sunlight of the New York afternoon played upon

the wing of the airliner.  He couldn't wait to get out of New York for a couple

of days, but life seemed to be throwing all sorts of obstacles in his way.

     Tiredly, he shuffled over to the concourse lounge.  He sat down, and began

to bemoan his life over the past week.  He didn't even know why he was planning

the trip to Chicago.  Well, for one reason.  Pamela.  His ex-wife was

remarrying, and as a cruel reminder of what they'd once had, she'd invited him

to the wedding.  Travis didn't really want to go, but he was so desparate to see

Simone, the daughter he'd been forced to give up in the custody battle again... 

Plus, besides all this, he'd had a remarkably bad week.  The TV station had

given him a pay cut...nevermind he was a senior reporter, responsible for the

brilliant coverage of the gargoyle affair a week ago...and announced that his

insurance benefits with the station were going to be halved within three years. 

Then, he was mugged.  Then, his car was stolen.  It was found thirty feet away

from where it had been parked, wrapped around a traffic light.  Then, he was

mugged again.  Then, he found out it would cost him several thousand dollars to

repair his car, which his insurance wouldn't pay for.  And the list went on, and

on...

     Travis sighed.  And, to top it all of, there was some kind of new disease

that had started spreading around Staten Island.  Tentatively, the doctors here

were calling it the "Richmond Syndrome", since the first cases had cropped up in

Richmond.  The TV station had assigned him to cover it, and he'd spent the last

couple of days around city hospitals.  He'd seen a few patients afflicted with

it, and it had the strangest symptoms he'd ever seen...unexplainable behavioral

changes, and discoloration of the eyes.  Simply put, they turned black.

     He really needed coffee.

     Getting up, he walked to a cappucino stand near the gate.  He ordered a

cup, and watched as the incompetant waiter broke the machine.

     He turned around, and saw a rather beautiful young woman standing behind

him.

     "Oh, hi."  he nodded, fishing for his wallet.

     "Hi!"  the girl smiled.  She was very pretty, thought Travis.  Raven black

hair, dark skin...and the blackest eyes she'd ever seen.  Her irises were jet

black, the color of midnight.  Mark, feeling the pang of a divorcee's desire,

felt himself captivated.

     "I'm...Travis Marshall.  My flight got delayed."

     The woman smiled.  "I'm Sylvia Donovan.  I'm waiting for my sister to

arrive from Baltimore."

     "Well...that's nice.  So...uh...what do you do for a living?"

     "Are you trying to hit on me, Mr. Marshall?"

     "No!  No, I'm just...uh, curious.  I'm a reporter, myself."

     Sylvia smiled.  "Let's just say I'm very career oriented." she replied. 

     Travis had a slight premonition of danger, but it passed.  He was just

being a little apprehensive after having an incredibly bad week.

     "What do you do?"  he asked again.

     "I'm in...uh...advertising."  Sylvia fumbled.  Travis raised an eyebrow.

     Suddenly, she smiled.  Travis saw her eyes flare, so that her entire eye

was pure black.

     "Wha..."  he stumbled, unsure of what he was seeing.

     Then, he saw a needle thin ray of darkness spread from her eye.  It

wavered, and then plunged right into his own eye.  He felt a pressure on his

mind, one that almost couldn't be described.  It felt like something else was in

his head.  And like it was eclipsing his own thoughts and personality.

     He tried to fight it, but the effort was futile.  In a few seconds, his

eyes were as black as the woman's.  And he knew the entire truth about her. 

Also, he didn't care.

     "Silhouette..." he whispered, a wicked leer on his face.

     She touched his cheek.  "Very perceptive, Travis!  Now, I want you to do

something for me."

     She led him aside, back to the concourse lounge, and they talked.  For what

seemed like a long time, she explained things to him.  He nodded a lot, but all

that Travis really wanted to do now was to subvert.  It was a driving purpose in

his life, now, and he wanted to get down to business as soon as possible.

     "Understand?"  Silhouette asked.

     "Perfectly."  Travis answered, and he sneered.

     "Well, good then.  It was nice talking to you."

     She got up, and left, occasionally spreading a ray of darkness into a

passing stranger's eyes.

     Travis turned to the ticket clerk at the American Airlines booth.  Without

a word, he spread a similar beam from his own eyes into the clerk's.  At first,

she looked surprised, but then, she looked understanding...and perfectly

sadistic.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     Silhouette walked out of the terminal, a look of satisfaction on her eyes. 

She'd been subverting people for almost two days now.  And the people she was

converting would turn others...it was like a snowball, rolling down a hill.  By

now, almost 2000 people would be turned...her Servants of Twilight would be

growing in number for a little while yet.

     And the travellers in the airport...well, they could spread the sickness

all across the world.  Soon, all of Earth would be hers...and it would become

remarkably similar to the place Avalon was now.

     She smiled.  Back to work, she thought, as she subverted a passing toddler

on its way to the airport with Mommy to visit Daddy, coming home from a business

trip to San Francisco.  Within 5 minutes, the 3 year old girl had subverted

Mommy, and in half an hour, Daddy, as well as at least twenty other nameless

strangers were under Silhouette's spell as well.

********************************************************************************

********************************

The Eyrie Building

     The gargoyles awoke, with the traditional crash of stone, and the sleep

filled yawns punctuating the night.  As they hopped off of their parapets,

Goliath ahemmed forcefully.

     "What is it?"  Lexington asked.

     "I think perhaps we should try to patrol again.  As a trial run, to see if

things have quieted down enough for us to resume our duties as guardians of the

city."  he spoke.

     "Is that wise?  It's only been 11 days.  People may not forget."  Angela

cautioned.

     "Well, we've moved from headline news to about number 10 on CNN."  Broadway

joked.  Nobody laughed.

     "Right."  he tried to cover.

     "We'll meet back here in two hours.  Hudson, Brooklyn, you're with me. 

Broadway, Lexington, Angela, you go out.  Try to stay out of sight."  Goliath

ordered.

     The gargoyles all nodded.  Broadway, Angela and Lexington hopped up and

soared off the castle, to the city below.

     Brooklyn looked to Goliath.  "So, where do we start?"

     Goliath looked out to the city.  "Around Park Avenue.  I want to check in

on a friend."

     "Park Avenue.  Isn't that where the temporary police station is?"  Hudson

asked slyly.

     "Yes.  What of it?"  Goliath replied, testily.

     "Nothing!"  Hudson stammered, taken momentarily aback.

     Goliath smiled.  "Yes.  I want to see how Elisa is doing."

     Brooklyn rolled his eyes in an of-course gesture, and smirked.  The three

hopped up, and flew away into the night.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     David Xanatos sat in his office, going over some paperwork.  At the knock

of the door, he glanced up.  Owen Burnett, with an employee, walked in.  David

gestured the employee to sit.

     "Good evening, Mr..."  David began.

     "Marcos, sir.  Hernando Marcos."  Hernando added.

     "Hernando.  Yes. Mr. Marcos, some of your coworkers have filed complaints

about you lately."  David paused, thrown off by the color of his eyes.  They

seemed to be completely black...no iris, pupil or white showing.  He'd seen a

couple of others with eyes like that in the past few days, and had tentatively

attributed it to a new type of contact lens, which just happened to be the "in"

thing.  David couldn't understand why.  It looked...sinister.

     "Complaints?"  Hernando asked.  Suddenly, Fox walked in, with a cup of

coffee.

     "Fox..."  David chided.

     "I know, David.  I'll only be a minute.  I just need the stapler."  she

sighed.  She opened a drawer in David's desk, and began to rummage through the

office supplies.

     David sighed.  "Anyway, Mr. Marcos, your coworkers have stated that lately

you've become...impossible to work with."

     "I suppose I am."  Hernando smiled.  His opal black eyes glittered in the

light.

     "Well, I'm inclined to agree.  Your performance records show that you've

become unstable...careless...irritable...in other words, not the most desirable

of attittudes.  Hernando, I don't want to fire you, but I...is something wrong?"

     Hernando was staring intently at Fox.   She seemed to be intent on the

desk, but suddenly, she looked up.  A look of concern crossed her face...and

then she resumed a rather calculating expression.

     David was suddenly concerned.  "Improve your attitude, Mr. Marcos.  Owen,

show him out."

     "Very good, sir."  Owen replied, and he gestured to the door.  Hernando

followed, shooting an appraising glace at Xanatos.

     David turned to Fox.  "Dear, is something wrong?"  he asked.

     Fox looked up.  "Me?  No, I'm fine."

     At that precise instant, Alex began to cry, the sound piercing from the

room next door.

     "God, can't that kid shut up?  I'm this close to strangling the little snot

nose, David, I swear."  Fox yelled.  David looked in her face...the face of

someone who didn't care about her baby.

     "Fox, are you sure..."

     "I'm fine, David.  Don't worry."  she snapped.  She left the room, and

began to scream at the baby.  Alexander cried harder in response.  For an

instant, David was scared she would hit him, and he began to walk toward the

nursery, but his fears were allayed..  Eventually, Fox came out of the room,

wringing her hands in frustration.

     David walked into the nursery.  Alex stopped crying as soon as he walked

in.

     "Oh, Alex, what's the matter?"  he asked, trying to be soothing.  But he

was preoccupied with Fox.  Why was ahe acting so peculiar?

     And her eyes.  David thought.  Aren't they supposed to be brown?  They were

pitch black!

********************************************************************************

********************************

Yankee Stadium

     The stadium was fairly quiet, seeing as the Yankees were out of town,

playing the Red Sox in Boston.  As a result, the area was practically deserted,

except for a few employees working late. 

     Meaning, of course, that the night visitors wouldn't be widely seen, which

was fine by them.

     The three swooped down, landing on the roof of the stadium.  Lexington

looked around, finding a clock on a nearby building.   Twenty-five after seven. 

They'd been patrolling for about an hour now, and the night had been fairly

quiet. 

     "Where do we go from here?"  he asked, taking a deep breath of the crisp

air.

     Broadway groaned.  "Let's just relax for a few minutes, okay?  My wings are

getting sore."

     "It'll be easier on the way back to Manhattan."  Angela stated.  "We were

flying in headwinds all the way here."

     Broadway flopped backwards onto the concrete stadium roof, expressing

sounds of comfort.  "I just want to lay down for a few minutes.  Then we can go

back home."  he sighed.

     "Sounds like a plan to me."  Angela agreed, and the trio sat staring into

the chilly night, watching the nearby lights of Manhattan flicker in the

darkness.  The Triborough Bridge was busy tonight, and the lights of the

crossing traffic spread a eerie, flickering glow on the East River below.

     As the wind ruffled through her hair, Angela began to softly sing.  Neither

Broadway or Lexington could place the tune, but they were enthralled.  Angela's

voice lofted through the night, in a melody that sang of Avalon, the only home

she'd ever known before this May.  It was a beautiful tune, and, as she

finished, none of them spoke.

     Finally, Broadway broke the silence, still lying on the ground.

     "Did anyone ever tell you,"  he began, "that when you sing, you sound

exactly like Tracy Chapman?"

     Angela stared for a second, trying to place the reference.  Then she

smiled.

     "Give me one reason to stay here, and I'll turn right back around."  she

sang, in a bluesy voice.

     Lexington and Broadway joined in.  "You see, I don't want to leave you

lonely, but you've gotta make me change my mind!"  all three sang.  They stared

at each other, and burst out laughing.

     "When did you learn that song?"  Lexington asked, still chuckling.

     "I saw it performed on 'The Tonight Show' last month.  That's the only

verse I know."  Angela confessed, a little bit shyly.

     Broadway propped himself up on his elbows.  "You are a really good singer,

though."

     "Oh...thanks!"  Angela smiled. They looked at each other sadly.

     Lexington frowned.  "Do you two want to be alone?"  he asked.

     "No!"  Broadway added hastily.

     "Of course not!"  Angela exclaimed simultaneously.

     Broadway and Angela looked at each other for a second.  Finally, Broadway

turned to Lexington.

     "Uh...well, if you don't MIND..." he spoke shyly.

     Lexington scowled for a second, feeling jealous of him.  It was clear to

both him and Brooklyn that Angela was interested in Broadway.  Even if the two

wouldn't admit it, they gave off hints that were as subtle as a blow to the

temple with a sledgehammer.  Brooklyn was accepting of it...he had to be, he was

the second in command, and was lately trying to show dignity at all times.

     Lexington, however, wasn't bound by those restrictions, and felt a little

bit hurt and rejected that Angela wouldn't choose him.  Once, he'd gone into a

ranting fit about it at Hudson, and had practically grabbed the old gargoyle by

the beard and shaken him.  Hudson, looking a little amused, confused and

frightened at the same time, had simply patted him on the head, and told him to

calm down, and not be so overly concerned about his hormones just yet.

     "I'm not a hatchling, Hudson...in human years, I'm sixteen years old." 

Lexington had sighed.

     Hudson looked rather awkward for a second.  "Well, that may be true, but,

in any case, remember that if the young lass should choose Broadway, then that

is her decision."  he had stammered.  After that, Hudson had retreated to the

TV, and refused to talk about it anymore.

     His feelings cleared up though...externally, anyway.  "No trouble at all. 

Whenever you're ready to leave, I'll be down there."  he told Broadway, and he

got up.  Shooting a wistful glance at Angela, he leapt off the stadium, heading

for a ledge below.

     He landed, and settled down to stare at the parking lot. 

     You know you have a life when...he thought, and chuckled.

     With a sigh, he began to think about Angela.  She was very beautiful...and

he knew he didn't have a chance in hell of getting her.

     Back in the tenth century, the younger gargoyle males had often played a

game, which had generally been known as "Choose Your Mate".  The game involved

nothing more than the gargoyles sitting around, describing what they thought

their mates would look like.  Brooklyn, Broadway and Lexington had often played

the game...Brooklyn could never decide what it was he wanted her to look like,

and Broadway always ended up not saying anything.  But, whenever it was

Lexington's turn, the other gargoyles would all smile, and tell him that he was

a little young to play.

     "I'm only younger than you two by two human years."  Lexington had

protested.

     But they were right.  His diminutive stature would probably mean that no

female would ever take him seriously.  And since there weren't many gargoyles

left, he would probably never have a mate.

     With a small, dejected sigh, he sat down, wrapping his arms around his

knees.  Why was it that all the bigger, stronger guys got the girl?  He'd seen

eough movies and real-life situations to know it was true in the human world as

well.  Lexington smiled wistfully.  Maybe, someday I'll be lucky, and find a

small girl, and we can...

     Suddenly, he saw several people in the parking lot.  From the sounds of

things, it was a group mugging.

     "Never a dull moment."  he sighed, rolling his eyes.  He soared off the

ledge, and swooped down to investigate.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     Alexis McCarron looked at her attackers, and wanted to scream.  There were

seven of them,  and her self defense training wouldn't help her against so many

of the assailants.  But that wasn't what disturbed her most.  For some odd

reason, they didn't look...normal.

     In the light of the overhead lamps, she could tell that at least three of

the attackers were wearing business suits.  Not many muggers wore that kind of

attire.  At least one was a fifty year old woman, as well.  Quite the motley

crew...Alexis thought, as she backed away.

     But what bothered her the most were their EYES.  In the harsh light, she

could see nothing except black...no whites, no irises, no pupils.  And they

seemed to be trailing shadows as they moved.

     "What...what do you want?"  she half yelled.  "I don't have any money!"

     "What makes you think we want money?"  one attacker asked.  He was a

balding, forty something man dressed in a business suit.  He was wearing a

sadistic grin on his face.

     They're going to kill me, Alexis thought.  Dear God, they're going to kill

me.

     "We want you."  the fifty year old woman leered.  The shadows in her eyes

suddenly leapt out toward her, reaching for her...

     And then she heard a swooping sound.  She turned around, and one of those

gargoyle creatures was behind her.  He was short, and his eyes were flaring a

brilliant white color.

     "Seems chivalry died out."  the creature said sadly, and then he attacked

the shadow things.  They retreated for a second, and then regrouped and surged

around the creature.  The little demon fought hard, and seemed to be holding his

own.  Alexis watched as it's talons raked one of the assailants in the face, and

gaped as the wound began to bleed.  She screamed then, longer and louder than

she'd ever done before.

     A night watchman looked out of his office window, saw the scene, paled, and

picked up his phone.  Good God...he thought frantically.  There's a gargoyle

attacking those people out there! 

     He dialed 911, and explained, rather haphazardly, the predicament.

     The dispatcher fielded the call, and sighed.  The only real words he'd been

able to pick out were"gargoyle", and "Yankee Stadium".

     He bit his lip. "Gargoyles."  he sniffed.  Picking up his direct line to

the NYPD, he fielded his call.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     "It's a really beautiful night."  Angela murmered, staring into the

distance.

     "I know.  But not as beautiful as you are."  Broadway added quietly.

     Angela looked at him in shock.  "What?"

     Busted...Broadway thought.  "Uh, I said 'I know, and you can see really

far.' "

     Angela smiled.  "You did not.  I heard every word."

     "Oh.  Are...are you mad?"

     "Screaming with rage."  Angela stated in a deadpan voice.

     Broadway relaxed.  "Oh.  Well, I'm not too thrilled, either."

     Angela looked at him.  "Why not?"

     Broadway blinked.  "I...I was just carrying the joke farther."

     "Oh."

     The two looked at each other for a second.  Broadway tentatively took

Angela's hand, and she made no move to stop him.  They sat there for a second,

contentedly, and then, ever so slightly, Angela moved in a little closer.

     Broadway leaned forward.

     Angela did the same.

     Broadway closed his eyes.

     The two came closer...closer...the kiss was inevitable...

     And then someone screamed.

     Broadway jumped back.  Was that her?  he thought.  God, what did I do

wrong?

     Angela was on her feet.  "It came from the parking lot!"  she exclaimed. 

With that, she glided off of the roof to investigate.

     Broadway got up.  "Perfect timing"  he muttered.  He looked after her, and

jumped down as well.

     As they landed, they came upon quite the sight.  Lexington was locked in

combat with seven people, holding his own quite well.  The scream had come from

a woman standing nearby. locked in fear.

     She turned her head, saw Broadway and Angela, and fainted.

     The two shrugged, and cut into the melee.  At first, the attackers ignored

them, but soon they branched off and attacked them.

     "Lex, who are these guys?"  Broadway called.

     Lexington struggled away from the three that were on top of him, and

knocked them away.  But whatever the gargoyles did, the assailants came back for

more.

     "I don't know."  Lexington answered, panting.  "But whoever they are, they

take a lot of punishment."

     "Their EYES!"  Angela exclaimed.  Broadway looked for himself.  The

attacker's eyes were all black...pure darkness.  Whatever was going on, it

wasn't natural.

     Almost in respose to Angela's cry, the things seemed to become stronger. 

In tandem, they threw away all three gargoyles.  Lexintgton, Broadway and Angela

were thrown twenty feet away.  The things were remarkably strong.

     Then, something odd happened.  Three of the creatures stepped forward. 

Shadows seemed to leak from their eyes, and plunged into all three of the

gargoyles' eyes.

     For a brief instant, all three felt a prescence on their minds, as if

something else were trying to invade them.

     Then it passed.  Nothing had happened.  Lexington, Broadway and Angela

looked at each other, as if to say "Did you feel that?"  but nothing more.

     The things became enraged.  Snarling like animals, they advanced towards

the three gargoyles, with one thing on their minds.

     Murder.

********************************************************************************

********************************

Temporary 23rd Precinct House

     "I'm really glad you came."  Elisa told Goliath, running her hands through

his hair.

     "And why is that?"  Goliath replied.

     "I just am."  Elisa smirked.  The two stepped back a little.

     Goliath and Elisa had been up on the roof talking for almost an hour now. 

Mostly, they'd talked about other things...the old how's-life,

very-good-how's-yours conversation, but occasionally, they'd delved into deeper

topics, about themselves, and the new facet to their relationship.  They'd

laughed a little, but mostly just sat and talked, and agreed, for the most part,

that they'd play it slow.  It had been Goliath's suggestion...no matter how much

he loved Elisa, he'd said, he still wasn't quite completely ready for an

interspecial relationship just yet, and that he just needed a little time. 

Elisa had understood, reluctantly, and that was that.  They'd kissed, and given

each other a quick hug.  Brooklyn and Hudson were nowhere to be

seen...respecting the couple's privacy, they'd continued on patrol while Elisa

and Goliath visited.

     "I should go and catch up with the others."  Goliath stated, reluctantly. 

     "Yeah.  They'll think that we eloped, or something."  Elisa joked.

     Goliath raised his lip in the trademark Owen smile.  "Here's hoping." he

said, not joking at all.  He touched Elisa's cheek, and then lifted her head up. 

She wrapped her arms around his neck, and the two kissed once again.

     "Ahem."  Matt Bluestone coughed, smiling.

     Goliath and Elisa glanced at him, and quickly separated.  Elisa blushed,

and Goliath growled.

     "Take it easy.  We just came up to talk to Goliath for a moment."  Matt

sighed.  As he did so, Captain Chavez hobbled out from the stairwell to the

roof, still in crutches from the incident a week and a half ago.  She took one

look at Goliath, and her jaw dropped.

     "Uh...this is Goliath, I take it."  Maria stuttered, taken aback.  Goliath

folded his wings into a cape, and bowed.

     "Good evening, Captain.  I am Goliath.  Elisa has told me much about you." 

he intoned, sounding very regal.

     Maria Chavez trembled for a second, but relaxed afterwards. 

"Ch...charmed." she smiled weakly.

     Goliath stood up.

     "What are we discussing?"  Elisa asked.

     Matt and Chavez looked at each other, as if deciding to go ahead with their

message with the present company around.  "We just got a dispatch from Yankee

Stadium, in the Bronx.  There's some kind of disturbance going on."

     Elisa shrugged.  "So?  The southwest Bronx is the 21st Precinct's

territory."

     Chavez gulped.  "The dispatcher mentioned gargoyles."

     Goliath's eyes flared.  "WHAT?"  he roared.

     "Apparantly, the dispatcher saw a gargoyle attacking a group of people.  I

had no choice but to mobilize the gargoyle task force.  That's why we came up

here, to let you know.  If it's one of your clan, I'm positive he isn't

attacking anyone, but the squad won't know that.  I've told them to use

restrained force, if even that, but there's no guarantee.  You should get there

and try to defuse the situation.  I can't guarantee their safety."  Matt

cautioned.

     "Some of the people in the task force are real hot shots." Chavez added.

     "I understand.  Matt, I know you probably can't help it, but please try to

hold the task force off."

     "I'll try, but we're leaving in two minutes.  That's all I can give you."

     Goliath rumbled.  "Thank you."  he sighed.  Without a word, he ran to the

edge of the building, caught an updraft, and glided away, towards the Bronx.

********************************************************************************

********************************

Planet Hollywood

     Silhouette sat at the bar, drinking a Manhattan, and subverting a few

people around the area.  As she sat down, she suddenly recieved a mental image

from one of the subverted.  That was another one of her powers... the Servants

of Twilight could mentally communicate.  Right now, the Servants were only

recently subverted, and so they had limited abilities, but Sil could usually get

the gist of the problem.

     This time, Sil was getting an image of a sports stadium of some sort, a

group of her followers, and three gargoyles.  Among the blur of images was one

simple message...WE CAN'T SUBVERT THEM.

     Silhouette looked around in confusion.  Why couldn't they subvert them? 

This threw a whole new crimp in things.

     Sighing, she decided to try herself. The image that she'd been given wasn't

too clear, but she thought she had a vague idea of where it was.

     She got up, and shot her shadow glance at a man sitting at at a table

nearby.  He was subverted, of course.  With that, Silhouette walked out of the

club. She ducked into an alley, and vanished.

     Back in the club, the new subverted looked confused for a second, and then

smiled.

     "Brendan?  Brendan, what's the matter?"  his wife asked, noting his cold

sneer.

     Brendan blinked. "Nothing's the matter, Margot."  He took a drink of his

martini.  "Nothing's the matter at all."

********************************************************************************

********************************************************************************

********************************************************************************

********************************************************************************

****************

Chapter Three

          Destinies

New York Public Library

(6 Hours Ago)

     The afternoon was very sunny, a remarkably pleasant, warm autumn day.

     Of course, Ariel had little concern for such things.

     He's been in this library every day for a week now, in human form, going

over Aethelgard's manuscript, struggling to make sense of what the senile old

fool had written.

It wasn't easy.  Occasional flashes of what could be prophecy were mixed in with

letters to people, notes to himself, and transactions of financial reports.  He

had to read through the entire volume to find what could be promising, and

whatever there was often didn't make sense.

     He'd gone through and, with the help of a highlighter he'd appropriated

from the front desk, marked all the "prophecy".  Now, he was fighting to jumble

it together, to find some meaning.

     He flipped to the beginning, and began again.

     The first passage was very brief.  It simply detailed the banishment of

Silhouette, and how she was a threat which would return.

     The next detailed the return.

     "Lady of Darkness, escaped from the damned,

      Returns through the circle binding

     Avalon's shores are lost to darkness

     A cycle of hatred winding."

     The first three lines were clear, surmised Ariel.  Silhouette had returned,

through the ring which bound her.  She'd conquered Avalon, and changed it to a

place of darkness.  And the cycle of hatred winding probably meant the spiral of

hatred that Silhouette had brought with her from banishment.

     Blinking, he moved on to the next quatrain.

     "One lone fey shall escape the tempest

      Fleeing to a world unsafe as well.

      He takes up the cause, the Purpose, the light

             And to others his story doth tell."

     The first two lines meant him...he'd escaped Avalon, and fled to the human

world, which was unsafe as well.  He'd on occasion, seen people walking around

New York City with eyes as black as Oberon's, Titania's, Odin's...

     And Silhouette's.

     The third part may mean his taking up the cause to stop Sil, but he had no

idea what the fourth meant.

     There wasn't any more prophecy there...the next three pages were an account

of his visit to the Oxfordshire Monastery...but the prophecy resumed after that.

     "Subversion begins, the light fades to black

      Doomsday approaches ever near

      During a battle in the building of past and present,

      The Purpose shall all become clear."

     Then, it talked about church duties, and, six pages later, began another

fortune.

     "The fey cannot do it alone

      He must call on six guardians, carved of magical stone."

     Ariel frowned.  It seemed to say that he wouldn't be able to stop

Silhouette alone, but that he would have to call on six gargoyles to do it for

him.  Frowning, he read on.

     "The six guardians are of purpose true,

      Four from an island of glass and stone,

      One from the forests afar in the west,

      One from the mystical island alone.

      The island's champions, displaced in time,

        The island itself, with a statue celebrating compassion,

      Found in the battle where Pupose is explained,

      The fey will know them, in their cooperative fashion.

      One is the protector, because of his need,

      To see his friends safely along the quest.

      Grant him therefore, the power to guard them

      During battle, and journey, and all of the rest.

      Another, the traveller, named so because,

      He wishes to wander, to save the world he does know.

      Grant him, therefore, the power of traversing,

      To take the company wherever they need to go.

      The next is the truthfinder, because she must be free,

      To save the others, tween image and reality she must choose.

      Grant her, therefore, the power of true seeing,

      To find her way through shadow's dark ruse.

      The next is the leader, the binding force,

      He must find his way home from darkness to light.

      Grant him, therefore, the power of reason,

      To lead his companions to do what is right.

      Two others are included in the company true,

      A journey must be led to bring them to truth.    

      One in the west, disenchanted with her life there,

      One from the island she was raised on from youth.

      The one from the isle, the illusionist fair,

      Needed to shield the others from what would harm them.

      Grant her, therefore, the power to make others see,

      What they would, and not what would possibly destroy them.

      The last from the west, the ringbearer final,

      Needed to restore the balance of dark and light.

      Grant her, therefore, the power of the ring,

      Needed to cast away endless night."

     Ariel wanted to fall asleep.  The passages were so confusing.  It was

detailing who the six gargoyles were, but he couldn't see how that could help. 

All he could gather was that four of them were in New York City, that one was on

a magical island, and one was somewhere in the west.  And they had special

powers to help them along.  Big help.

     He took out a notepad, and made six columns.  Under the first four, he

wrote New York City, and question marks under the others.  Then, he wrote

Protector, Traveller, Truthfinder, and Leader.  Under the other two, he wrote

Illusionist and Ringbearer.

     Then, something clicked in.

     Above illusionist, he wrote Avalon.  There was only one mystical

island...Avalon.  One of the gargoyles lived on Avalon.  He also knew it had to

be a girl, so that narrowed it down to 15 possibilities.  Or somewhere around

that number.

     He put the notepad away, and flipped through again.

     There was a passage all about the gargoyle he hadn't determined the

whereabouts of yet.

     "The seeker, once within sight of the guardians,

      Will be able to see if they are the true ones.

      This feeling will come upon him three times,

      And will be unmistakeable once it comes.

      Three ringing sounds, echoing through the night.

      Once in New Amsterdam, at the battle of the Purpose,

      Once on the west shore of the realm of the Raven,

      And once on Avalon, when confronted with surplus."

     New Amsterdam was New York, and it expressly said Avalon.  And Raven...he

was a Child of Oberon anyway, and Ariel knew he'd lived in Canada during his

millenium.  And the westernmost province was British Columbia, wasn't it?

     Therefore, the sixth gargoyle would be found in British Columbia.

     This was getting easier.  And he would even have a signal when he saw them. 

Perfect.

     In considerably better spirits, he turned the page.

     "Know this, ye seeker, what the guardians must do,

      If the world they are to save, and over evil prevail.

      They must find the six pieces of the ring,

      Scattered throughout the land to entail.

      One on the island of darkness and pain,

      One in the city of losses and gain.

      One on the Rock, in the Eastern Sea,

       One in the Olympian south city to see.

      One in the West, on a tower to space,

      One in the city of darkness to face.

      The shadow demon's magic herself cannot harm them,

      Until the ring is whole once more.

      Then, a battle to the end must be made,

      Where a sacrifice offered must last evermore.

      But most important of all, know this..."

     And then, there was a page missing.

     Frowning, Ariel turned through the book, but he couldn't find it.  A

passage was missing from the prophecy.

     What a kick in the teeth, he thought.  Most important of all, know

this...end of story.

     Frantically, he flipped through the book again, looked in the binding,

searched the table around him.  The page hadn't fallen to the floor.

     Rubbing his eyes, he sank back to the chair.  What a load of bull...

     He didn't finish the thought.  There was no point lamenting about what

couldn't be changed.  He'd just simply have to try to piece together what was

missing from the prophecies he had.  With a bored sigh, he turned back to the

beginning of the book, and started to read the prophecy over again.

     It was at about this point that Ariel realized that he knew practically

nothing about what had to be done.

     He sighed.  He hated working through prophecies.  All he could gather from

the whole thing was that he had to find six gargoyles, send them off on a merry

quest to recover six pieces of the ring which bound Silhouette, and have them

battle, possibly to the death, with the demon.

     He groaned.  He barely understood any of it.

     Then, the answer came to him in a flash of insight.

     Couldn't he use his powers, as a Child of Oberon, to find the hidden

meaning of the prophecies?

     He grinned.  Splendid!  Capital idea!

     But he couldn't do it here.  He had to find somewhere else to do it.  The

library was crowded today, and suddenly shapeshifting into a Child of Oberon

might draw a little bit of attention.

     So, where could he go?

     Blinking, he realized.  Perhaps it was time to visit an old friend.

********************************************************************************

********************************

The Eyrie Building

(5 Hours Ago)

     Owen Burnett sighed, and took a sip of coffee.

     The expenditure reports had to be in in 4 hours, and he was woefully

behind.  Human concerns, but concerns which affected him nonetheless.

     He punched some figures into the calculator, and wrote the answer down on

the ledger.  As he did so, there was a brilliant flash of light, and a figure

which looked remarkably like he did, except for the white hair materialized.

     Sighing, Owen took off his glasses.  "Yes?"  he replied, utterly unfazed.

     "You take all the fun out of it, Puck."  Ariel sighed, and he metamorphosed

into his usual, Child of Oberon form.

     "Ariel.  How pleasant to see you."  Owen greeted, flatly.

     "It's nice to see you too.  Listen; I need to stay here for a while.  I

have to use a rather powerful spell, and I'd rather do it in a secluded place."

     Owen raised an eyebrow.  "Fine.  But why can you not cast the spell on

Avalon?"

     Ariel scowled.  "Silhouette's back."

     Owen shrugged.  "So?  You'll get in another fight with her.  That's no

reason to not return to Avalon.  Which reminds me...I though that the Children

were not permitted to leave after the Gathering.  Why are you here?"

     "You need to be clued in on a few things, Puck."  Ariel sighed. 

"Silhouette is practically omnipotent.  I don't know how, but she'd subverted

everyone on Avalon, except for me and a few gargoyles and humans.  Even Oberon

and Titania.  She controls everything there.  If I were to dare show my face

there, she'd subvert me in a second.  I'm only here because I escaped.  But

that's not all.  She's subverting the human world as well, and I have to stop

her.  This book shows me how, but it's so much gibberish.  I have to see through

this prophecy."

     "Hmm.  That's a very draining spell.  I can understand why doing it in

public would present a few problems."  Owen rubbed his chin.

     "Your nonchalantness amazes me, Puck."

     "Thank you.  In this line of work, it is an asset, I assure you."  Owen

retorted.

     He sat down.  "Cast your spell, Ariel.  I'll do my work elsewhere.  Please

excuse me."  Gathering his papers, he left the office, leaving Ariel alone.

     With a wave, the door closed.  Ariel opened the book, and began to get to

work.

     The spell to see through a prophecy was a very complicated one.  First, he

would have to see through to it's meaning.  All the images involved would come

through at once, and then sort themselves out into a meaningful form.  It was

very draining, and after it was done, he would need some rest.

     Sighing, he took a look at the volume, and brushed his hands together. 

With an impish grin, he cracked his knuckles, and flipped through the pages.

     Finally, he was ready.

     "Message in this ancient tome/Thy meaning I cannot discern alone/So I bid

thee, without haste or fear/Make thy meaning crystal clear!" he chanted.  In

response, a whirling green light erupted from the book and flowed into Ariel,

drowning him.  And amidst it all, the meaning became clear.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     He saw the banishment of Silhouette once more, saw her return to the world,

and what she had done to Avalon.  Then, he saw what she was doing now.  An image

flowed past, of people walking down a busy city street, while one or two spread

the shadow sickness amongst everyone.  Soon, everyone in the street was

subverted, and then the city itself began to change. A black mist flowed all

throughout it, pervading and sickening everything it touched.  Plants withered

away as it touched them.  Life came to a standstill.  Gone were the hustle and

bustle of city life.  The blue sky and bright sun above were gone.  Instead,

there was the mist, and above it, an angry red sky, and a pale white sun.  The

people were all subverted.  Everyone was walking around the streets, lashing out

at each other, the hate churning off of them in waves.

     The scene changed, and he saw the Western Hemisphere of the Earth.  Angry

black clouds hovered over isolated pockets all across it, but New York City was

enveloped in the shadow curtain.  And as he watched, the clouds spread all over

the world, until the entire planet was cloaked in shadow. 

     I'm watching what's going to happen, Ariel thought.  I'm seeing the future.

     Then, the scene changed again.  He saw New York City, normal, as it should

be.  Suddenly, he saw a castle, and four statues.  Gargoyles.

     They came to life, and he realized he was seeing four of the six he needed

to call.  One was plump, a turquoise color, and he came to life with a fearsome

roar, warning those who might threaten his family and friends and home what was

in store for them.  Another was a very attractive female, lavender, with dark

hair.  Still another was a brownish shade, short, and bald.  And the final one

was crimson, with a beak, and a shock of white hair, and the others all seemed

to follow his advice.

     The Protector, the Truthfinder, the Traveller and the Leader.  That's who

they are.  They live in a castle.  Remember them!  Ariel ordered himself.

     The scene shifted.  Now, he was seeing a forest, where several gargoyles

were sitting around a campfire, generally having a good time.  One of them was a

young female who looked a lot like the female in New York, except she was a

vibrant teal color.  She had jet black hair, and wore a jacket and loose fitting

blue jeans...a contrast to the loincloths that most gargoyles Ariel had ever

encountered before wore.  As she spoke, he heard one word..."Clayoquot."

     She's the Ringbearer.  Ariel thought.

     Again the backdrop changed...to Avalon.  Several gargoyles were there as

well.  The scene seemed to focus on one particular green gargoyle, who appeared

to have an unusual horn plate growing out of her head.  She was rather beautiful

as well.

     I know her.  She's one of the gargoyles who guards Avalon...Ophelia is her

name.  Ophelia.  She's the Illusionist.

     Then, all of this was upstaged by one image, a silver ring, which broke

into six pieces.  As Ariel watched, each piece was taken by a hand... each of

the six gargoyles took a piece, and joined them together.  As they did so,

shadows poured out of the ring, and a battle began.

     One more image...himself, alone in a dark, subverted castle.  He picked up

a page out of a book, and vanished.  Nearby, he saw a shadowy shape of a female

gargoyle, unlike any of the ones he'd seen before.

     Then, the images began to jumble together, and Ariel watched them all.  As

he did so, he understood exactly what he had to do.

     Exactly.

********************************************************************************

********************************

45 Minutes From Now

     Ariel came out of the trance, with his purpose clear in mind.  He knew what

he had to do, and he knew where to find all six of the gargoyles.  In fact, four

of them roosted on this very building.  The coincidence of that was not lost on

Ariel. 

     But, anyway, he supposed he should go and explain to those four what was

expected of them. 

     He glanced at the clock on the wall, and blanched.  It was almost 8:30 at

night!  He'd been out for six hours!

     Amazed, he vanished and rematerialized at the top of the building, on

Castle Wyvern.

     Which, surprisingly, had since become a battle zone.

     Then, three distict ringing sounds echoed through his mind.  That means

I've found them, he thought.  Four of the gargoyles are here.

     Silhouette and about twenty of her subverted followers were there, standing

perfectly still.  On the other side of the courtyard were the gargoyles.  His

four were there, the ones he needed, as well as a huge lavender one, an aging,

brown one, and a bluish gargoyle dog.

     One of them was dead.

     It was the red one, the Leader.  His normally brick red cheeks were showing

an interesting shade of asphyxiated blue.  Apparently he'd been suffocated, no

doubt by Silhouette and her shadow tricks.

     The Truthfinder was cradling the Leader's head in her lap, apparently in a

deep state of shock.  The Traveller was trying to find a pulse in vain, and the

Protector was staring at the scene in silent rage.  The other two gargoyles were

doing the same.

     There were several humans there as well.  A young woman, crying openly, a

man with dark hair and a ponytail, who was looking very angry and intensely sad

at the same time, and another man, with red hair, who was unconscious.

     Puck was there as well, staring at Silhouette incredulously.  Silhouette

looked annoyingly unrepentant.

     Suddenly, the lavender gargoyle...the larger one...looked to Silhouette.

     "YOU MURDERER!!!"  he screamed, his voice choked with emotion.

     Silhouette laughed.  The gargoyle charged her, and the two began to fight. 

The subverted jumped in, and wrestled him off of the demon.

     Quickly, Ariel thought of something in the prophecy.

     And then, an idea came to him. 

     Instantly, he teleported to the courtyard.

     "STOP!!!!!!!!!!"  he screamed.

     Everyone stopped, and looked at him.

********************************************************************************

********************************************************************************

********************************************************************************
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****************

Chapter Four

          The Battle

Mt. Morris Park

(Now)

     Hudson sighed.  "We should be heading back for the castle soon."  he

called.

     Brooklyn looked back.  "We've got another 45 minutes.  Plenty of time to

get back to the Upper East Side.  Besides, we should try to meet up with

Goliath."

     Hudson nodded.  "He may not be done with Elisa yet."

     Brooklyn smirked.

     Hudson frowned.  "Oh, you know what I mean."

     The younger gargoyle chuckled. 

     The two were about to leave when they saw a distinctive gargoyle shape fly

overhead.  They looked to each other, and nodded.  Brooklyn jumped up to a low

hanging tree branch, and took off from there, while Hudson climbed precariously

onto an iron gate fence and jumped.  He almost didn't catch an updraft, but

managed to keep airborne.

     As the two caught up with the gargoyle, they saw it was Goliath.  He wasn't

interested in waiting for them though...he was hurtling northward at a breakneck

speed.

     "Wait up!"  Brooklyn called.  Goliath looked back, and beckoned for

Brooklyn to speed up.  Brooklyn griped about it for a second, but accelerated. 

Hudson complied as well, looking curious as to the rush.

     "Where's the fire?"  Brooklyn asked.

     "Yankee Stadium."  Goliath replied.  "There were reports of gargoyles

there, and Matt was forced to send out the strike team.  It may be Broadway,

Lexington and Angela.  We have to warn them to get out of there."  Goliath

replied urgently.

     "Let's not waste time then.  How far are we from the stadium?"  Hudson

asked.

     "It's just down there, across the East River."  Brooklyn pointed out.

     The three dove down, hoping that they wouldn't be too late.

********************************************************************************

********************************

Yankee Stadium

     "Scatter!"  Lexington shouted as a group of the creatures attacked.  The

three ran in different directions, confusing the things, but the effect was

momentary.  Soon, the attackers had split into three groups, 2 against 1.

     "This strategy isn't working!"  Angela called.

     "We can't organize anything else!  They're too fast!"  Broadway returned,

hitting one of the things.

     Almost in response, the creatures made a circle around the three gargoyles,

and began to close in. 

     "This'll take coordination."  Broadway warned.

     Understanding, Lexington and Angela nodded.  The three took a deep breath,

and plowed their way through the shadows.  They made it through, and turned to

confront them again.

     "Why won't they stay down?"  Lexington asked in annoyance.

     "It's incredible!  No matter what we do, they keep coming on for more!" 

Broadway gaped.

     Suddenly, they heard a call from above.  They turned, and saw three

gargoyle shapes heading for them.

     "It's the others!"  Angela pointed.

     "Now we can even out these numbers."  Lexington smiled.

     But instead of helping, the others swooped overhead, just so the three

could hear them.

     "We've got to get out of here!"  Brooklyn shouted from above, cupping his

hands.

     "The strike force is coming!" Hudson added.

     Wordlessly, the three grounded gargoyles looked at each other.  They ran

for the outside wall of the stadium, and used their claws to climb up to the

first ledge.  They soared off, gaining enough altitude to join Brooklyn, Goliath

and Hudson.

     "Father, those creatures!"  Angela exclaimed.

     "They were unstoppable!"  Lexington added.

     "We don't have time for that now.  Here comes the strike force."  Goliath

hissed.  He pointed at the stream of police cars driving up the Major Deegan

Expressway.  "They're almost here."

     The gargoyles turned eastward, away from the stadium.  As the gargoyle task

force's sirens grew louder, the shadow creatures scattered.

     The first cars drove up acouple of minutes later.  Matt Bluestone and John

Morgan stepped out, and looked around.

     "Nothing here."  Bluestone sighed.  He looked to Morgan (who knew all about

the gargoyles, too) and mouthed 'Thank God'.

     Morgan turned around.  "Matt, there's a woman over there.  I think she's

unconscious."

     More cars pulled up.  Matt and John ran to the woman, and examined her.

     "Regular pulse, normal breathing.  Not a mark on her.  She looks like she's

in shock."

John reported.

     "Get her feet up.  I'll get a blanket.  We'll take her back with us."  Matt

sighed.  He looked up to the sky.  You guys are lucky, he thought.  One of these

days, I won't be able to get you a warning.

     "Let's go." Matt waved.  John picked up the woman, and brought her gently

to the car.

     Matt picked up the radio.  "False alarm, guys.  Back to unit."

********************************************************************************

********************************

     The subverted were hiding in the bushes near the stadium when she arrived.

     "Where are they?"  Silhouette asked.

     The shadows looked at each other.  "They escaped, my lady."

     Silhouette scowled.  Creatures immune to subversion...this could be

serious.

     "Do you know where they were heading?"  she asked. The shadows shook their

heads.

     "Mmm.  I can see that you're useless, as well as monumentally stupid. 

Well, I guess I'll have to do this."  she said, more to herself than to the

shadows.

     Sighing, she sent out a mental message to all the subverted, everywhere in

the Tristate Area.  [WHERE ARE THE GARGOYLES?]  she projected.

     The message echoed through all the subverted's minds.  That meant almost

2500 people.

     And one person answered.

     Fox Xanatos stood at her window.  She was contemplating throwing her

wedding ring out the window just for the hell of it, when she heard the message. 

For a brief instant, the old Fox, the real one wanted to scream "Don't tell

her!", but it was to no avail.  The shadow Fox returned the message.

     [I DON'T KNOW WHERE THEY ARE NOW, BUT THEY'LL RETURN TO THE EYRIE BUILDING

EVENTUALLY.]  she projected back.  She sighed and stepped away from the window.

     Silhouette, recieving the message, smiled.  "Does anyone want to tell me

where the Eyrie Building is?"

********************************************************************************

********************************

Temporary 23rd Precinct House

     Matt Bluestone shut his office door, and nearly collapsed.

     No sooner had he taken his coat off when Elisa burst in the door, looking

concerned.

     She shut the door and turned to him.

     "Did Goliath get there in time?"  she asked.

     Matt sighed.  "I guess so.  There was noone there when we got there, except

for some woman who fainted.  We sent her home, but she told us that there was a

group of seven strange people with black eyes trying to kill her, when a small

little gargoyle came and starting beating them up.  The gargoyle was trying to

save her, she said.  The night watchman in the stadium got the dispatch wrong."

     Elisa breathed a sigh of relief.  "That's good then."

     Suddenly, she perked up.  "Strange people with black eyes?"

     "Yeah.  She was pretty hysterical."

     "That's odd.  Remeber the bag lady who came in here yesterday complaining

that the black eyed people were harassing her?"

     "Yeah..."  Matt pondered, drawing a connection.  "And the other day, that

domestic assault case, where the husband had coal black eyes.  The wife said

that he'd used to have azure blue eyes, but they turned black a couple of hours

ago.  And that as soon as they did, he got violent."

     "Something odd is going on.  And if the gargoyles know anything about

it..."  Elisa began.

     "We should talk to them.  Where would they be though?"

     "I think they might have gone back to the castle."  Elisa offered.

     "It's a start."  Matt agreed.  He put his coat on.  "Do you want a lift?"

********************************************************************************

********************************

The Eyrie Building

     "And they had the oddest black eyes."  Lexington explained, shuddering.

     "What was really wierd, though, was when they stared at us.  Little beams

of darkness spread from their eyes and came into us."  Angela added.

     "It felt like they were trying to get into our heads."  Broadway exclaimed. 

"Like they wanted to become part of us."

     "They had a news report about that last night on the television."  Hudson

mused.  "Something about a strange disease in Richmond that turned people's eyes

black and made them vicious."

     "That was it, then.  We came in contact with some carriers of this disease,

and they tried to spread it to us.  But they failed, because we didn't get

infected."  Lexington snapped his talons.

     "Yet."  Brooklyn pointed out.  "For all we know, it could be dormant in

your system, but you just haven't got symptoms yet."

     "We don't have it."  Angela frowned, defensively.

     "Perhaps not.  But I think we should err on the side of caution, just to

make sure." Goliath decided.  "We'll keep an eye on you three.  At the first

sign of trouble, we'll intervene."

     The three grumbled a bit at this, but agreed.

     "Well."  Goliath crossed his arms.  "Perhaps we should resume nightly

patrols, after all.  The evil seems to have been at work during our...hiatus."

     "While the cat's away, the mouse will play."  Broadway nodded.

     "We should be careful, though.  We don't want to have to make escape from

the task force a nightly occurance."  Brooklyn sighed.

     "Agreed.  We'll have to keep out of sight except in emergencies."  Hudson

pointed out.

     "Good point.  I think we should go out on patrol once more tonight.  For a

longer period of time.  In two hours, we'll go.  In the meantime,"  Goliath

smiled.  "Take a break.  You've earned it."

     The gargoyles nodded, and walked off.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     Fox stood watching all of this from a spot in the shadows.  In a few

seconds, Silhouette and seven of the shadows appeared behind her.

     "Excellent, my child."  Silhouette smiled patronizingly as Fox pointed out

the gargoyles.  "You've done well."

     She turned to the shadows behind her.  "You remain here.  Keep an eye on

them.  Don't let them out of your sight.  And you,"  she said, turning back to

Fox.  "how many of the converted work in this building?"

     "About twenty."  Fox replied.

     "Good.  I shall call them, and we'll subvert the gargoyles together.  We

can't have resistance around."

     She projected a thought at all of the subverted in the Eyrie Building,

telling them to come to the castle.  In a second, twenty shadowy forms billowed

up into the night air, and solidified into people.

     Sil explained the situation, and told them of what they were going to do. 

The subverted all nodded.

     "Good.  Let's hop to it, then."

********************************************************************************

********************************

     Goliath sat on the parapet, looking into the night, and sighed.  Life was

so complicated nowadays.

     What I wouldn't give to be back in my own time, just for a little while, he

thought.  Not to stay, of course...he loved this time too, but sometimes got

sick of all the hassles it contained.

     "Excuse me."  came a voice from behind him.

     Goliath turned around.  Almost thirty people stood there.  Fox Xanatos was

among them.

     And they all had black eyes.

     "Who..."  he began, and then he was blasted with a shadow bolt.

     With a cry, he tumbled off the parapet, and smashed into the courtyard

below.  Groggily. he got up, and saw shadows before him waver and become the

people from the top of the tower.

     "Allow me to introduce myself.  My name is Silhouette, and these are my

Servants of Twilight."  the leader of them proclaimed.  "And you, my friend, are

dead."

     Silhouette blasted a shadow at him again, hitting him squarely in the

chest.  He cried out, and the other gargoyles ran out from inside the castle.

     "It's those things from the stadium!"  Broadway cried.

     "And the're attacking Goliath!"  Hudson exclaimed, drawing his sword.  "He

doesn't have a chance against so many.  We've got to help him."

     With a battle cry, all of the gargoyles' eyes lit up, and they rushed into

the battle.  But it was still not even close to fair, with at least four against

one.

     Brooklyn and Angela rushed to help Goliath up.  He roared, and punched

Silhouette.  His fist went right through her.

     "Temper."  Silhouette replied darkly. 

     Suddenly, all of the shadows began to melt together into a spiral. 

Whirling faster and faster, they encircled the gargoyles, firing blast after

blast at them. 

     The battle was not going well.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     Elisa and Matt pulled up to the building, talking excitedly over what was

going on.  Matt had been monitorng police reports on the radio, and, over the 10

minute drive to the Eyrie Building, 5 calls had been fielded concerning

black-eyed people.  One domestic assault, one armed robbery, two muggings, and

one traffic violation.

     "This is wierd, Matt.  What is going on?"  Elisa asked, turning off the

radio.

     "I have no idea.  Let's just hope your friends are a little more informed." 

Matt sighed, unbuckling his seat belt.  He opened the door and got out.  Elisa

did the same, fishing her pass card out of her pocket.

     The two walked into the lobby.  At the front desk, the security guard

halted them.

     "Good evening, folks.  What can I do for you?"  he asked.  Elisa flashed

the card.  Seeing it, the guard waved them on cheerfully.

     "Charming."  Matt whispered as they entered the elevator.

     They stopped at the very top, in what was once the Princess Katherine's

chambers.  As the door opened, they came face to face with Owen Burnett.

     "Good evening, detectives."  Owen greeted.  Elisa and Matt nodded.

     "Is Xanatos expecting us, or something?"  Elisa queried.

     "No.  I just got out of the other elevator."  Owen replied.  "I'm on my way

to the nursery to tend to Alexander."

     "Aha.  Well, we're here to talk to the guys anyway, so...it was nice

talking to you."  Elisa smirked.

     Owen allowed a small smile in reply.  "Indeed.  It was a pleasure talking

with you.  Excuse me."

     He turned, and walked away, in the direction of the nursery.  Matt started

walking in a wooden pace, doing an exaggerated imitation of Owen.

     Elisa laughed.  "You're nuts."

     "Indeed."

********************************************************************************

********************************

     As Owen opened the door to the nursery, Xanatos came out.

     "Don't bother, Owen.  He's asleep."  David whispered, pointing to the baby.

     "Yes.  Well, then, I shall resume my other duties.  Good evening, sir." 

Owen reported.  Suddenly, David clasped his hand on Owen's shoulder.

     "Owen...have you seen Fox around?"

     "She was headed for the roof of the castle 10 minutes ago.  I would assume

she's still there."

     David looked away, as if wondering how to word what he was going to say. 

"Owen...do you find she's been acting peculiar over the last couple of hours?"

     Owen thought for a second.  "Yes, I do.  She seemed incredibly preoccupied,

much more driven than usual."

     "That's not all.  A little while ago, she blew up at Alex.  I thought she

was going to hit him."

     "Do you think we should investigate?"  Owen asked.

     Xanatos smiled.  "I was about to suggest the same thing."

     As they reached the stairwell to the tower, they ran into Elisa and Matt.

     "Good evening, Detective Maza, Detective Bluestone.  How are you?"

     "Wha...are you two following us around, or something?"  Matt asked.

     "Actually, we're going up to look for Fox.  She's been acting strangely

lately, and we want to find out why."  Xanatos explained.

     "What's wrong with her?"  Elisa asked.

     "She's experienced behavioral changes."  Owen elaborated.

     Suddenly, something clicked in in Elisa's mind.

     "Did either of you notice if her eyes have changed color?"  she asked.

     "Yes.  They should be brown, but the've darkened to black.  Is that

important?"  Xanatos asked, suddenly concerned.

     Elisa broke into a sprint, dashing up the stairs.  As she did so, she

pulled out her gun.

     "WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU DOING?"  Xanatos yelled, seeing the gun.  He dashed

up after her.

     Owen and Matt glanced at each other, and followed.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     The shadows whirled faster, and faster.  As the shadow bolts struck

gargoyle after gargoyle, they roared in pain and anger.  Suddenly, Goliath burst

through the twister, roaring.  Screeches of pain came from the shadows.  Seeing

the result, the others followed suit.  The shadows recorperated into their

vaguely human forms.

     At that moment, Elisa, Xanatos, Owen and Matt ran out, into the danger

zone.

     Silhouette noticed the intrusion first.  "Servants!" she yelled.

     All the combatants looked to the door.

     "Oh no...not now..." Brooklyn gulped.

     "Elisa!  Get back!  They're dangerous!"  Goliath screamed, urging her to

get out of danger.

     David blinked as he saw Fox in the group of shadows.  "FOX?"  he

questioned, running to her.

     In response, Fox blasted him.

     David was knocked backwards, nearly cracking his head into the wall.  He

got up, and looked incredulously at his wife.  Fox looked at him, as if to say

"So what?", and smiled.

     Elisa pointed her gun at her.  "What's going on here?"

     Silhouette frowned.  "Subvert them."

     "NO!"  Broadway shouted.  He tackled Silhouette, knocking her down.. She

screamed, and kicked him off of her.

     "Nevermind the humans.  Subvert him!"  she screeched, pointing at Broadway. 

She stared at Broadway, and a line of darkness emerged from her eyes.  It snaked

towards Broadway's unprotected face, and plunged into his eyes.

     Broadway's eyes tentatively darkened, but they brightened to white before

it could complete.

     "What?  Why can you not be subverted!"  she screamed.  She blasted a bolt

of shadow right at his chest.

     "Oh!"  Broadway cried as it hit squarely.  Silhouette waved, and Broadway

was picked up and thrown into the wall.  Blast after blast hit into him,

muffling his cries of pain.

     "Get away from him!"  Angela shouted, tackling her.  The shadow things

rushed to get her off of Sil, but Elisa fired a bullet directly into their

midst.  Shocked, they were driven back.

     "Are you crazy?  Fox is in there!"  Xanatos yelled, getting up.  He moved

to grab the gun.

     "That thing isn't your wife anymore!"  Matt yelled.  "Can't you see that?" 

he restrained him, as Xanatos struggled.

     "I've seen enough."  Owen smiled.  Suddenly, there was a flash of light,

and Owen was gone.

     In his place stood Puck.

     "A battle like this must be placing the baby in danger."  Puck smirked. 

"Far be it from me to shirk my duty as protector." 

     He fired a ray of light at Silhouette.  She screamed, and fired a shadow

back.  Puck was thrown backwards, dazed.

     "Some help he was."  Lexington remarked dryly.

     The gargoyles took the distraction to grab Angela and Broadway, and move in

front of the humans.

     "I grow weary of this.  I want to know why you gargoyles cannot be

subverted.  Tell me!  What protects you!"  Silhouette screamed darkly.

     They all hesitated.  What was she talking about?

     "Tell me, or so help me, I'll kill you all where you stand!"  Silhouette

yelled, her rage overpowering her.

     Brooklyn thought for a second.  Perhaps, a bluff might work...and they

might convince this person to leave them alone.

     Brooklyn stepped forward.  "Magic."  he bluffed.

     Silhouette stopped.  "What magic?"

     Brooklyn gulped.  He whispered a silent prayer that his bluff would work. 

He looked back.  Everyone was staring at him, their expressions saying "Go for

it."

     He sighed.  "I was hoping it would stay secret, but magic protects all of

us.  We cast a spell that protects us from evil magic.  You can't subvert us. 

No matter how hard you try, you can't.  You saw what happened to Broadway."

     Silhouette seemed to calm down.  "I suppose.  From what I've seen, you

cannot be subverted.  So, I must accept that."

     Brooklyn suddenly felt a premonition of danger.  Something's not right...he

thought.

     Silhouette sighed.  "So, I'll have to kill you instead."

     As her words, a beam of shadow spread out from her, and wrapped around

Brooklyn's neck.  He gasped, and then panicked as it tightened.

     "No!"  Lexington cried.  Bronx began to growl in fear.  The gargoyles

rushed to his aid, but the shadow people blasted them, and held them back.  They

were helpless to save Brooklyn.

     Silhouette tightened.  Brooklyn gasped, desparately trying to find enough

air, but couldn't.  He sank to his knees.

     "Help..." he hissed.  The shadow tightened.  The last traces of air slipped

from reach, and the only thing Brooklyn could see was Silhouette's

face...becoming the face of death itself, patiently waiting for Brooklyn to slip

into the dark.  Brooklyn was suddenly paralyzed with fear.

     Matt pulled his gun, and aimed at Silhouette.  Fox blasted him, and he flew

backwards into the wall.  His head hit the stone, and he was knocked out.

     Brooklyn suddenly saw a bright light.  His eyes widened.  He knew what was

happening.

     That's the light, he thought.  The light that gargoyles see when they die. 

I'm going to die.

     Silhouette tightened again.  Brooklyn felt himself slipping away.

     The light brightened.  He could hear everyone screaming his name, but from

afar, as if through a stone wall. 

     And then, a feeling of peace came over him.

     The light grew in intensity, and the pressure lifted off of his throat.  He

could see nothing but ethereal whiteness. 

     One final time, he could hear everyone shout at him, and then they were

silent.  Brooklyn wanted to shout back at them that he was all right, not to

worry, he'd be OK.  But somehow, he couldn't hear himself say it.

     An image brightened, and he suddenly saw the castle.  As it was in

Scotland, in 994.  Instinctively, Brooklyn knew that there were no such things

as Vikings there, that the humans and the gargoyles were all really great

friends, and that everyone was going to be so glad to see him.  The prodigal son

returned.

     Broadway, Lexington and Hudson came, and helped him up.  They walked with

him for a while, welcoming him home, saying that they were going to have a

banquet in his honor, just for returning.  Goliath was there too, and Bronx, and

they were urging him on, calling him home.

     Home.  Yes, that's it.  I'm finally going home. Brooklyn thought.

     Then, he slipped away, and was gone.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     Silhouette released him.

     Brooklyn crumpled to the ground, limply.  His cheeks were blue.  The

gargoyles, Elisa, Xanatos and Puck all ran to him.  Lexington touched his neck,

feeling for a pulse.  There wasn't one.  He began CPR.

     15 compressions and 2 breaths...15 compressions and 2 breaths...15

compressions and 2 breaths...15 compressions and 2 breaths...

     No pulse.

     "Damnit, don't die on us, Brooklyn!"  Lexington cried, the tears welling

up.

     Angela knelt down, and cradled his head.  "Brooklyn..." she whispered.

     Silhouette stepped back, and crossed her arms.  How entertaining.

     Goliath, Hudson, and Broadway stood back, in shock.  Bronx padded up to

Brooklyn's body, and pushed at his arm with his snout.  The arm fell back,

weakly.

     Elisa began to cry.  "Lex, he's all right...isn't he?"  she asked, refusing

to believe.

     "Come on, damnit!"  Lexington yelled.   He gave another round of CPR, again

in vain.

     Xanatos knelt down.  "Lexington...I think he's gone."  he said softly,

feeling like crying himself.  Even Puck looked incredibly sad.

     Lexington looked up, crying openly.  "I...I can't do anything.  He's..."

     Goliath tightened his fists.  "Brooklyn...you died trying to saveus...you died..."  he sobbed.

     Then he turned to Silhouette.

     "YOU MURDERER!" he shouted, his voice cracking.  He rushed Silhouette, and

knocked her over.  The shadows jumped in, and dragged Goliath off.

     "You wish to join him, do you?"  Silhouette hissed, getting up.

     Then, there was a flash of light.

     "STOP!!!" somebody yelled.

     Everybody turned.  A Child of Oberon stood there.

     "Ariel?"  Puck asked.    

     "Against the rules, Sil."  Ariel chided, wagging a finger at her.  "I

thought you would have known that."

********************************************************************************
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Chapter Five

          The Prophecy

     "Against the rules?  What are you babbling about now, Ariel?"  Silhouette

sighed.

     "It's in the prophecy, Sil. 'The shadow demon's magic herself cannot harm

them, until the ring is whole once more.'  Pity.  If the ring wasn't broken, or

if you'd done it with your hands, it might be able to stand.  But, as it is

now..." Ariel said, patronizing, not knowing for sure whether she had used magic

or not to kill the gargoyle.  He hoped she did, otherwise, nothing could be

done.

     "WHAT?"

     "All right, let's put this another way.  Did you use magic to kill him?" 

Ariel asked, pointing at the gargoyle's still form.

     "Yes.  What about it?"

     "There you go.  'The shadow demon's magic'...Sil, next time, remember to

check the prophecies."

     "Prophecies...Ariel, my patience is wearing thin.  If you do not explain

what you're talking about, I'll kill you.  Just like that beast there." 

Silhouette growled.

     "I'll show you beast, you..." Hudson yelled, grief stricken, but the others

held him back.

     "I think he's trying to help us."  Angela claimed.

     "Right you are, Truthfinder.  But first...we have to make darkness see." 

Ariel nodded.  He made a gesture, and a beam of green light spread from his

fingertips into Silhouette.  The shadow creatures stiffened, and prepared to

defend her, but Silhouette made a waving motion, beckoning them back.

     After a couple of minutes, she frowned.  "Prophecies.  Ariel, you're basing

all this on a 900 year old madman's ravings."

     "If there wasn't a prophecy in it, the spell I cast to make me understand

wouldn't work.  Really now, you're just grasping at straws because you've lost."

     Silhouette sighed.  "True.  But, you know it won't make any difference.  If

they find the ring, then their immunity goes, and I can kill them with a

thought."

     "But then they'll have a chance...and even if you do, then you'll be able

to be satisfied in knowing you got your victory fair and square."  Ariel pointed

out.

     Silhouette sighed.  "Fine, Ariel.  I agree to work through the prophecies

confines.  But remember...even prophecies have loopholes."  With that, she and

the shadow creatures dissappeared.  But as she left, one phrase echoed

throughout the night.

     "I'll see you in Avalon, Ariel."  came the sentence, and then a crazed

laugh lofted through the night.

     Ariel turned to the gargoyles, still gathered around Brooklyn's body. 

"Nevermind her.  She may have all of those powers, but she's still the same old

bag of wind.  Puck!  It's nice to see you in a more becoming form!"

     Puck frowned, and pointed to Brooklyn.

     "Oh, Puck, I'm not going to forget him.  Still, I guess the sooner, the

better."

     "What are you going to do?"  Broadway asked, feeling an unreasonable hope

rising in him.

     Ariel rolled his eyes.  "Think, Protector.  I spent five minutes arguing

with Sil about how she wasn't allowed to kill him like this.  What do you do if

something's against the rules?  You make it right.  Step back, please."

     The gargoyles, Elisa and Xanatos stepped back in shocked silence.

     Ariel cleared his throat.

     "Thou wert taken unjustly from this life/But Ariel can mend this without

much strife/I call thee back, from the next world to this/And change all this

rampant sorrow to bliss!" he chanted.

     A beam of gray light blasted from his mouth, and passed through Brooklyn's

lips.

     "What's happening?" Elisa asked.

     "Ssh.  Wait and see."  Ariel chided.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     Brooklyn stepped through the castle gates.  There was a glowing ethereal

light surrounding all the people and gargoyles inside, and, as he watched, a

white nimbus surrounded him as well.  He felt a sense of overwhelming peace and

happiness...but also a feeling of confusion.

     I'm dead.  I must be.  Is this the afterlife?  Brooklyn looked about.  It

seemed pretty conclusive that it was.

     Then suddenly, the light began to fade. 

     Brooklyn looked in confusion.  What was going on?

     There was a rush of wind, and then an echoing voice reverberated all

through the castle. 

     "Thou wert taken unjustly from this life/But Ariel can mend this without

much strife/I call thee back, from the next world to this/And change all the

rampant sorrow to bliss!"  came the voice, and suddenly, Brooklyn was sure that

whoever it was, they were talking to him.

     In reply, he felt a rushing sound, and the light faded.  Then there was

only blackness.

     But Brooklyn knew why.  His eyes were closed.

     Weakly, his eyes fluttered open.  Goliath, Hudson, Lexington, Broadway,

Angela, Elisa, Bronx, Xanatos, Puck, and somebody else were all gathered around

him.

     He tried to say something, but only coughed, and had to take a mouthful of

sweet, sweet air.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     Goliath was the first to notice Brooklyn's eyelids opening.  At first, he

attributed it to a trick of the light, but then Brooklyn coughed, and took in a

huge, gasping breath of air, and there was no doubt.

     "Jalapena!  You're alive!" Goliath yelled, choked with joy.  The other's

eyes widened, and then the yelling began.  Everyone began saying something at

once, most of them crying.  Brooklyn looked confused, but then began to cough

violently, and gasp for air.

     "That's not a good sign."  Hudson noted, concerned. 

     "We should get him inside.  This chilly air can't be doing much for his

lungs."  Broadway suggested.

     Ariel snapped his fingers, and the entire group was suddenly in one of

Xanatos' guest rooms.  Brooklyn was on the bed, coughing up a storm, but

otherwise OK.

     "I was..." Brooklyn wheezed, but then coughed again.

     "Ssh."  Angela silenced him.  "Don't say anything.  You just need a few

minutes to catch your breath, and you should be fine."

     "I can't believe you're alive!"  Lexington exclaimed, beaming.  Broadway,

Hudson, Goliath and Elisa had similar expressions.  Angela looked concerned over

his coughing, but looked genuinely happy that he was back.  Bronx was nuzzling

up against his still cold hand, and even Xanatos looked very pleased and

relieved, yet concerned over something else.  Matt was still unconscious on the

ground, but he looked like he was coming around.

     Brooklyn took a few deep breaths, and coughed some more.  In a few minutes,

though, he was simply breathing a little more shallowly than usual.

     "How are you feeling?"  Goliath asked.

     "I've got an awful headache, my throat hurts, and I can barely talk." 

Brooklyn explained, in little more than a croaking whisper.  "Can I have a drink

of water?"

     Lexington ran to get him one.  He returned, and Brooklyn eagerly took the

glass.

     "I was dead, wasn't I?"  Brooklyn swallowed.  "That demon killed me, and I

was really dead."

     Ariel smiled.  "Yes, you were.  But fortunately for you, Leader, she broke

the rules in doing so."

     "Why are you calling us these names?"  Angela asked.  "You called me

Truthfinder, Broadway Protector, and Brooklyn Leader.  Why is that?"

     "And what's all this talk about 'breaking the rules'?"  Elisa questioned.

     "More importantly, what's happened to Fox?"  Xanatos fretted, upset.

     Ariel waved them aside.  "I'll answer all these questions in time.  But let

me first start by saying that these four,"  he pointed at Brooklyn, Broadway,

Lexington and Angela "are four of the most important people in the entire world

right now."

     The four he'd indicated looked at each other in confusion.  Matt was awake

by now, and Puck went to see if he was all right.  He was, and immediately asked

was going on.  Puck shushed him, pointed to Brooklyn, whispered "he's all right,

just shut up and listen."

     "A long time ago, in the late tenth century as you reckon time, Silhouette

was just a Child of Oberon, who I got in an awful lot of fights with.  As a

result, she was banished for eternity into a place of darkness by Lord Oberon. 

But something happened...I don't know, and it isn't really important...and she

broke free.  She's subverted everyone on Avalon..."

     "Subverted?"  Elisa asked.

     "What's happened to Fox.  THAT's subversion."

     "Oh my God!"  Angela yelled.  Elisa and Goliath had similar expressions of

shock.  Bronx whimpered in fright.

     "I know, Truthfinder."

     "Call me Angela, please.  That name makes me nervous.  But...everyone?  The

Guardian?  The Princess?  Gabriel?  Ophelia?  Are they like those creatures we

fought?"

     Ariel shook his head.  "The first three I don't know about, but I can tell

you that Ophelia is safe from Silhouette's magic, anyway.  She's the same as

you...very important, and subverting or killing her by magical means is as

against the rules as it would be to subvert or kill any of you.  As it WAS to

kill the Leader."

     "Brooklyn."  Brooklyn corrected.

     "Brooklyn.  Whatever.  The point is, Sil controls Avalon.  But she wants

Earth as well.  Silhouette is what happened to Fox.  She has the power to take

control of people's souls, to corrupt them into creatures as dark hearted as she

is.  It's real frightening...but it's also real, and that's the threat.  Not

Silhouette, but rather what will happen if she's left unchecked.  If you don't

stop her, the entire world will become like your wife, Mr. Xanatos."  Ariel

warned darkly.

     "We have to stop her?"  Goliath asked.

     "No.  You don't.  These four do."  Ariel pointed at the younger gargoyles. 

"You four have to save the world."

     Angela, Brooklyn, Broadway and Lexington looked at each other, shocked and

confused.

     "Long ago,"  Ariel began again, "an old man wrote a prophecy which detailed

what has happened already, and what must be done to stop it.  He said that six

gargoyles...four being found in New York City, one on Avalon, and one somwhere

in British Columbia...would be called to stop it.  Each one would have a special

power.  Lexington there was designated as the Traveller, because he would be

given the ability to travel through space, to take the group where they needed

to be.  Broadway was called the Protector, because the responsibility of

protecting the group from the evil of the subverted was his.  Angela was the

Truthfinder, beause she would be able to see through the illusions designed to

keep the group from accomplishing their missions.  And Brooklyn was to be the

Leader, because on him would be the task of leading the group.  The two

others...Ophelia of Avalon being one, and whoever this other one is being the

other...were designated as the Illusionist, beacuse Ophelia would be given the

ability to hide the group from what threatened it, and the other one being the

most important...the Ringbearer.

     "The only way to destroy Silhouette is to rebanish her, and the only way to

do that is to use Oberon's Ring.  It bound her, but when she escaped, it was

shattered into six fragments.  The quest of the six gargoyles would be to travel

in search of the six pieces, join them, and battle Silhouette.  If she were

defeated, she would not be a threat any longer.  If she won, then the world

would be hers.  The six pieces were scattered about, but the Traveller's power

should take you to them. They have to be collected in order, and the only thing

I've been able to gather about their whereabouts is that the first one is on

Avalon."

     "I still don't understand this breaking the rules business."  Elisa asked.

     Ariel rolled his eyes.  "One of the lines in the prophecy is saying

something to the effect of Silhouette's magic not being able to hurt the six. 

But only those six.  If she'd tried to subvert you, or Goliath, or even Puck,

she would have succeeded, because you aren't even mentioned.  Even me...I'm not

immune either, and I don't understand why she didn't try to get me.  But when

she killed Brooklyn, she had two things against her.  She killed him herself,

and she used magic to do it.  If she'd done it by conventional means, there

would have been nothing I could do.  Brooklyn would have been dead for good, and

the prophecy would have failed.  Since the leader would have been killed,

Silhouette would have won by default.  You are extremely lucky, Brooklyn."

     "Yeah."  Brooklyn whispered.  "I'm counting my blessings, all right."

     Ariel ignored this.  "So essentially, what must be done is these four must

come with me.  We have to collect the other two gargoyles, and then you must

find the pieces of the ring.  Then, you have to fight Silhouette, and hope to

God that you win."

     "What if we don't go?"  Broadway asked.

     "Then what happened to Fox will happen to everybody else.  But since the

ring won't be complete, the six of you will not be able to be subverted, and you

will be the only ones left in the entire world.  I don't think that's a good

option."  Ariel shivered.

     "To put it mildly."  Lexington added, picturing himself and the others

alone in a world full of people like what Fox had become.

     "Can the people already subverted be saved?"  Xanatos asked, worried about

Fox.

     "I would assume that once Silhouette was defeated, then the people who have

been taken would be restored.  But we don't really have a lot of time for these

questions.  The four of you must decide whether you will come or not.  It has to

be unanimous, too.  You all have important roles to play, preordained 900 years

ago."

     Ariel looked to Brooklyn.  "However, your death and return weren't

expected.  You'll need time to recuperate, so I will return tomorrow at sundown. 

By then, you have to decide.  We're losing a whole day, so we'll have to work

fast.  Plus, any time we spend on Avalon, we'll lose 24 times as fast."

     Ariel stepped back.  "I'll leave.  Until sundown."  With that, he vanished

in a flash of light.

     Angela stood up.  "I'm going.  My rookery brothers and sisters are in

danger on Avalon, and I'm not going to leave them to suffer at the hands of

that...demon."  she exclaimed, very emphatic.

     Broadway nodded his head.  "I'm going too.  We've seen what's going to

happen to the world if we don't do anything.  Everybody turned into those

monsters!  I can't be in a world like that."

     Goliath stood up.  "We'll leave you alone to discuss this.  But please

choose wisely.  We almost lost Brooklyn tonight...I don't want to lose all of

you to a crazed, rogue Child of Oberon."

     He, Elisa, Hudson and Xanatos left.  Puck changed back into Owen, and

helped the still groggy Matt Bluestone out of the room.  Bronx, however, refused

to leave.  Lexington smiled, and scratched the dog behind the ears.

     The door closed as the others left.

     "Well, I'm decided.  How about you guys.?"  Broadway smiled nervously.

     "I'm...I'm really not sure."  Lexington waffled.  "I want to go, but I

don't know if it's wise."

     "Of course it's wise.  We'd be helping to save the world."  Angela

reassured.

     "Well, I've made up my mind."  Brooklyn announced.

     "See?  Lex, the three of us are going..."  Broadway began, but Brooklyn cut

him off.

     "I didn't say I was going, I said I made up my mind."  Brooklyn corrected.

     "Brook, what are you saying?"

     Brooklyn cleared his throat.

     "I'm not going."  he stated.
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Chapter Six

          Decisions

     "What do you mean, 'you're not going'?" Angela raised an eyebrow.

     "I'm.  Not.  Going."  Brooklyn repeated, very slowly.

     "Brooklyn, you heard what Ariel said!  If we don't go, then the world will

die!  That's not what you want, is it?"  Broadway asked incredulously.

     "Of course that's not what I want!"  Brooklyn snapped.  "But think about

it...what proof do we have that this will save the world?"

     "Ariel said that..."  Angela began.

     "Ariel said?  What if he's subverted too, and this whole thing is a plot

for Silhouette to get to us a different way because she can't subvert us?  We're

just assuming that this Ariel says he is who he is.  He could be anything...from

one of Silhouette's goons to one of Demona's schemes to one of Xanatos' new

plots.  I don't trust him."

     "Brooklyn, he did bring you back from the dead."  Lexington pointed out.

     "I know.  It's just..." Brooklyn struggled.  "I have a hard time believing

this story.  There's too many 'maybes', and 'what ifs'."

     "So what do you want us to do, then?"  Broadway snapped, impatient.

     "I don't know!   Maybe there's another way to..."

     "For somebody who was just complaining about too many maybe's you're

awfully liberal with them yourself."

     "Just let me say this!  Maybe there's another way to stop her.  Like iron.  

If she's a Child of Oberon, she's got to be vulnerable to iron, right?"

     " I guess, but..."

     "So, what if we used iron to defeat her?"

     Angela shook her head.  "I don't think so.  Matt pulled his gun at her, and

she didn't seem too afraid."

     Brooklyn faltered.  "All right, maybe that idea's a bust.  But the point

is, there's got to be an alternative."

     "What if there isn't?"

     "What if there is?  And there's...there's too many risks.Even if the Ariel

story is true, which, right now, is a big question mark, then according to this

prophecy, as soon as we find this ring, we're vulnerable to her magic.  She

could just wait till we have the ring, and then kill us all with a thought." 

Brooklyn rationalized, stammering a little on the word "kill".

     "Maybe.  But I want to try.  Maybe we can beat her, and if we can, we

shouldn't be fighting over it.  A gargoyle's duty is to protect, and we've been

called to protect the world."  Angela calmly stated.

     "Besides...we've been in lots of dangerous situations before, where you

could have died, and you weren't scared.  The Viking raid back at the castle,

the Pack, Demona..."  Broadway listed, suddenly wondering what the real reason

was for Brooklyn's refusal.

     Brooklyn closed his eyes.  "Why us, though?  Why is it us that has to be

called?"

     Lexington shrugged.  "We can't question fate, Brooklyn.  It might seem

unfair, but we can't change it."  By now, Lexington had all but decided to

accept the role.

     "Well, I am questioning it, okay!  Because it's not fair, and I DON'T want

to do this."  Brooklyn sighed.

     "Brooklyn,"  Angela began, moving in a little closer.  "My friends are on

Avalon right now, and they could be subverted.  I want to do this because I want

to help them, but I also want to see Silhouette pay for what she's doing.  She's

done a lot to you...don't you want to get her for that?"

     "Of course I want to get her!  But I don't think this is the way."

     Brooklyn sighed.  "Better to let someone else, who has a chance of

succeeding do this, than us."

     "We'd have a chance..."

     "We wouldn't have a hope in hell."  Brooklyn stated succinctly. 

     Broadway suddenly sat down.  "Brooklyn,"  he began.  "What's the real

reason you don't want to go?"

     "The real reason?"

     "The real reason. Why are you so dead set against confronting this, when

we've gone against just as impossible odds before?"

     Brooklyn withdrew, and refused to say anything.

     "It's because of what she did, isn't it.  She actually killed you, and you

don't want to accept that it could happen again."  Broadway hammered.  Tears

began to well up in the corners of Brooklyn's eyes.

     "Broadway...maybe we should leave him be."  Lexington advised.

     Broadway didn't stop though.  "You're afraid, that's what.  You're afraid

that she'll kill you again, and that this time it will all be over.  You're

supposed to be the Leader in this prophecy, Brook, and you aren't exactly

inspiring confidence."

     "HOW CAN YOU JUDGE ME?"  Brooklyn roared, his eyes flaring, all traces of

hoarseness gone from his voice.

     "You don't know what it's like to be standing there and being unable to

stop someone from sucking the life right out of you!  You don't know how it felt

not to be able to breathe, to be only able to whisper for help as somebody

killed you when you were on your knees!  You can't understand what's it's like

to honestly DIE, and here you are calling me a coward because this person that

you're so eager to run off and destroy ACTUALLY KILLED ME, do have that?  She

actually killed me, Broadway, not just almost killed me, not just a near death

experience, she actually killed me, and the only reason I'm here right now is

because some nut 900 years ago wrote that the way she killed me was against

somebody's rules!  How can you judge me for being afraid, Broadway?  How can you

sit there and look me in the eyes, and say that I'm not inspiring confidence

when YOU WEREN'T THE ONE WHO DIED?"  Brooklyn screamed, the tears flowing down

his cheeks.

     Broadway instantly felt like a first class idiot.  "Brooklyn...Brook, I'm

sorry..."

     Brooklyn lurched forward, into his friends arms.  He was crying openly now. 

     "Broadway...I was so frightened...I'm still frightened.  This thing...I

want to kill her, but I can't...I'm just so frightened..." he sobbed.

     Angela and Lexington moved in, all trying to comfort him.  Even Bronx

muzzled up against him, trying to provide stability.

     "That's why I can't go.  When I see Silhouette again, I'm not going to see

the threat that menaces the world, I'm going to see the face of the thing who

killed me.  And I'll be paralyzed with fear, because I'll know she'll try

again."  Brooklyn cried, looking up.

     "You don't have to be frightened, Brook.  We'll be here for you." 

Lexington said.

     "Ssh.  It's all right.  You have every right to be afraid, but you don't

have to let it conquer your life."  Angela soothed.

     "And we'll protect you."  Broadway exclaimed.  "I'LL protect you."

     Brooklyn looked up at his friends.  "I...I...Thanks."  he whispered.

     Then, amid the tears, he smiled.  "If anyone walked in right now, they'd

probably think we're on a saccharine overdose."

     All of them smiled.  Brooklyn was back.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     David sat in his office, staring out the window.  He couldn't stop thinking

about Fox, the pure look of apathy on her face as she blasted him backwards into

the wall. 

     Oh, Fox. he thought. 

     Owen Burnett walked in. "The security force has been unable to locate her,

sir.  It's as if she's vanished off the face of the earth."

     "Always the bearer of good news, aren't you, Owen."  David sighed.

     Owen frowned.  "Sir...Mr. Xanatos...I wish there was more that I could do. 

But whatever it is that has affected Mrs. Xanatos, it has absolute control. 

Even if I were to become Puck, Silhouette has apparently become more powerful

than Oberon himself.  I believe the only way to save her is to use the ring."

     "And seeing as there's only four gargoyles in the city who can do that,

we'd better hope they make the right decision."  Xanatos muttered.

     He stood up.  "In the meantime, I think we should focus on protecting

Alexander."

     Owen nodded in silent agreement.

     "How can this sickness be transmitted?"

     Owen thought.  "I think I remember Ariel saying that simply by

concentrating, a subverted person can infect someone in visual range."

     David frowned.  "I want total screens done on anybody in the building. 

ANYBODY.  That includes Detective Maza, the gargoyles, and me and you.  Also, if

one of us should become infected, then the other must keep him away from

Alexander.  I am not going to let Silhouette take my son like she took my wife."

     Owen nodded.  "Also, perhaps we should work on repairing the force field we

used against Oberon.  If worse does indeed come to worse."

     David nodded.  "We can try.  Research says that it could take another few

weeks to repair it.  But still, it's best to be prepared."

     He turned to Owen.  "Tell me honestly, Owen, are you afraid?"

     Owen nodded.  "More so than I ever have been in my life.  And believe me

when I say that I've been around for quite a long time."

********************************************************************************

********************************

     Goliath, Hudson, Elisa and Matt stood outside, in the courtyard.

     "I thought he was gone."  Hudson muttered disbelievingly.

     "Me too.  To think that the only reason he's alive now is because of a 900

year old prophecy..."  Elisa shook.

     She turned to Goliath.  "We were living witnesses to a deus ex machina

tonight, Goliath, you know."

     Goliath growled.  "I know.  And I do not like it."

     "What do you mean?"

     Goliath blinked.  "I do not mean that I don't trust Ariel.  His reviving

Brooklyn completely erased any doubts in my mind.  It's this situation...with

Silhouette.  How six gargoyles are to be expected to stop an evil so intense is

incomprehensible."

     "Hey.  Those four are resiliant.  They were trained by the best."  Elisa

smiled, indicating Goliath and Hudson"

     "Yes...but..."

     "You want to go with them if they go."  Matt filled in, still rubbing his

head.

     "Exactly.  Being forced to remain on the homefront is a position that often

leaves one anxious."  Hudson explained.

     "That's not all, though, is it."  Elisa concluded.

     Goliath shook his head.  "When Brooklyn died tonight, I kept thinking of

the massacre at Wyvern all those centuries ago.  Of how I lost most of my clan. 

I was afraid I would see it happen again tonight."

     "You were afraid."

     "Yes."  Goliath sighed.  "And now, I fear not only for them, but for us as

well.  This evil must be stopped, but I am concerned that before it is, you, or

Hudson, or myself will be subverted.  If I were to lose myself, there would be

no telling what Silhouette would force me to do to you."

     Elisa nodded.  "We'll just have to watch out for each other."

     Goliath frowned, looking towards the already lightening sky.  " I hope that

will be enough."

********************************************************************************

********************************

     "I'm still a little apprehensive."  Brooklyn stated.  "But you're all

right.  I'm still frightened, and that's not going to change, but what you said

about having to protect, and being needed...it makes sense."

     "Fine.  But you still don't want to go, do you."  Lexington asked. 

Brooklyn shook his head.

     "Brooklyn..."  Broadway began, but Brooklyn hushed him. 

     "I'll go, though.  The only way I'll get over my fear is to confront it. 

Besides, what kind of a leader would I be if I let my fears get in the way of my

judgement?"  Brooklyn sighed, not entirely convinced himself.

     "Good.  It's unanimous then."  Angela exclaimed.  "Just in time for

sunrise."

     The five gargoyles in the room looked out at the window, simultaneously. 

As the sun rose, the gargoyles froze in stone.  For the first time in eight

hours, Brooklyn looked peaceful.

********************************************************************************

********************************

The Eyrie Building

October 30, 1996

     The sun set, and the gargoyles awoke.  Within 5 minutes, Goliath and Hudson

entered.

     Brooklyn stood up, all physical traces of his ordeal the night before

vanished.

     "Is Elisa coming?"  Broadway asked.

     Goliath shook his head.  "She couldn't.  She had to have a meeting with her

captain.  She told me last night.  She also said that whatever decision the four

of you came to, she supports it."

     At that moment, Xanatos and Owen walked in.  "Good evening."  Xanatos

greeted, looking haggard.

     Suddenly, a flash of light shone, and Ariel materialized.

     "Have you reached a decision?"  he asked, cutting directly to the chase.

     Brooklyn looked at the others. 

     "You tell him, Brook."  Lexington encouraged.

     "Yes, we have."  Brooklyn reported.

     "And...?"

     Brooklyn sighed, his voice sounding reluctant.  "We're going."

********************************************************************************

********************************

Avalon

     Silhouette watched the spectacle from Titania's Mirror.  Scowling, she

waved, and the mirror's image vanished.

     "So, they're going for it, are they?"  Sil asked herself, in anger.

     She turned to the mirror.  "Then let them come.  They'll find it a most

enlightening quest."

     She thought of the prophecy's line that forbade her from using magic

against them.

     What was it the Wierd Sisters had often said about Oberon's law?

     "The rule that cannot be broken can surely be bent."  Silhouette echoed.

     She laughed hollowly.  She turned to a small chest on a table.  She opened

it, and removed a silvery arc of metal.

     One of the six pieces of Oberon's Ring.

     "Yes.  Bent, indeed."  Silhouette frowned.

     She put the fragment back in the box, shut it, and stalked out of the room. 

Part II                                               And Then There Were Six...

Prologue

     The Spreading Sickness

Centers For Disease Control, Atlanta

October 30, 1996

     Dr. Ming Pui Chan sighed, and calmly began to bang her head on the desk. 

In her hand was a fax, sent from the Red Cross' Cairo Office, detailing an

outbreak of the Richmond Plague in Luxor.

     Looking at her sympathetically, her colleague, Dr. Taylor Cross pressed a

button.  A red light flared to life in Southern Egypt, adding to the already

more than fifty dots on the globe, detailing people with Richmond.

     The biggest dot was in New York City, of course...the disease had

originated in Richmond, a.k.a Staten Island, but now there were cases worldwide. 

With the spread of infection, the CDC was about ready to declare a epidemic.

     Ming looked at the map, vainly trying to find a pattern.  The infection

ranged from as close to New York City as Newark, Boston and Quebec City to as

far away as Beijing, Melbourne, and New Delhi.

     "I don't understand this virus at all, Taylor."  Ming frowned, pulling out

the file.

     "We don't even know if it's that."  Taylor replied.

     "Shut up.  We don't know anything.  Not how it's transmitted, nothing,

except it's a nonfatal, extremely virulent disease that causes retinal

discoloration and behavioral abnormalities."  Ming rubbed her eyes.  "There's

been no deaths, so we can only assume that it's a BL-1 virus."

     "Can we?"  Taylor frowned.  "We just know it hasn't killed anybody yet. 

For all we know, it could kill people 29 years after infection."

     Ming muttered several nasty words under her breath.  "All right.  We have

to get some tests here.  Taylor, send a fax to all CDC affiliates to fax us with

test results of Richmond patients as soon as they become available." 

     Taylor nodded.  "Gotcha, ma'am."

     Some fool yelled from across the room.  "New reports, Dr. Chan.  It's a

doozy.  Cases reported in Edmonton, Rio de Janerio, Berlin, Riyadh,

Johannesburg, and Maracaibo.  All at airports."

     "Damn!"  Ming yelled, throwing the file marked "Richmond" to the ground. 

"We can't shut down every airport in the world!"

     She looked to heaven, praying for a Tylenol.  "Put 'em up, Taylor.  We've

got a long night ahead of us."

********************************************************************************

********************************

Trafalgar Square, London

     There was a swoop, and Leo looked up as an elegant unicorn gargoyle landed

beside him.

     "No sign of Griff, I take it." Leo sighed.

     Una shook her head.  "I've looked everywhere, but I can't find him.  He

must be made aware of what is going on here."

     Leo looked down from the building at the square below.  There were a few

people walking around, but for the most part, it was deserted.

     Leo silently wondered how many people in the square were affected by the

dark magic.

     The first signs of it had arrived in London yesterday, when an American

businessman stepped off of the Concorde at Heathrow, and began to spread some

kind of "disease" (so said the papers, and the BBC, which was putting the story

up to top billing.) among the people in the airport.  The disease reached

London, and spread all throughout the British Isles after that. The health board

was causing it "the most oddly virulent epidemic in recent history", and had

declared that the "Richmond Syndrome", as it had become known, was becoming a

significant health risk.

     Leo and Una knew that that was pure bollocks.

     The truth was much worse.

     Even though they had no idea of where this so-called plague had come from,

they knew that it wasn't some virus, but instead a magical curse.  One that was

quite dangerous.

     Leo had had a run in with one of the subverted outside of the store.  It

had been brief, but Leo remembered the punk saying something about being a

Servant of Twilight.

     Una looked down.  "Leo...what are we going to do?  We have to stop what's

going on.  The latest news reports estimate 500 people in England alone..."

     "And growing by the minute."  Leo sighed.  "Yes, I know."

     "If only Griff were here...we'd be better equipped to halt it."  Una

wished.

     Leo looked at her.  "Griff's not here, and whatever we do, we'll have to do

it without him."

     He looked down at the ground.  "Although I doubt that'll be too bloody

much."  he admitted.

     Una looked to him.  "We must at least try."

     Leo glanced up.  "Yes, we'll try.  But I'm not too overly optimistic."

     The unicorn nodded in silent agreement.  Wordlessly, they soared off the

building, in the direction of Soho.

********************************************************************************

********************************

Prague, The Czech Republic

     Max Loew sighed with discouragement.

     No matter what he and the Golem did, there was no sight of the shadow

creatures.

     They had descended on Prague three nights ago, apparently arriving on a

flight from the United States.  Since then, there had been reports of "monsters"

roaming the streets of Prague,  "changing" people into more demons of the dark. 

He and the Golem had gone out several times, and had never even encountered a

single one of these so called "soul vampires", as the old people called them.

     Tonight would be the last time, then Max would let the rumors die.

     "Golem."  he commanded.  "We shall investigate the square tonight.  Perhaps

there will be more activity there tonight."

     The clay figure nodded silently, and began to lumber off to the city

square.  Max had to run to keep up.

     Five minutes later, the unlikely pair arrived in the square, and glanced

around. 

     "Nothing here."  Max sighed, yawning.  "I've had it.  This is enough. 

These stories are simply rumors, nothing more.  I want to go home and go to

sleep."

     At that moment, something lurched across the opposite side of the square. 

It seemed to hesitate, and then began to pull things out of a garbage can.

     Max squinted.  It was a small girl, about nine years old.  She was

obviously a homeless one, scavenging through the garbage for food.

     Max looked at the pathetic display, and felt an enormous amount of pity. 

     He looked to the Golem.  "We'll go see if she needs help."

     The Golem, silent as usual, seemed to give its agreement.

     Max hurried over to the girl, still rooting through the trash.

     "Excuse me, little girl."  Max asked meekly, wondering how the girl would

react to the Golem.  "Do you need help?"

     The girl turned around, and peered at Max.  In the orange light given off

by the streetlamp, Max couldn't make out any iris in the girl's eyes.

     Curious, the girl looked at the Golem.  "He'll do better."  the girl said

enigmatically, and a ray of inky darkness spead from her eye into the Golem's.

     The Golem seemed to shake, and then the stone bumps that served as its eyes

began to glow black.

     Max suddenly realized, too late, that perhaps the rumors were true after

all.

     The Golem's stone mouth twisted into an odd smile.  The blackness spread

from its eyes into Max's.

     Max felt a malignant precense in his mind, fighting for control.  He tried

to resist, but failed.  His eyes darkened to the same ebony as the Golem's.

     "Perhaps," he said, "we were looking at the wrong problem."

********************************************************************************

********************************

Ichamura, Japan

     Hykyo Telamatsu tapped in frustration on the computer keyboard, and sighed. 

     "What is wrong with this piece of junk?"  he yelled, prompting curious

stares from the others in the room.

     He tried again to send the e-mail to his daughter in Tokyo, but the machine

gave an error message.

     Hykyo decided to yell some very colorful words at the machine.

     A young man just outside the door looked in.  "Computer troubles?"  he

asked.

     Hykyo looked at him.  "You could say that." he sighed.

     The man came in.  "What are you trying to do?  Maybe I can help."

     "I'm trying to contact my daughter in Tokyo.  I've tried phoning her, but

she doesn't answer.  I haven't spoken to her in two days."

     The man tapped a button.  "It should be working."

     "It's not."

     "I can see that."  the younger man snapped.  "I don't know why it isn't."

     Hykyo threw up his hands in frustration.  "Look, nevermind.  Maybe I'll

just write to her."

     He stalked out, feeling an increasing sense of frustration...and fear. 

     His daughter had called two days ago, saying that strange things were

happening in Tokyo.

     "Sumiko..."  Hykyo had begun, but Sumiko had cut him off. 

     "Dad...there's wierd people around.  Strange people, with black eyes."

     "There's wierd people here with blue eyes, but I'm not complain..."

     "Dad,"  Sumiko had interrupted, testily.  "I mean really wierd.  They act

strangely, and sometimes, they approach people, and the people they accost

become black-eyed too.  The television is saying it's some kind of disease."

     "Miko, what are you saying?"

     "I'm saying I'm leaving.  I'm booking the next flight to Hiroshima, and

I'll drive home.  It's dangerous, Dad.  I'm kind of scared that one of them

might come after me."

     "Don't be so worried, Miko.  You'll be fine."  Hykyo had tried to reassure

her, but began to feel a little worried.

     "Well, I'd rather be safe.  I'll call you from Hiroshima when I get there." 

And then Sumiko had hung up.

     She never called back.

     Yesterday, Hykyo had seen a news report about the black-eyes, and became

frightened for his daughters life.

     He pounded his hand on the way out of the room, prompting stares from Kai,

the leader of Clan Ichamura, who shrugged and went back to talking with his

mate, Isomi.

     Hykyo watched them, and began to think about Sumiko again.

     Damnit, Miko, where are you?  he thought, biting his fingernails.

********************************************************************************

********************************    

Centers For Disease Control, Atlanta

     "Dr. Chan!"  a young assistant called.  "We've got test results!"

     Ming got up wearily from her desk, and walked to the young woman's desk. 

     "It's from Cook County General in Chicago.  About five hours ago, they

recieved a sixteen year old prostitute coming in for an AIDS related case of

pneumonia.  They gave her some tests, and left her in the waiting room.  A

Richmond patient was there, and he spread the disease to her, as well as several

others.  They tested them all, and all but the prostitutes were unreadable."

     Ming took the attached test results, and frowned.  There was bloodwork, tox

screens, results of urine samples, X-rays, as well as endless other tests.  In

all of them, except for the fact that the girl had HIV and pneumonia, she was

perfectly healthy.

     Except for one test.

     Her EEG, her brainwaves, showed a distict abnormality...they were strangely

patterened, and symmetric.  Rythmic, in a fashion.

     But that was no real help.  No viral agents, no toxicity, nothing except

irregular brain waves.

     "New cases, Dr. Chan."  called that damn fool again.  "Darwin, Ho Chi Minh

City, and Casablanca."

     "Go to hell."  Ming moaned, slumping over on her desk, feeling like tearing

a strip out of the next person who said a word to her.

********************************************************************************

********************************

Avalon

(15 Minutes From Now, Avalon Time)

     The seven survivors of the Avalon conquest huddled in a dank cave, trying

to protect themselves from the dangers of the night.

     "It's been 6 hours now."  Princess Katherine stated.

     "6 hours we could have used defending our home!"  Augustine yelled.  A

large, slate grey gargoyle, he smashed his fist into his hand.

     "Quiet, you idiot!  You can't yell, or someone looking for us might hear!" 

Ophelia hissed back, upset.  Boudicca whined in agreement, slumping to the

cavern floor.

     "We shouldn't be afraid of them.  We should be battling them...protecting

our home, our brothers and sisters."  Gabriel echoed Augustine's sentiment.

     Jeremiah, an orange gargoyle with black hair, shook his head.  "We would

probably have ended up like the others.  Besides, there's no way we could have

defeated so many Children of Oberon, as well as thirty gargoyles.  With the

strange powers they have now, they'd be unbeatable."

     Augustine looked at Jeremiah in disgust.  Gabriel sighed, but quietly sat

down on the cave floor.

     Tom, who had been quiet up until then, suddenly looked up.  "We may have to

leave Avalon."  he muttered.

     The gargoyles and Katherine looked at him in shock. 

     "Tom!  How can ye say such a thing!"  Katherine cried.

     "This is the only home we've ever known!"  Ophelia echoed.

     Tom shook his head.  "It's nae longer our home.  Have a look outside, lass. 

The air is rife with shadow and decay.  If we stay here any longer, we risk our

very souls!"

     The gargoyles looked incredibly saddened.  Much as they hated to admit it,

they knew he was right.  They had to leave.

     There was no food...all the animals and plants of Avalon were wasted and

subverted now.  No water nearby, unless they left the cave, and that would mean

being in the open.  No help, because everyone who could help them was subverted.

     No salvation, because they knew that the Servants of Twilight were hunting

them, and wouldn't rest till they found them.  And that was only a matter of

time.

     Tom looked serious.  "If we make a stout run for it, we should be able to

make it down to the beach in 10 minutes.  Then, we can take a skiff.  We'll end

up in the real world, and be able to find help there."

     "I'm not running away from this."  Augustine stated firmly.  Gabriel nodded

in agreement.

     "We can't run for help every time someone threatens our home.  When the

Archmage attacked, we ran for Goliath.  We can't depend on others to fight our

battles for us."  Augustine continued.

     Katherine raised an eyebrow.  "You would do well to remember,"  she spoke

slowly, "if it weren't for Goliath and Elisa, we wouldn't have survived."

     "Sometimes it's better to take the best alternitive to combat, Augustine." 

Jeremiah added.

     Augustine glowered at him.  "Fine.  Go for help.  But I choose to stay."

     "Are you crazy?"  Ophelia shouted, forgetting her advice.  "If you stay,

Silhouette will subvert you the second she catches you!"

     Gabriel frowned.  "She's right, Augustine.  Staying here alone is risky. 

Even two of us would be futile.  If we go, you have to come with us."

     Augustine's eyes flared.  "Make me."  he growled.

     Gabriel's eyes lit up.  "I don't want to do this..."

     Augustine attacked him.  Gabriel fought back, trying to avoid hurting him.

     "Stop it!"  the Guardian commanded.  The fight continued, though. 

Augustine's claws raked Gabriel's wing, and snarls of pain came from the clan's

leader.

     Ophelia and Jeremiah struggled to separate the two, and succeeded, though

Jeremiah got a punch in the arm as payment.

     "You two...if we don't all cooperate, we won't survive this!"  Jeremiah

hissed.

     "He's right!  We have to work together!"  Ophelia echoed.

     Augustine stopped struggling.  "Fine.  We'll leave then."  he submitted,

realizing the futility.  "But I'm not going to enjoy it."

     "Ye don't have to.  Just realize that this is the only way."

     Augustine was about to say something, when there was a snapping twig heard

from outside the cave.

     "What was that?"  Katherine gasped, jumping up.

     "Might it have been Silhouette, or one of the servants?"  Ophelia asked,

worried.

     Gabriel looked to Tom.  "We must investigate."  he said, nervously

     Tom drew his sword in a symbolic agreement.

     Gabriel looked at the others.  "Augustine, you come with us.  The rest of

you, stay here.  If we aren't back in five minutes, flee for the beach.  Go for

help."

     Katherine, Ophelia, and Jeremiah nodded in agreement.

     "Come on."  Augustine beckoned, and the three of them left the cave.

     The remaining four watched them go, and crossed their fingers.

********************************************************************************

********************************************************************************

********************************************************************************

********************************************************************************

****************

Chapter One

          The Journey

The Eyrie Building

     "Excellent."  Ariel clapped his hands, seeming in a Puck-like mood. 

Brooklyn sighed bitterly, and looked back at the others, as if to say "You owe

me big for this."

     Goliath walked slowly up.  "You must be careful.  No doubt this quest will

be dangerous."

     Broadway's faced twitched, realizing how delicate the situation was. 

     Brooklyn, however, didn't break down into hysterics.  Instead, he simply

sighed, and nodded.

     "So, then, where do we start?"  Angela asked, stepping forward.

     Ariel's smile faltered.  "Well...see, that might present a problem."

     "Problem?"  Lexington asked, feeling a sinking sensation in his stomach.

     Ariel blushed.  "Well...I don't know where exactly it is we have to go. 

All I know for sure is that it's in British Columbia."

     "That's perfect."  Brooklyn looked skyward.  "B.C's so small, I'm sure

it'll be no trouble at all to find this gargoyle." 

     "I thought you knew everything about this!"  Hudson snapped.

     Owen raised an eyebrow.  "Indeed.  When you cast the spell to interpret the

prophecy, I thought everything was cleared up."

     "Everything was!"  Ariel yelled defensively.  "I saw this gargoyle we're

supposed to recruit, and then I heard one word...Klickiwatt or something."

     Xanatos was thinking.  "Klickiwatt?"

     "Something like that, yes."

     Xanatos looked up.  "It wouldn't, by chance, happened to have been

Clayoquot, would it?"

     Ariel snapped up.  "Yes.  Clayoquot.  That was it."

     "What's Clayoquot?"  Lexington asked.

     "It's a sound."  Xanatos replied.

     Lexington frowned.  "You'll have to explain that."

     "A sound, as in a body of water.  Clayoquot Sound.  It's a small bay of

some sort on the west side of Vancouver Island in British Columbia, about 200

kilometres away from Victoria.  Xanatos Canada tried to buy a permit to log

there three years ago, but the environmentalists kicked up such a stink that we

abandoned it."  Xanatos explained.

     "Okay, we know where we have to go, but how do we get there?"  Angela

asked.

     "Traveller...that's your cue."  Ariel smiled at Lexington.

     Lexington glanced around, and shrugged helplessly.  "How?"  he asked

blankly.

     "Oh, for Oberon's sake."  Ariel sighed testily.  "I haven't granted you the

powers yet, have I?"

     "Powers?"  the four of them asked in unison.

     "You need powers to get the ring.  Silly me, I forgot to grant them, didn't

I?"  Ariel sighed.

     "You aren't exactly inspiring confidence, here."  Brooklyn scowled.

     "Of course not.  That's your job."  Ariel grinned.

     He rose up.  "Now lets get started, shall we?"

     He pointed to Broadway, and his eyes glowed.  "Thy need, as always, is to

protect/So Ariel shall grant this to thee in respect/Protect thy family, thy

friends, and thy home/Wherever it so happens that thee shall roam!"  he cried. 

The green light encircled Broadway, and he cried out in surprise.  Suddenly, it

stopped, and Broadway stumbled, putting his hand to his head.

     Ariel laughed.  "Yes, I know.  You'll have a headache for a minute.  Try to

relax."

     He spun around, and pointed to Angela.  "Illusion comes paired with

reality/A dangerous proposition lest truth can thou see/So I grant to thee, as a

gift, in sooth/The power to seek through the lies to the truth!"

     Angela's eyes flared green for a second, and then it faded.  She stumbled

as well, confused.

     "Hmm, two left.  Eeny, meeny, miny...mo!"  he cried gleefully, pointing to

Lexington.

     "This journey shall take thee throughout the whole land/So Ariel grants

this to thee in hand/Through a gateway of fire, thy destiny face/Burning through

the hindering walls of space!"

     The light surrounded Lexington, circling around his head.  He cried in

surprise, and then it stopped.  He wobbled, but didn't fall.

     "And then there's you."  Ariel sighed, looking to Brooklyn. 

     He waved his hand.  "These three are strong, but like dust in the wind/They

need a guiding force so to win/So grant this to thee, the wisdom to lead/To hold

together the group like the ground holds the reeds!"

     Brooklyn closed his eyes as the light encircled him.  As it faded, he

opened them again.

     Lexington was waving his arms.  "I don't feel any different."

     "You aren't."  Ariel clarified.  "But some of you must perform a certain

action to activate the power.  Lexington, yours is verbal.  You have to say

'Desflegrate, muri intervalia' for anything to happen.  Broadway has to see the

others in real danger.  But Brooklyn's power just comes as leadership abilities, 

and Angela need merely to concentrate."

     Broadway looked to Brooklyn and Angela.  "That's not fair."  he feigned a

pout.  Angela smiled, and shrugged.

     "So that's it?  We just go now?"  Brooklyn asked, a little apprehensive.

     Ariel nodded.  "Anytime you're ready."

     Goliath and Hudson stepped up.  "Be careful, lads.  We want to see you back

in one piece once this is over."  Hudson frowned.

     "How long will this take, anyway?"  Broadway asked.

     "It depends on how much time we spend on Avalon.  Other than that, we

shouldn't take more than a couple of nights."  Ariel explained.

     Xanatos and Owen stepped forward, too.  "Be careful, you four."  David

expressed concern.

     Angela looked bemused.  "Thank you."

     "I'm only concerned about my wife, you know."  Xanatos lied, rather badly. 

Nobody believed him.

     Broadway looked at him.  "Sure."

     Lexington looked to Ariel.  "So, I just say that spell, and we're there?"

     "Make sure you concentrate on Clayoquot Sound, too.  At least the name."

     Lexington looked nervous.  "OK, here goes.  Ready, you guys?

     "Ready as we'll ever be."  Brooklyn retorted.  He looked to Goliath, Hudson

and Bronx.  "We'll see you in a couple of nights, hopefully."

     Hudson and Goliath nodded.

     "Be careful."  Goliath repeated.

     "Don't worry."  Broadway smiled.  "I'm here to look after us."

     "Desflegrate, muri intervalia."  Lexington intoned.  In an instant, a ball

of flame, similar to that created by the Phoenix Gate, enveloped the five

travellers, and hung there for a moment.  Suddenly, it contracted, and then

vanished.

     Lexington, Brooklyn, Broadway, Angela and Ariel disappeared with it.

     Bronx padded up to the spot where they'd vanished, and sniffed it.  He

whined for a second, and hung his head.

     "They'd better be all right."  Hudson warned.

     Goliath swallowed.  "I'm sure they will be.  We're forgetting that they are

trained warriors, who've been in situations similar to this before."

     Hudson looked at him.  "If you don't mind, I'll still worry."

     Goliath looked back.  "So will I, old friend."  he sighed.  "So will I."

********************************************************************************

********************************

Clayoquot Sound, British Columbia

     In the forest, a raccoon sniffed delicately at the ground, searching for

food.  It raised its head in the air, and snorted.

     Suddenly, a ball of flame appeared about three feet in front of it.  With a

cry, the raccoon rushed away from the scene, as fast as it could go.

     The fire faded away, and Ariel took in a deep breath of the British

Columbia air.

     "We're on our way!"  he cried, rising up several feet in the air.

     There was no reply.

     Puzzled, Ariel turned around, and saw the gargoyles turned to stone.

     At first, a nagging fear rose in him, and he began to worry that sorcery

was at fault.

     Then, he looked up, and realized the sun was out.

     Groaning, he slapped his forehead.  "Time zones!"  he muttered, scowling. 

"I forgot about the freaking time zones!"

     He sighed.  British Columbia was in Pacific Time, New York City was in the

Eastern Zone.  That meant three hours difference...and about three hours till

the gargoyles awoke.

     Ariel frowned.  He couldn't awaken them magically.  There was nothing he

could do except wait.

     Well, he could always look around for this other gargoyle, couldn't he?

     Ariel sighed, and levitated.  He just hoped the other gargoyles were close

by.

     Then, he remembered his advantages, and closed his eyes.

     "Ariel wants not a tiresome search/So hearken unto he where he doth

perch/Show me where the gargoyles stay/When they doth turn to stone by day!" he

chanted.  A light danced out from his eyes, zipping away towards the west, and

the ocean.

     Ariel followed it.  After about twenty minutes, the light stopped over a

beach, and faded.

The fey landed, and looked around.  Sure enough, there was a cave in the cliffs. 

     Ariel floated towards it, and looked in.  Inside, there were about ten

gargoyles, all stone.  They were all dressed in human clothes, the sort

teenagers wore.  But there was no sign of the one from his vision...the

Ringbearer wasn't here.

     That doesn't mean a thing, Ariel thought.  She could be roosting in the

woods somewhere.  When these gargoyles awoke, they would know.

     Ariel sighed, and snapped his fingers, vanishing.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     The sun set, and for the second time in four hours, Brooklyn, Angela,

Lexington and Broadway came to life.

     They roared, and looked about themselves curiously, seeing their

surroundings for the first time.

     "About time."  Ariel grumbled.  "I thought you'd never wake up."

     "Why did we turn to stone again?"  Broadway asked, curious.

     "Was it Silhouette and her sorcery?" Angela questioned, her eyes flaring

red.

     "No."  Ariel explained.  "I just forgot to mention time zones.  We're in a

time zone three hours behind New York City.  That is to say, when we left there

at about 6:30, we arrived here at about 3:30."

     "Oh, yeah."  Lexington figured it out.  "And now that it's 6:30 here, it

would be 9:30 back home."

     "Wierd."  Brooklyn scratched his head.  "I've heard of jet lag before, but

that was ridiculous."

     "Anyway, we don't have time to lose.  While you were decorating the woods,

I found a gargoyle clan.  Our girl might be there."

     "Where is this clan?"  Angela asked.

     "About twenty minutes west of here.  We don't have time to fly.  Just brace

yourselves."  Ariel warned.  He snapped his fingers, and the five of them

vanished in a glimmer of light, reappearing in front of the cave.

     Before any of them could say anything, seven gargoyles walked out of the

cave.  They stared at the newcomers curiously, speaking among themselves. 

Brooklyn, Broadway, Lexington and Angela stared at each other nervously.

     Finally, one of them, a yellow female, cleared her throat.

     "Uh, just who the hell are you?"  she asked.

     Broadway stepped forward, noting their strange dress.  "I'm Broadway.  This

is Brooklyn, Lexington and Angela.  And this is Ariel."

     The female crossed her arms.  "I see.  And how did you just appear here?"

     Ariel bowed.  "I'm a Child of Oberon.  People like me tend to do things

like that."

     The girl rubbed her chin.  "Whatever that means.  I'm not going to argue,

and I don't care exactly how it is you got here.  Anyway, let me introduce

myself.  I'm Courtenay.  This here is Clan Clayoquot.  That's Fraser, Saanich,

Chetwynd, Moresby, Copper, and Burnaby.  And up in the cavern are Cowichan,

Thompson and Silvertree, our leader."

     "Charmed."  Lexington smiled.

     Moresby looked at the newcomers in amusement.  "A little underdressed,

aren't you?"

     "Where are you from, anyway?"  Burnaby asked.

     Brooklyn looked down at his loincloth, and then back at Moresby's wool

sweater, and jogging pant cutoffs.  "We're from New York."

     "New Yawkas, are you?"  Fraser teased, in a Jersey accent.

     "Do you all dress like that there?"

     "We're originally from Scotland, and from the tenth century."  Broadway

elaborated.

     Courtenay blinked.  "You'll have to run that by us again."

     The four Manhattanites explained, beginning with the massacre at Wyvern,

and the Reawakening.  Angela added in the tales of Avalon.  By now, Silvertree,

Cowichan and Thompson had joined them.  From their reactions, it was obvious

that they had never even heard of Children of Oberon, Avalon, or even real

magic.

     "Wow."  Chetwynd murmered when they'd finished.

     "Some story."  Cowichan added.

     Broadway grinned.  "Every word of it's the truth."

     "So you protect New York?  That's the same as us, except we protect the

Sound from loggers."  Courtenay questioned, excited.

     "Like Zafiro?"  Angela asked.  Courteney stared at her blankly.

     "Nevermind."

     "We've been here protecting the Sound for ten years now."  Silvertree

explained.  "We're part of a larger clan, but everyone else in our clan is on

the Queen Charlotte Islands.  We came here when the loggers tried to move in. 

They're mostly gone now, though, so we're considering moving back.  That is,

those of us that are left."

     "Those that are left?  What happened to the others?"  Brooklyn asked.

     Silvertree sighed.  "Two of us left.  Hawthorne and Whistler.  They got

bored with the "protection racket" as they called it,"  (Broadway's eyes flared

briefly, at the mention, but he calmed down.)  "and flew off to the city."

     "To the city?"

     "They probably went to Nanaimo.  It's on the other side of the Island, and

it's the biggest city north of Victoria.  They wouldn't have gone to

Vancouver..." Silvertree added, his eyes saying "We hope."

     Ariel stood up.  Between his hands formed an image of the female gargoyle

he'd seen in his vision.  "Is this her?"

     Fraser stood up.  "That's Hawthorne, yes!"

     Saanich gaped.  "Have...have you seen her?"

     "She's why we're here.  We have to find her."

     "Good luck."  Copper muttered sarcastically.  "She left two years ago. 

None of us have seen her since."

     "It's like she just vanished."

     "Why do you have to find her?"

     It was Courtenay who asked.  Ariel flustered.

     "She's needed to stop an evil that threatens the entire world."  he tried

to explain.

     Courtenay stared at him blankly.  "No, I mean really."

     "So do I."

     "This is really wierd, you know."  Saanich threw up his arms.

     "You don't know the half of it."  Lexington sighed.

     "So, you need to find her to stop something from happening?"  Thompson

asked.

     "We're...we're really not sure.  We just need to find her.  The whole world

could be in serious trouble if we don't."  Broadway admitted.

     "OK, I don't understand any of this.  But we can't help you.  We haven't

seen her in two years.  You can try to look for her, but I doubt you'll ever

find her."  Courtenay held her head.

     "Thanks for the help."  Broadway muttered.

     Courtenay shot him a withering glance.  "You can try in Nanaimo.  It's as

good a place to start as any.  It should take you about a whole night to fly

there."

     Ariel grinned. "We'll be taking the express route."

     Lexington glanced at him, and raised an eyebrow.

     "It's what you're here for, Lex."  Brooklyn whispered.

     To the others, he spoke a little louder.  "Well, we'll try to find her.  It

was really nice talking to you."

     "Yeah."  Cowichan muttered.  The Clayoquot clan all looked depressed now,

as if talking about Hawthorne had brought up a painful memory.

     "We'll be going now."  Angela spoke.

     The B.C. gargoyles waved half-heartedly.  Angela glanced at the others. 

They walked off, down the beach, Ariel floating behind.

     "That reeked of success."  Brooklyn noted succinctly.

     "It could have gone a little better."  Lexington agreed.

     "It wasn't a total loss."  Broadway suggested.  Brooklyn looked at him

wordlessly.

     "Now how's that?"  he spoke.

     "We'll, we know where she might be."  Broadway began.

     "Yeah.  Nanaimo.  But do we have any idea where that is, or where it is in

Nanaimo we can find her?"  Brooklyn frowned, rubbing his chin.

     Angela looked to Broadway.  "Is Nanaimo a very big city?"

     Broadway shrugged.  "I've never even heard of the place, myself."

     Ariel looked back at the cave.  "This really does complicate things."

     Lexington looked at him.  "How?"

     "I thought we'd find her here.  I don't have a clue where she is.  We'd

just better hope she's in Nanaimo.  Silhouette could be using this time right

now to subvert the world."

     The gargoyles glanced at each other, recalling the reason they were on the

journey.

     "We'll stop her in time."  Angela replied, optimistically.    

     Brooklyn frowned, but didn't say anything.

     "Well,"  Lexington sighed.  "I suppose we should get to Nanaimo and try to

find this Hawthorne.  So, I just say the spell, and think about Nanaimo?"

     "Yes.  That'll do it.  It got us here, didn't it?"  Ariel retorted.

     Lexington nodded, in tentative agreement.

     "Desflegrate, muri intervalia."  he intoned, and the ball of fire swirled

around the five of them again.  As it cleared, there was no sign of the five

that had been within it.

     Courtenay, watching silently from the cave, gaped as they vanished, and

laughed hollowly.

     "As if they'll find her."  she mocked.  With that, she turned, climbed onto

the rock that formed the cave, and flew off into the forests.

********************************************************************************

********************************

Nanaimo, British Columbia

     The ball of flame reappeared, and, with a cry, the five of them tumbled out

into the waters of the Strait of Georgia.

     They weren't prepared, and gasped in surprise at the sudden rush of cold

water.

     Brooklyn kicked upwards, and rose to the surface.  As he broke the top, he

gasped for breath, and dove down to search for the others.  They were all right,

though, and soon the five of them were at the surface, gasping and glaring

angrily at Lexington.

     "It wasn't my fault!"  Lexington shouted defensively, avoiding the stares

of the others.

     "I don't see anyone else here that controlled the spell."  Broadway

sputtered, tapping his head to get the water out of his ears.

     "Do you think I did it on purpose?"  Lexington glared.

     "Look, nevermind.  Let's just get to shore."  Brooklyn sighed.  He began to

swim to the Nanaimo dock, but Ariel gestured, and the five travellers suddenly

reappeared on the roof of a dockside warehouse.

     Still sopping wet,  they began to shiver in the chill night air.

     "Lovely."  Angela muttered, sneezing.

     "So, what's with the water dump?"  Brooklyn asked.

     "I...I couldn't help it!  It's not like I made a conscious decision to dump

us all in the river, or whatever that is.  Are we in Nanaimo?"

     "Yes."  Angela noted.  "There's a sign down there.  It's hard to make out,

but I see the name 'Nanaimo'.  We made it, Lexington."

     "That's good to know."  Ariel sighed, miserable. 

     "Uh, Ariel...couldn't you, maybe, dry us off?"  Brooklyn asked, shaking his

head to dry his hair.

     Ariel looked at him with mild disdain.  "Of course."  He gestured again,

and the wind suddenly picked up.  Blasted with the air, the gargoyles were soon

dry, but nearly blown away.

     Brooklyn looked to Ariel, his white hair in wild disarray.  "Gee, thanks." 

he uttered, his voice dripping with sarcasm.

     "So, we should probably start looking for this Hawthorne character." 

Angela changed the subject.

     "Where, though?  We've never been in Nanaimo, before.  We don't have the

slightest idea of where to begin."  Lexington reiterated.

     Ariel began to float again.  "Allow me."  he began.

     "The fem..."  he began, but then he blanched.  Looking suddenly appalled,

he sank back down to the rooftop.

     "Why did you stop?"  Angela asked.

     "It never occured to me until just now,"  Ariel stammered, "that Silhouette

may be tracking us.  Children of Oberon have the ability to locate each other by

the properties of the magic they use.  If I keep using my magic, I could be

doing the equivalent of yelling out our location to Silhouette."

     "So you tell us now."  Brooklyn replied angrily.  "All this time, you've

been snapping your way through this, when Silhouette could be coming after us

here at this very minute?"  he yelled, his voice rising.

     "Brooklyn, calm down."  Broadway began.

     "I'm not going to calm down!  This idiot's been leading us around, taking

us on a wild goose chase to Clayoquot Sound, without knowing where this

Hawthorne is, and now he tells us that because of his merry little romp, we

could be leading these Servants of Twilight straight to us!  Yeah, I really want

to calm down."  Brooklyn roared, his eyes flaring.

     "Brooklyn!"  Angela yelled, her eyes glowing red.  Brooklyn looked at her,

and his eyes returned to normal.

     "Stop it, Brooklyn.  We have to focus on the task."  Angela chided. 

Brooklyn sighed, looking dejected.

     "You're right.  I've been acting like a jerk.  Some Leader I'm turning out

to be."

     "It's all right."  Lexington began.  "It's been a little stressful for all

of us lately."

     Brooklyn looked to Ariel.  "Will using our powers give us away?"

     Ariel considered it.  "I don't think so.  The tracking ability affects only

other Children."

     Brooklyn snapped his fingers.  "Then if we just try to use what we have,

and limit you to when we need you, we should have a little bit of an advantage."

     Ariel frowned.  "You'll have to get used to it.  Once we gather Ophelia and

Hawthorne, I can't go with you to get the rest of the ring."

     "Why not?"  Broadway asked.

     "The prophecy says I have to remain, because supposedly I'm needed for some

outside task.  I can't remember how the passage goes exactly...not only that,

but there's a piece missing from it.  But it says that I'm to go with the six

Guardians, until they are six in number.  And then, I have to leave.  To find

the missing passage, presumedly."  Ariel frowned, remembering the image in the

spell.  In a castle, with a piece of paper, and another gargoyle besides. 

     Brooklyn glowered.  "Is this a habit of yours, concealing things until they

pop up in caual conversation?"

     Ariel smirked.  "I'm trying to stop that, believe me."

     Brooklyn rolled his eyes.  "All right.  That's not important now.  Let's

stop wasting time.  We have to find Hawthorne.  We can cover more ground if we

split up.  So, then, Angela, Lexington, you head northward.  Broadway and I will

go south.  Ariel, show us again what she looks like."

     Ariel frowned.  "Are you sure?"

     "It's a necessary risk.  None of us have really seen what she looks like." 

Lexington surmised.

     Ariel sighed.  "Fine."  He parted his hands, and an image of the teal

colored, black haired gargoyle appeared.

     "Make sure you get a good look."  Angela ordered.  Broadway looked at her.

     "Good morning, Mr. Phelps."  muttered Broadway.  All of them smiled,

grateful for the lightheartedness.

     After a second or two, when the four gargoyles had memorized her features,

Brooklyn spoke.  "Ariel, you stay here, on the off chance that she comes this

way.  Everyone else...meet back here in two hours."

     The gargoyles nodded.  Brooklyn looked skyward, realizing that he was

coming into his Leader role in the journey.

     "Let's go."  he sighed, and he and Broadway walked to the edge of the

warehouse, and soared off into the Pacific Coast sky.

     Angela and Lexington went in the other direction, lofting into the night.

     Ariel watched them go, and sighed.

********************************************************************************

********************************************************************************

********************************************************************************

********************************************************************************

****************

Chapter Two

          Questions and Answers

     "So, do you have any idea where we should start looking?"  Angela asked,

looking a little worried.

     Lexington thought for a second, and shrugged.  "I don't have a clue.  From

what we know, she kind of sounds like a person who likes excitement.  But,

that's not much to go on."

     "I don't see how we can find her."  Angela sighed, looking annoyed. 

     "Let's just try."  Lexington exclaimed, trying to sound optimistic, but

secretly feeling as dejected as Angela did.

     The two swooped down low, trying to see if there was any sign of their

quarry, but didn't come up with anything.  Finding an updraft, they glided back

up.

     "What makes me upset,"  Angela began, "is that we're going to spend so much

time looking for her, when my family on Avalon is in danger."

     Lexington just looked at her silently, trying to think of something to say. 

Angela looked to him. 

     "I keep thinking of the people Silhouette has turned, like Fox, and try to

picture Gabriel, or Ophelia, or the Guardian, or the Princess as one of them,

and I can't do it.  I just have this mental block, like I'm telling myself not

to think about it."

     "If my friends were in danger like that, I probably wouldn't be able to get

it off of my mind, either."  Lexington agreed, trying to be reassuring.  She

smiled back at him, weakly.

     Briefly, Lexington considered trying to make a move towards her, and let

her know that he was always going to be there for her.  Almost instantly, the

thought came up that he could probably make a move on her...but he dismissed it. 

Right now wasn't the time or the place.

     "Let's keep looking."  Lexington smiled.  "The faster we find her, the

faster we can go help your friends."

********************************************************************************

********************************

     Half an hour after Brooklyn had given the plan, Brooklyn and Broadway

landed on the roof of a McDonald's.

     "You know what?"  Broadway suddenly began.  "I'm hungry."

     Brooklyn agreed.  "We haven't eaten anything since last night, have we?"

     "Since we woke UP last night.  I just noticed that now."  Broadway pointed

out. 

     Brooklyn thought.  "But we don't have any way of getting any food.   The

kitchen in the castle's what, six thousand miles away?"

     "And we can't just stroll in here, or anywhere else, and ask for

something."  Broadway sighed, dissappointed.

     Brooklyn looked over, and saw that on the roof of the building next door

was a white sheet, hung on a clothesline.  It was small, too small for Broadway,

but Brooklyn thought he might be able to fit his slender frame inside.

     He jumped over the space between the edges, and grabbed the sheet.  Coming

back, he folded his wings, and wrapped it around himself.

     "Now how are you going to explain that?"  Broadway asked, eyeing him

suspiciously. 

     "I can say I was at a costume party, or something.  I just have to make

sure that my tail and my beak are inside.  Which,"  he groaned, trying to fit

himself so that all of him was concealed, "might be a bit of a problem."

     He twisted, trying to cover himself, but the sheet wasn't complying.

     Finally, he gave up.  "This isn't going to work."  he cried, throwing the

sheet on the ground.

     "You don't have to do all that." a voice came from behind them.

     Brooklyn and Broadway spun around, to see who had just spoken, coming face

to face with the gargoyle in the vision.

     She had jet black hair, and facial features similar, but not identical to

Angela's.  Her skin was a teal color, and she was wearing a black and blue Umbro

jacket and cutoff blue jeans.  She was leaning against a flagpole, her arms

crossed, and her mouth turned upwards in an appraising smile.

     Brooklyn couldn't stop staring.  She's the most beautiful gargoyle I've

ever seen, he thought, and he had to make a conscious effort to keep his mouth

from dropping open.  It was love at first sight.

     Broadway was staring too, partly because the one they'd been looking for

had just walked right up behind them, partly by her beauty.  But he, at least,

could regain his composure.

     "Uh, I'm Broadway, and this is Brooklyn.  You're Hawthorne, right?"

     Hawthorne blinked.  "Uh, yeah..." she began quietly, and then noticed

Brooklyn's staring.

"Is there something wrong with your friend, there?"

     Broadway kicked Brooklyn.

     "Ow!"  Brooklyn cried, but caught himself. 

     "Uh...n-no, I just..." he stammered, failing to explain himself.

     Hawthorne looked at him in amusement.  "It's okay.  You probably just

forgot you were looking, right?"

     "Uh...yeah..."  Brooklyn agreed, not daring to look at her again.

     "Probably from the starvation, right?"  Hawthorne smiled, looking at the

grounded sheet.  "It's okay.  I know a place we can get something to eat.  You

wouldn't want anything here anyway.  Normally, I don't have anything against

McDonald's, but I don't think this guy knows the meaning of the word

'sanitation'." 

     "Something to eat?  Hawthorne, you're speaking my language!"  Broadway

beamed, walking over to her.  "You coming, Brook?

     "Sure!  Uh, I guess so.  Well, if you want me to...that is..."  Brooklyn

stammered.  Broadway walked back, sighed, gave him a look reading "Get your act

together."  Brooklyn shot him a glance, and walked up with them.  The three of

them flew off, and soared eastward, stopping in an alleyway behind a small cafe.

     "The owner here knows me, and whenever I want, I can come here, and he'll

give me and any company I have free food.  It's part of an arrangement I got for

saving his life from a mugger last month.  I keep an eye out for his cafe, he

feeds me.  Convenient arrangement for the both of us."  Hawthorne explained. 

She walked up to the back entrance, and knocked three times.

     The door opened, and a small, meek little man with glasses peered out. 

Seeing Hawthorne, he relaxed.

     "Hawthorne!"  he sighed.  "I thought it was you."

     "Yeah, well, you were right.  Listen, Mr. Brooks, I've got two friends here

who need some food.  So...well, would you mind?"

     Mr. Brooks looked back at the kitchen.  "Not at all.  I'm not busy."

     "Good.  I'll have an order of poutine, with...uh a coffee, Swiss Mocha,

double creme and sugar.  What do you guys want?"  Hawthorne asked.

     Brooklyn and Broadway looked at each other blankly.  "What...exactly did

you just order?"  Brooklyn asked.

     "Poutine."

     "What's that?"  Brooklyn asked again.

     "It's just french fries with melted cheese.  And gravy.  I'll assume you

know what the coffee is."

     Broadway thought for a second.  "Well, uh, I'll have...uh, what do you

have?"

     Mr. Brooks sighed, and handed him a menu from a table behind him.

     Brooklyn looked at the choices.  "I'll have the poutine too, I guess."

     "And I'll have just plain french fries."  Broadway ordered.  "LOTS of

gravy.  And a sandwich.  Uh, the roast beef.  And the coffee.  Just black."  His

reading was near flawless now, since he'd been practising nightly for over a

year now.

     "Okay.  Do you want coffee too?"  Mr. Brooks asked Brooklyn.

     "Yeah.  Just black, too."

     "Okay."  Mr. Brooks exclaimed.  "That'll be ready in about ten minutes."

     "Uh, could we get two sandwiches too, in a bag to go?"  Broadway called. 

Mr. Brooks nodded, and shut the door.

     "For you?"  Brooklyn asked.

     "No.  For Lex and Angela.  I don't think they've eaten either."  Broadway

explained.

     Hawthorne sat down on the step.  "Well, you two seem to know who I am.  How

about you introduce yourselves?"

     "Uh, I'm Brooklyn, and this is Broadway."  Brooklyn began, stammering a

little, but overcome of his previous nervousness.

     "As in, 'There's a broken heart for every lamp on'?"  Hawthorne asked.

     "Uh, yeah.  Anyway, we're from New York City, and we're...well, we'd better

explain that later, once you meet the others."  Brooklyn elaborated, thinking

Ariel might be able to explain it better.

     "Well, I'm Hawthorne, from Cl...Nanaimo,"  she caught herself, "and I'm a

little curious as to how the two of you know my name."

     "We...were looking for you."  Broadway explained.

     "Looking for me?"

     "Yeah.  We...had to find you, because a friend of ours has to talk to you." 

Brooklyn interrupted, shooting Broadway a glance that said "Let Ariel explain

it."

     "Why does this friend of yours have to talk to me?"

     "We don't know."  Broadway lied.  "He never told us."

     "Aha.  Well, do you want to eat first?"

     Brooklyn thought for a second.  "Yeah.  Lex and Angela won't be back for

another hour, so we have time."

     "Who are Lex and Angela?"  Hawthorne asked.

     "Two more friends of ours."  Brooklyn explained.

     The three of them talked for a little while after that, having a genuine

good time.  Brooklyn seemed to be Hawthorne's favorite though, since she seemd

to appreciate his dry wit.

     That's a good sign, Brooklyn thought, suddenly realizing that he might

actually be in love with her.

     Ten minutes later, the door knocked.  Hawthorne opened it, and Mr. Brooks

walked out, carrying a tray with the gargoyles' food on it.  There was a plastic

bag with two sandwiches in it, and Broadway took them and put them on the step. 

They thanked him, and he walked back into the restaurant.

     "Mmm."  Hawthorne sighed, taking a deep sip of her coffee.  "Mr. Brooks

makes the best coffee in Nanaimo."

     Brooklyn took a drink too, and instantly burned the roof of his mouth.  His

eyes widened, and he spit the coffee out of his mouth.

     "Hot!" he yelled, embarrassed.

     Hawthorne and Broadway burst out laughing.  Brooklyn shot them an icy

glance, but grinned sheepishly.

     Hawthorne wiped tears of laughter from her eyes.  "Oh, my." she chuckled. 

"That was the funniest thing I've seen all night.  If Whistler were here..."

     "Who's Whistler?"  Broadway asked.

     Hawthorne sighed.  "He was my friend, who came with me from the sound.  I'm

not originally from Nanaimo, you know."

     Brooklyn looked to Broadway.  "Oh, really?  Where are you from?" he asked,

knowing perfectly well.

     "Clayoquot Sound.  I left there because it got boring.  I'm just not the

protector type, myself.  That's why I weasled the food deal out of Mr. Brooks,

because I didn't want to feel like just a blind protector of the defenseless

anymore.  I'm not heartless...if someone's in trouble, I'll help them...but

anyway.  He came with me, but he was lost.  I mean, deep down, he still felt a

need to really just protect others.  I don't know if I've lost that or what, but

it just didn't seem to affect me, not like it did Whistler.  Anyway, one day,

Whistler just gave up, and flew to the Queen Charlotte Islands, where my clan is

originally from."

     Broadway finished his fries, and bit into the sandwich.  "Have you ever

seen him again?"

     "No.  I don't even know if he made it back safe.  When my clan first moved

to Clayoquot Sound, we lost three gargoyles.  It's over 600 kilometres from

Queen Charlotte to Clayoquot.  Straight up.  We had to hug the coastal areas,

and that makes it even longer, and more dangerous."

     Brooklyn felt a surge of sympathy.  "I...I'm sure he's all right."

     "Yeah, probably.  It's just, sometimes, I kind of wish he'd stayed, or I'd

went with him, just so I''d know if he was safe or not."

     Broadway was about to say something when he noticed a clock on the other

side of the street.

     "Whoa..."  he began.

     Brooklyn tensed.  "What?"

     "Lex and Angela are going to be back in 25 minutes."

     "So?"  Hawthorne raised an eyebrow.

     "So, they don't know where we are.  We have to go meet them, and we can't

be wasting time."  Brooklyn explained.

     He grapped his plate of poutine, and carefully balanced it on his forearm. 

"Make sure you bring those sandwiches, Broadway.  Lex and Angie will probably be

starving." 

     "Well, I'll see you two later, then."  Hawthorne said good-bye.  She began

to climb up the building.

     "Uh, we need you to come with us."  Broadway interrupted.

     "Why?"

     Brooklyn sighed as he set the poutine down.  "Our friend wants to talk to

you."  He took the plate, and set it between his teeth, holding onto it as he

scaled the wall of the cafe.

     "Oh.  All...all right."  Hawthorne exclaimed nervously.  She was curious as

to what this friend was going to say.  And she might not like what she's going

to hear, Broadway thought, remembering Brooklyn's reaction.

     Brooklyn had gotten to the roof, and was quickly finishing his poutine. 

"Let's go!"  he called.

     Broadway stuffed the plastic baggie with the sandwiches into his belt, and

scaled the building.  Hawthorne followed, a worried look on her face.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     Lexington and Angela landed on the warehouse, and sat down heavily next to

Ariel.

     "We couldn't find her."  Lexington explained.  "We checked everywhere we

could think of."

     "I just hope that Brooklyn and Broadway had better luck."  Angela sighed.

     Suddenly, Ariel noticed three winged figures gliding towards the warehouse. 

     "Is that them?"  he asked.

     Lexington squinted.  "Yeah, it is, but there's someone else with them."

     "They must have found Hawthorne.!"  Angela exclaimed, jumping up.

     The three landed, and Broadway tossed Angela the bag of sandwiches.  Not

realizing how hungry they were, Lexington and Angela tore into the sandwiches,

devouring them in seconds.

     Ariel heard the three ringing sounds in his mind again.  They found her, he

thought.

     "Thank you so much!"  Angela cried, her mouth full.

     Ariel stared at Brooklyn and Broadway in shock.  "Where's mine?"

     "Oh...I'm sorry, I didn't think you ate."  Broadway apologized, feeling

sheepish.

     "Of course I eat, you dolt!  I...you must be Hawthorne..."  Ariel calmed

down, looking at her.

     "Hi."  Hawthorne greeted.

     "Hawthorne, this is Lexington, Angela, and Ariel."  Brooklyn introduced. 

Angela, Lexington and Ariel walked up to her, and exchanged pleasantries.

     "I'm told one of you wants to talk to me." Hawthorne asked.  Ariel,

Lexington, and Angela looked at Brooklyn and Broadway in confusion.

     "We thought it would be best if you explained it to her, Ariel."  Brooklyn

explained.

     "Thanks a lot."  Ariel shot back.

     "Explain what?"  Hawthorne asked, blinking.

     Ariel sighed.  "The reason the five of us are here for you."

     Hawthorne crossed her arms, and looked questioningly at Brooklyn.  He

looked down, seemingly intent on studying his feet.

     "You should know that you are the most important being in the universe

right now, Hawthorne."  Ariel began.

     "Most important?"  Hawthorne asked, sitting down.

     And then Ariel explained everything.  About Silhouette, about him, about

the dangers and the prophecy, and about the magic.  He told her about her role

as the Ringbearer, about how she had to join the quest, and the risks it would

invvolve.  He told her about the powers she had, and about her role in the six.

     "Do you understand?"  Ariel asked when he finished.

     Hawthorne was shaking with rage.  "If this is a joke, I'm not laughing."

     "It's no joke, Hawthorne."  Lexington explained. 

     Hawthorne glared at him.  "Now where the hell do the five of you get off,

telling me this crap?"

     Brooklyn looked at her.  "It's not crap."  Although I wish it was, he

thought.

     "Haven't you heard about the people with the black eyes on the news yet?" 

Ariel sputtered.

     "Of course I've heard of it!  It's the Richmond Plague, nothing more, not

some episode of magical power!  There's no such thing as magic, and this is all

just some kind of childish prank.  Well, it isn't funny."

     "No such thing as magic?  I'm a Child of Oberon!"  Ariel exclaimed.

     "And what is that, now?"

     "It's a faerie!  A being of pure magic!"  Ariel choked, becoming upset. 

"Look!  I'll prove it to you!"

     He waved, and before the others could protest, he blasted a spectacular

beam of light at Hawthorne.  She was caught in a dazzling spectrum of color, and

she screamed at him to stop.

     Ariel did so, and Hawthorne glared at him.

     "Believe me now?"  Ariel asked, smug.

     "As a matter of fact, I don't."  Hawthorne yelled, bitterly.

     She turned to the gargoyles, but most prominantly to Brooklyn and Broadway.

     "I trusted the two of you."  she began.   "I helped you, told you my pain,

let you be my friends.  Do you know how long I've been waiting for a gargoyle I

could open up my heart to?  Since Whistler!  I especially liked you, Brooklyn,

because I thought you could truly understand me.  But instead, you repay me with

lies, cock-eyed stories about how I'm needed to save the world, and tricks of

the light."

     She walked up to Brooklyn, her eyes boring into his soul.  "How could you?"

     Brooklyn looked at her.  "We aren't lying!  Look, I've died because of this

thing before!  Why would I lie about it?"

     Hawthorne simply stared at him.

     "Drop dead, Brooklyn."  she spat, and she turned and flew off the building.

     Brooklyn was tempted to yell "Been there, done that" at her, and let it

drop, but something told him not to let her go.  He raced after her, and

followed her into the night.

     "Hawthorne!"  he called.  "Wait up!"

     Hawthorne turned back at him.  "GO TO HELL, YOU BASTARD!"  she screamed at

the top of her lungs.

     Brooklyn scowled.  Really, that was the straw that broke the camel's back.

     He spread his wings even further, and sped up.  His eyes flared, and he

soon caught up with Hawthorne.  Roaring, he lashed his tail around her wrist. 

She gasped in surprise, and fought back, trying to scratch his face.  Instead of

dodging it, though, he moved closer, and crashed into her.  The two tumbled, and

crashed into the roof of a nearby building.  Hawthorne rolled on her shoulder,

and went skidding into a brick chimney, smacking her shoulder.  Brooklyn went

sailing into the wall, knocking his head, scraping his knee, and tearing his

wing membrane on a piece of loose brickwork.  He roared in pain.

     Hawthorne got up, rubbing her shoulder.  "First you lie to me, then you try

to kill me.  Nice, Brooklyn, real nice."

     Brooklyn got up, feeling a dull, throbbing pain in his wing.  "First of

all, I didn't want to do that.  And secondly, do think I'd be trying this hard

to convince you if it was all some childish prank?"  He inspected his wing,

frowning at the tear. 

     "I don't know how far you're willing to go, but leave me out of it!"

     Brooklyn shook his head.  "I can't do that.  I have to make you see the

truth."

     "I see the truth, all right.  You're a conniving, lying, son of a..."

     "Hawthorne!"  Brooklyn hissed.

     Hawthorne glared at him.  "Don't talk to me anymore."

     Brooklyn's eyes flared.  "What is wrong with you?  Why aren't you willing

to accept that maybe what we're saying to you is true?"

     Hawthorne shook her head, and sat down. "I just can't accept that.  My

reality doesn't have room for creatures like that, evil and wanting to destroy

the world.  I just don't believe in it.  This whole thing is like an episode of

'The X-Files' to me, and whenever you or Lexington or Ariel tells me about

things like this Silhouette of yours, I keep expecting to see Mulder and

Scully."

     Brooklyn looked saddened, as if recalling a painful memory.  He sat down

beside her.

     "Hawthorne..."  he began.  "When Ariel first came to the four of us, back

in New York City...did it even occur to you how we got from New York to here?"

     "You're going to tell me magic, aren't you."  she muttered in disgust.

     Brooklyn looked uncomfortable.  "Yeah.  Well, anyway, when Ariel came to

us, we'd just had a first hand experience with this Silhouette and her

creatures.  We had a battle, and...well, she killed me when I tried to save my

friends."

     "How are you..."

     "Ssh.  Let me explain."

     Hawthorne frowned, but remained silent.

     "She killed me, and because of Ariel's prophecy, I was brought back.  Now,

I was as reluctant to believe what he was saying at first too, but I had a first

hand experience to help me see that I was needed, and that I had no choice but

to trust Ariel's cause.  I've seen what's happening, so that's why I believe."

     "Well, I haven't seen.  And I don't believe."  Hawthorne sighed, seeming to

settle down.

     "And I don't blame you for being skeptical.  But look...when I first heard

it, the reason I didn't believe was because I was frightened."

     Hawthorne looked at him, as if coming up on a revelation.  "Frightened?"

     "I'm scared to death of this thing.  But Broadway, Angela and Lexington

convinced me.  I'm not sure of why I'm doing what I'm doing, but I know that I

have to do it.   And I believe."

     Brooklyn cleared his throat.  "Hawthorne, do you trust me?"

     "I-I don't know...I WANT to..."  she whispered, her defenses crumbling.

     "If you trust me, if you REALLY trust me, you'll...well, look into my

eyes."

     Hawthorne looked into Brooklyn's eyes, which were dead serious.  He simply

stared back, not saying a word.

     Hawthorne's mouth fell open.  "It's the truth, isn't it.  This whole thing,

all this stuff you've been telling me, it's the truth, isn't it?  I don't know

how I know it, but you just look so...honest...that I can't believe you'd lie. 

Everything that Ariel character told me is true."  Even she couldn't believe

that it was true, but somehow, she just knew.

     Brooklyn smiled.  "Yeah.  I don't want to believe it, but I know it's

happening.  That's why I have to go, no matter how I feel about it.  I know

where you're coming from...I really don't want to be going either."

     "But it just doesn't make sense..."  Hawthorne frowned, sitting down.

     "No."  Brooklyn agreed, settling down beside her, feeling a momentary flare

of pain as his wing moved.

     "I was such a jerk, wasn't I."  Hawthorne muttered, finally believing the

unbelievable.

     "Don't worry.  I think I reacted the same way."  Brooklyn laughed.

     Hawthorne looked up at him.  "You don't know how sorry I am."

     Brooklyn didn't say a word.  Instead, he moved closer to her.  She rested

her head on his shoulder.

     I could kiss her, Brooklyn thought.  I could just lean down, right now, and

kiss her.

     But he didn't.  He just looked into her eyes, and sighed.

     "I really, really, like you."  he sighed.  "That's why I want you to be

happy with the choice you make.  You know what will happen if you don't go, but

if you honestly don't want to, I won't force you."

     Hawthorne looked at him.  "I just don't know.  It's like...all this time,

I've been living in this little reality, and you and your friends just widened

it for me.  Maybe I'm just not adjusted to the shock yet."

     Brooklyn laughed.  "You get used to it.  I've seen a lot of strange things. 

Technically, I'm only here because of magic."

     "Because she killed you?" 

     "Not only that...I'm not originally from New York City."

     "Where, then?"

     Brooklyn smirked.  "Tenth century Scotland."

     Hawthorne frowned.  "Now you're lying."

     "No, I'm not.  Really, I lived in tenth century Scotland, but I was put

under a magical spell that turned me and the survivors of my clan into stone for

a thousand years.  I didn't wake up until 1994."

     "I would have liked to have seen your expression."  Hawthorne smiled, not

questioning,  finally beginning to accept the gravity of what was going on.

     "I'm told it was pretty graphic."

     Brooklyn and Hawthorne looked at each other.  "Well, have you decided?" he

asked.

     Hawthorne sighed.  "I guess I might as well go along.  If Ariel's right,

then I'm needed."

     She blinked.  "It'll feel so wierd to protect others again."

     Brooklyn smiled.  "I'm sure you'll get used to it."

     "Yeah.  I'm sure I will."

     Hawthorne got up, and extended her hand.  Brooklyn took it, and used it as

leverage.

     "Oh, my God!"  Hawthorne exclaimed.

     "What is it?"

     "Your wing!"  Hawthorne cried.  "It's torn!"

     Brooklyn looked back.  "I noticed."

     She reached back, and gingerly touched it.  Pain flared up the nerves in

Brooklyn's wing.

     "OwOwOwOwOWWW!!!!!!"  he cried, and the pain increased.  Every time his

wing moved, the air made the cut hurt.

     "I'm sorry!"  Hawthorne winced. 

     Brooklyn gave a patient smile, and the pain died down to a dull tingling.

     "Will you be able to glide?"  Hawthorne asked, concerned.

     "Yeah.  It's nothing."

     Hawthorne frowned.  "Don't give me that male bravado.  You aren't fooling

anyone.  Now, are you going to be able to glide or not?"

     Brooklyn inspected the cut again.  "I should be able to, if I take it easy. 

No wing acrobatics."

     "All right.  Well, let's get back to that warehouse, then.  If we're going

on this quest, then we'd better get started."

     Brooklyn looked at her.  "So you're decided for sure?"

     Hawthorne smiled.  "Yeah, count me in.  Someone's got to look after you."

     The two chuckled, and then glided...slowly and carefully...back to the

warehouse.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     Broadway saw them first.

     "He's got her with him!"  he called.

     Brooklyn and Hawthorne swooped down, Brooklyn wincing.

     "You're injured."  Angela stated.

     "Will you be all right?"  Lexington asked, concerned.

     "As long as I take it easy."  Brooklyn explained.

     "And I'm going to make sure that he does."  Hawthorne smiled.

     Angela's eyes widened.  "You're coming?"

     "Yippers.  I don't have anything else to do.  Besides, your friend there

does a pretty mean convincing act."  Hawthorne smiled at Brooklyn, who winked. 

But secretly, Brooklyn wondered if she honestly understood what it was that she

was getting into.

     "Well, then, time to make it official."  Ariel sighed.  He rose up, and

began to glow.

     "Remember, they can track us."  Broadway reminded him.

     "If she's coming, we won't be here much longer anyway."  Ariel retorted.

     "One ring to rule them all, one ring to find them/One ring to bring them

all and in the darkness bind them/This is the charge that hath been given to

thee/So thou must use this power to make darkness see!"  he cried.  The green

light shot out to Hawthorne, and created a circle around her head.  It

contracted, and vanished.

     "You're truly the ringbearer now."  Ariel grinned.  Hawthorne smiled

weakly.

     Ariel descended.  "And then there were five."  he beamed.

********************************************************************************

********************************************************************************

********************************************************************************

********************************************************************************

****************

Chapter Three

          The Homefront

The Eyrie Building

     "Hi."  Elisa smiled as she flashed the pass card at the security guard.

     "Retinal scan."  The guard replied.

     "What?"

     "Retinal scan.  Orders fom Mr. Xanatos.  Anyone entering this building must

be retinally scanned to make sure that they're free of the Richmond Virus."

     Grumbling, Elisa lowered her eyes to the scanner.  As the machine took a

scan, and its light flashed green, Elisa looked up.

     "This is overkill, you know."  she muttered.

     The security guard shrugged.  "Take it to Mr. Xanatos, Ms. Maza."  he

sighed.  Elisa took back the pass card, and walked to the elevator.

     She pressed the button for the castle, and the elevator shot up 145 stories

to the top.  Elisa got out, and walked right into Owen Burnett, carrying a

retinal scanner.

     "Good evening, Ms. Maza."  he greeted, as he passed the scanner over her.

     "I was just scanned downstairs!"  Elisa yelled.

     Owen blinked.  "Mr. Xanatos is not taking any chances.  If one person

subverted by Silhouette were to get up here, then there could be nothing

stopping him from subverting Alexander."

     "I can understand the sentiment.  Are Goliath and the others here?"

     "Goliath, Hudson and Bronx are here."  Owen sighed.  "The others have

decided to take Ariel up on his offer."

     "They decided to go?"

     "Yes."  Owen reported.  "They did."

     "Oh."  Elisa sighed.  "Well, then, I'll just go up to the roof, then, if

you don't mind."

     "It's no trouble at all."  Owen smiled.

     Elisa smirked back, and walked up to the roof.

********************************************************************************

********************************

Avalon

     Silhouette was having a wonderful time.

     She was lounging on the throne, eating grapes, as Calpurnia fanned her

again.  From her mirror, she had seen that the Ringbearer had joined the

company.

     That meant that five of the six needed were there.

     "Have you found the others yet?"  Silhouette asked a gargoyle that stood

before the throne.

     "No, my lady."  Tybalt replied.  "They haven't been found.  We're searching

still."

     "Good."  Silhouette sighed.  "When you find them, subvert all of them

except this one."  she ordered, an image of Ophelia floating in the mirror.

     "What would you have us do with her?"  Tybalt asked.

     Silhouette shrugged.  "Kill her.  I don't care how.  Just make it quick."

     Tybalt sneered sadistically.  "Yes, my lady."

     Tybalt stalked off, looking for something to hate.

     Silhouette stood up, and looked in the mirror.  In it, an image of the five

gargoyles appeared, along with Ariel, standing on a roof.  In Nanaimo, British

Columbia.  Ariel had used his magic too many times, and had let himself be

found.  But, as she watched, the little one spoke the spell, and the ball of

flame made them disappear. 

     She couldn't tell where they were by Ariel's magic.  She didn't need to. 

She knew where they were going.

     "To Avalon."  Sil cried out in glee.

     She projected a thought at Tybalt, telling him to be on the lookout for

five unsubverted gargoyles.  She sent a picture of them, and told him to kill

them if they arrived at all on Avalon.

     "That should do it."  she sighed contentedly.

     Then, she waved, and the mirror dissipated to show the Earth. 

     The humans were finally figuring out that something was afoot.  Silhouette

knew, from periodically travelling through the mirror, that the humans were

convinced that a disease was what was afflicting them, when the truth was much

more sinister.  Let them think what they want, Silhouette sneered.  If they feel

they can deal better with a pestilence, then so be it.  It made her job a whole

lot easier.

     There still weren't enough people subverted in any area of the world to

make it complete.  Right now, in New York City, about 90 000 people were

subverted.  Once they all were, then Silhouette could advance to phase

two...total subversion.

     In other words, what had happened already to Avalon.

     Silhouette was certain that New York would be the first to become totally

subverted.  The illness had begun there, so that was the most likely place it

would finish first.  Simple logic.  QED.

     What worried her more was those five gargoyles.

     But they weren't a serious problem. because they needed the ring.

     And she had the first piece.

     And even if they did manage to get the entire six pieces, their immunity

ended the second they were all joined.

     Silhouette smiled.  Sooner or later, the gargoyles would have to come to

Castle Avalon, and when they did, well...

     They'd be in for a big surprise, wouldn't they?

     Silhouette smiled, and went back to her throne, nursing her nefarious

plans.

********************************************************************************

********************************

Temporary 23rd Precinct House

     Maria Chavez sighed, and tried to rehang the picture of her family. 

Something was wrong with the wall she'd hung it on before, and the picture kept

falling.

     With a nail in hand, she positioned the frame.  As she was about to nail it

in, though, Matt Bluestone barged through the door.  Maria lost the picture, and

it went falling to the floor, shattering.

     Matt didn't even notice.  "Captain!"  he yelled.  "We have a crisis

situation in the holding area!"

     "What kind of crisis?"  Maria asked, her angst over the picture forgotten.

     "Come on!  I'll explain on the way!"  Matt panted, and he dashed out the

door.  Maria

sighed, grabbed her crutches, and followed Matt as fast as she could.

     "Bluestone, what is going on?"  she called as he slowed down to meet her

pace.

     Matt looked at her.  "One of the rookies took a Richmond infected mugger

and locked him up in a holding cell."

     "WHAT?  We're under orders by the police commisioner to have all Richmond

carriers transported to the nearest quarantine facility!"  Maria fumed. 

     "But that's not all.  The rookie was sub...er, infected, and began giving

it to everyone he could see.  We've got at least ten officers down, and noone

can get close enough to get any of them."

     Maria sighed.  "Come on." She turned down the stairs, hobbling for the

detention area.

     When they got there, they found a scene in total chaos.  Hiding behind the

wall were seven SWAT officers, with facial protection,  firing tear gas.  But

occasionally, beams of darkness blasted from the room under siege, knocking

anything they hit into the wall.

     One of the SWAT officers looked at Chavez, and groaned.  "You...clear the

area."  he told Matt.  Matt grimaced, but retreated, hiding behind a table.

     The SWAT officer pulled out a face mask, and threw it at Chavez.  "The

virus is spread by visual contact, M'am."  he informed her.  "If you have to be

here, you have to wear facial protection."

     Maria pulled on the mask.  She grabbed a megaphone from the SWAT officer,

and began to yell.

     "This is an NYPD SWAT team.  Surrender now.  You need medical attention."

she called.

     The blasts stopped.  Tentatively, the SWAT team stopped their fire.

     "Good.  Now, we're coming in.  You need medical attention, so please, allow

us to help you." Maria continued.

     Then, a shadowy form leaked around from the corner.  Before anyone could

react, it solidified into the subverted form of John Morgan.  He grabbed Captain

Chavez, and ripped off her mask.

     "One move,"  he warned, "and I subvert her."  While the officers were

distracted, more shadows leaked out, and became people once more.  Unresisted,

they pulled off the SWAT team's masks, and subverted them.

     John looked at Chavez, and smiled.

     "John..."  Maria began, suddenly very afraid.

     "Yes, Maria?"  he asked.

     "John, listen.  You need to get to a hospital..." 

     Maria saw the darkness leak from John's eyes.  She felt the presence, and

she didn't even try to resist.  As Matt watched from behind the table, the

captain's eyes darkened to pitch black.

     Within seconds, the real Maria Chavez was gone.

     Matt Bluestone bolted.

********************************************************************************

********************************

The Eyrie Building

     "Elisa!"  Goliath yelled.

     Elisa ran up to him, glad to see him.  Hudson came too, and Bronx, barking

happily.

     "Quite the warm reception."  she laughed.  "So, Brooklyn, Lex, Broadway and

Angela went with Ariel?"

     Goliath's face fell for a little bit, and then Elisa realized that his

previous enthusiasm had been rather strained.

     "Yes.  They left about six hours ago."

     "That long?  I didn't know I was that long at the station."  Elisa blinked,

surprised.  "I guess time flies when you're filling out expenditure reports."

     "Hmmm."

     Elisa nodded.  "You guys are worried about them."

     "Astute, lass."  Hudson sighed.  "We can't help but be a little frightened

for them."

     Elisa smiled.  "Remember that Brooklyn, Broadway and Lexington have been in

a lot of worse scrapes than that.  They've saved us a lot of times...like that

incident with the Pack last year.  And Angela was with us all through the Avalon

odyssey." 

     "Yes.  You are right.  But I'm still nervous.  And I will probably remain

so until I see them safely here, at the castle again."  Goliath muttered.

     Elisa walked up to him, her hair blowing in her face.  "Goliath, just keep

a positive mindset.  Don't be so worried all of the time.  They'll be fine."

     She sighed.  "So, what are we going to do in the meantime?"

     Goliath's eyes widened.

     "We might as well try to help stop this on the homefront."  Elisa

continued.

     "We've restarted our patrols.  We were out on one about three hours ago,

but wherever these Servants of Twilight are, they've been keeping out of sight. 

We saw maybe five the entire patrol."  Hudson reported.

     "And when we returned, we were forced to undergo retinal scans."  Goliath

growled.

     "I had to go through the same thing.  Xanatos is just being protective of

his son."

     Goliath was about to say something when Owen rushed up onto the parapet.

     "Detective Maza, there is an emergency call for you here, from your

partner, Detective Bluestone.  He says it's most urgent."

     "Uh, thank you, Owen."  Elisa replied.

     She took the cellular phone from his hand.  "Matt, what's on your mind?"

     "Elisa,"  came the haggard, frightened voice.  "Those subverted

monsters...they've overrun the station.  They've subverted the Captain."

     "WHAT?"  Elisa screamed.

     "Elisa, I just barely got out of there.  My car's still parked

outside...I'm calling from Fifth Avenue.  I ran from the station to get here. 

Elisa, I need you to come get me."

     "Okay, Matt.  Uh, where are you?"

     "I'm at a phone booth, just outside of the Metro Museum of Art."

     "S-sure, Matt.  I'll be over in a few minutes."  she sighed.  She pressed

the "Disconnect" button, and nearly collapsed.

     "What was that about, then?"  Hudson asked, concerned.

     "Servants of Twilight just attacked the station."  she replied, her eyes

closed.  "They've subverted everyone, even Captain Chavez.  Matt was the only

one who escaped, he says.   He ran, but didn't have a chance to get his car, and

he needs me to pick him up."

     "Are you certain that he is all right?"  Goliath asked.

     "He's fine.  He got out okay."

     "I mean, are you sure he wasn't subverted?"

     Elisa's eyes opened.  "I never even considered it.  I don't know."

     Goliath nodded.  "Perhaps Hudson and I should go as well, to make certain

that you are protected.  In case Matt is..."  he didn't need to finish.

     "Fine.  I'll take my car.  You two follow above, at a safe distance.  I'll

signal if there's trouble."  Elisa planned.

     "Good."  Hudson nodded.  "You be careful, lass."

     "Yes, Hudson."  she smiled.  Deep down, she was incredibly worried, though.

     She headed for the stairs.  "I'll see you too later."  she sighed.

     Hudson and Goliath looked at each other.  As she descended down the steps,

Goliath knelt and scratched Bronx's ears.  "Bronx, you stay here, and guard the

castle.  Hudson, let's go."

     Hudson nodded.  He and Goliath leapt up onto the ledge, and glided off. 

     Bronx watched them go, and sat down on his haunches.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     His name was Jean Gauthier.  He was one of the recently subverted as well,

and he had a vendetta.

     Three years ago, he'd applied for a job as a research biologist at Xanatos

Enterprises.  The CEO, David Xanatos, had done the interview, and rejected him. 

Jean had been crushed, and had spent the last three years in the unemployment

line.

     Tonight, however, the tables would turn.

     Jean, like all of the subverted, was advised to subvert others

indiscriminately.  After all, the more, the merrier.  But Jean wanted to be the

one to get David Xanatos, and he wanted to do it tonight.

     As he walked into the lobby of the Eyrie Building, wearing dark sunglasses,

he nearly bumped into a woman running outside.  She was very beautiful, with jet

black hair, a red jacket and blue jeans.  He briefly considered subverting her,

but decided not to.  Security in this place was rumored to be very high now, and

Jean didn't want to attract any unnecessary attention.

     But, as it turned out, it didn't matter.

     The security guard stopped him, and told him to take his sunglasses off, to

take a retinal scan.  This skirmish couldn't be avoided, so Jean took off the

shades, and subverted the guard before he had time to press the alarm button. 

The guard, smiling, waved Jean on, and he walked to the elevator.

     Jean arrived in the castle, a new adiition since he'd last been in the

building.  Quickly, he searched for some indication of where Xanatos' office

was.  There was none.

     Jean was still looking when the major domo arrived.

     "May I help you?"  Owen Burnett asked, preparing the retinal scan.

     Jean took off the glasses.  "As a matter of fact, you can."  he stated. 

Owen looked up, and saw the raven black eyes.  He paled, and instantly swept

kicked Jean off of his feet.  Jean went flying, into the rug.  Owen pressed a

button on the scanner, and every alarm system in the castle came on

simultaneously.  Red lights flashed, and klaxons blared. 

     Jean got up, and rushed Owen.  Owen was knocked backwards, into the wall.

     David Xanatos ran into the Great Hall.  At the first sight of the Servant

of Twilight, Xanatos slapped a wall panel.  It slid away, revealing a laser

rifle.

     Jean blasted him with shadow.  Xanatos was knocked back, cracking his head

on a table.

     "Sir!"  Owen yelled.  "I'll hold this thing off.  You go and get Alexander

to safety!"

     Normally, David would have insisted Owen would get the baby, but this

wasn't a normal situation.  His son was in grave danger.

     He tossed the rifle to Owen, who caught it and took aim at Jean.  Xanatos

then ran in the direction of the nursery.

     Owen took careful aim.  He was about to pull the trigger when Jean rushed

him.

     Snarling like an animal, Jean knocked the rifle from Owen's hand.  Owen

fought back, but within seconds, he was pinned.  Jean spread the darkness, and

soon Owen Burnett's eyes were as black as the night. 

     Owen got up.  He pointed to the castle stairway, and then headed for the

nursery.

     A smile most un Owen-like was on his face.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     David opened the door to the nursery.  In a rush borne of desparation, he

grabbed his son from the crib where he was sleeping soundly.

     "Ssh, Alex, it's okay.  We've just got a little problem."  David groaned as

Alex woke.

      As an afterthought, he grabbed Gurg, and dashed out the door.

     Along the way, he bumped into Owen.

     "Owen,"  he began.  "Is the.."

     Then, Xanatos noticed his aide's eyes.

     Black as midnight.

     Owen smiled.  The blackness spread...

     Xanatos ducked, and plowed into Owen as hard as he could.  Alexander began

to cry as he was jolted around in his father's arms.

     "Sorry, Owen."  he whispered as he sprinted down the hall.  Behind him, he

could hear the thing which had once been his friend chase him.

     Praying to God, Xanatos ran for the elevators.  Pressing the button for the

helicopter pads, he hoped he'd make it.

     Then he remembered Goliath, Hudson, Bronx and Elisa.

     They were still in the castle.

     Dear God.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     Bronx sniffed around, looking for something to eat, when his sensitive ears

picked up somebody coming up the stairs.  Somebody Bronx sensed was bad news.

     Bronx walked to the stairwell, growling.  As the man came up, Bronx settled

down to pounce.

     But he wasn't quick enough.  A quick karate chop to the neck sent Bronx

sprawling on the ground, whimpering.

     Bronx looked up at the attacker.  It was a man...a man with black eyes.

     One might consider it merciful that Bronx didn't know what was about to

happen to him.

     But the effect was the same.  The darkness lanced out, and within seconds,

Bronx was the newest Servant of Twilight.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     Xanatos opened his eyes only when the elevator stopped on the helicopter

pad.  He could only hope that the gargoyles and Elisa had gotten away in time. 

Not only was a subverted Goliath a frightening thought, but he wouldn't forgive

himself if he'd just left them there to be changed into what Owen and Fox had

become.

     What was left of his hope died when he saw a shadowy form billow into Owen,

just in front of the door to the chopper.  Owen didn't see him...obviously, he'd

just gone there in case Xanatos had tried to escape with that method.  Which he

had.

     Silently, David backed into the elevator, and pressed the button for the

lobby.  He only hoped that Owen didn't hear the closing door.

     Unfortuantely,  he did.

     Owen turned, saw David standing in the elevator door, and smiled.

     Just as the door closed,  Jean Gauthier rematerialized, as did Owen.  David

was trapped.

     Owen came behind him, and snapped Alexander from his arms.  David turned,

prepared to defend his son, but Jean wrapped him in shadow.

     Alexander began to cry, but then Owen subverted him, and he became silent.

     David felt like he was about to cry.

     "Not you too, Alex."  he whispered.  "Not you too."

     Then, Jean subverted him as well.

********************************************************************************

********************************

Metropolitan Museum of Art

     Elisa pulled up to the phone booth, and looked up.  Overhead, she could see

Goliath and Hudson circling overhead, waiting for her signal.  She smiled.

     "My guardian angels."  she sighed.

     She looked out to the phone booth, and suddenly saw Matt Bluestone running

to the car.  She tensed, ready to jump out of the car at the first sight of

black eyes.

     But as Matt opened the door, she saw his eyes were the same light brown as

always, and she relaxed.

     "Hold on a second."  she smiled at Matt climbed in.  She leaned her head

out of the window, and waved at Goliath, in a gesture saying "It's all right." 

In response, the two gargoyles soared off, satisfied that she was safe.

     Matt buckled the seat belt, and ran his hands through his hair.  "Thanks

for picking me up."  he sighed.

     "Don't mention it."  Elisa sighed, starting the car. 

     Matt groaned.  "Elisa, they got almost everyone there.  John,

Maria...they're all subverted.  What do you think's going to happen?"

     "I don't know."  Elisa shrugged, pulling out into traffic.  "Brooklyn,

Broadway, Angela and Lexington left on that journey with Ariel, so we've got one

chance there."

     "Yeah, well, they'd better stop it."  Matt muttered.  "There's no other

way.  I just heard on the radio that there's so many 'cases' worldwide that the

CDC is ready to declare an epidemic. Elisa, it's getting worse."

     "I know that, Matt.  But there isn't anything we can do.  We're just going

to have to trust that Brooklyn and the others are gong to be able to stop it."

     The two of them rode in silence all the way back to Matt's apartment.  She

dropped him off, and rode home.

     As she opened the door, she sighed.  Cagney was there, purring.  Elisa

smiled, and rubbed his head.

     "Cagney wants some food?"  she asked, rubbing the cat's chin.  "I'll bet

Cagney does.  Yes, he does."

     She walked to the cupboard, and opened up a can of cat food.  Dumping it

into the dish, she watched at Cagney devoured it.

     Elisa sighed.  She was suddenly filled with despair.

     Looking out the window, she began to bite her fingernails, thinking of

Brooklyn and the others.

     Wherever you guys are, you'd better be careful, she thought.

********************************************************************************

********************************

The Eyrie Building

     Goliath and Hudson returned about a half an hour later.

     "It was lucky that Matt was normal."  Hudson sighed.  "Otherwise, we might

have had a situation on our hands."

     Goliath looked at him.  "Well, he's safe for the time being."  he muttered.

     Bronx lumbered out from the castle parapet.  Hudson smiled, and moved to

pet him.

     Then, he saw the dog's eyes, and paled.

     "Goliath..."  he began, but then Xanatos and Owen stepped out onto the

courtyard.

     "Don't be alarmed, Goliath."  Xanatos smiled, his eyes black as midnight. 

"We're here to help you see the light."

     "We've got to get away from here!"  Goliath yelled to Hudson, who was

drawing his sword.

     Hudson nodded.

     "What's your hurry?"  Owen asked, cruelly.  Bronx seemed to leer at the two

gargoyles in agreement.

     "Now!"  Goliath yelled.  Hudson spun, and bolted.  The two dove off of the

parapet, and soared away from the danger.  They weren't hindered.

     Their fists and expressions locked in rage, they flew off to Elisa's

apartment, the one safe haven they could think of.

********************************************************************************

********************************************************************************

********************************************************************************

********************************************************************************

****************

Chapter Four

          Paradise Lost

Avalon

     The flame appeared, and the six travellers tumbled into hell.

     Angela was the first to look up, at what had once been the island paradise

of Avalon.

     "Oh, my God."  she choked.

     "This is an island paradise?"  Hawthorne asked, incredulously

     "It wasn't always like this."  Ariel responded grimly.

     Lexington stood, ankle deep in the water, and shivered.  "What happened?"

     The beach was choked in shadow.  A black mist clung to the air like fog,

and the air was as cold as the grave.

     Hawthorne looked at the scene, and turned to Ariel.  "What did this?"  she

asked.

     Ariel simply gaped, not knowing how bad things had become.  "Silhouette has

done this."  he whispered.

     Silently, the six of them strode onto dry land.  They walked directly into

the mist, and at once, could barely see twenty feet ahead of them.

     "This fog is too thick!"  Brooklyn complained.

     "There's no way we can see through it."  Broadway added.

     "So, where are we going?"  Hawthorne asked, looking overwhelmed and

frightened.

     Ariel sighed.  "I...I don't know.  We have to find Ophelia, but I had no

idea things were this bad.  We may get lost easily.  And I can't use my magic,

because we're on Silhouette's turf now."

     "She'd probably be at the castle."  Angela muttered, her eyes still

unbelieving.

     "Are you sure?"  Brooklyn asked, trying to see ahead.

     "Well...I don't know.  We have to go and find out."  Angela fretted.

     "What if the castle's been taken by Silhouette?"  Lexington cautioned.

     "It wouldn't have been."  Angela exclaimed, not convincingly.  I hope, she

thought, silently.

     The six travellers began the trek to the castle, Angela leading.  Broadway

moved up to stand beside her, just in case...she looked ready to emotionally

collapse at any second.

     "Broadway.."  she spoke.  "What if my family is..."

     "Ssh." Broadway silenced her.  "They won't be.  They'll have found some way

to get out." 

     She looked at him, her eyes bloodshot. 

     "If they are...I don't know what I'll do."  Angela sighed.

     Broadway took her hand.  "I'm here to protect you.  Don't ever forget

that."

     Angela smiled at him, and her grip on his hand tightened.

     The six continued to walk towards the castle, but the closer they got to

it, the thicker the fog became.

     Finally, Brooklyn threw up his hands.  "This is impossible."  he cried.

     Lexington caught up to him.  "We can't just give up."

     Brooklyn glared at him.  "Well, do you have any suggestions on how to see

through this?"

     Lexington thought.  "No," he finally admitted.  "I don't."

     "I don't see how we can even find the castle in this."  Brooklyn sighed. 

"It's time to rethink our strategy."

     "Ssh."  Hawthorne silence him.  "Do you hear something?"

     A series of snapping twigs caught their attention.

     "Who is it?"  Hawthorne asked Angela.  The lavender gargoyle shrugged.

     And then, suddenly, a group of five gargoyles walked out of the mists.

     All of them had black eyes.

     "Quickly."  Broadway whispered.  "We've got to get out of here."

     "Brooklyn, what are those things?"  Hawthorne asked, confused.

     "They're what we're up against."  he spoke quietly. "Their eyes are black

because they've been subverted."

     The sextet managed to find some brush, and they hid behind it until the

patrol passed by.

     "I know them."  Angela shook her head in disbelief.  "They were friends of

mine..."

     Broadway took her hand.  "Don't get distracted.  We'll help them if we

can."

     The group waited for about two minutes before getting up.  Everyone was

totally silent.

     Brooklyn cleared his throat.  "Let's get started on our way again.  But we

have to be careful about patrols.  Silhouette might know we're coming."

     The gargoyles got up, and started on their way.

     But as they passed a cliffface, Lexington stepped on a large, dry twig,

which snapped in two with an audible crack.  He froze in fear, and looked to the

others.

     Then, they could hear voices.

     "Scatter!"  Brooklyn hissed.  The travellers hid in the fog.

     In about a minute, three figures stepped out into the mist from a cave.

     They were unsubverted.

     "Gabriel!"  Angela screamed.  She ran from the scrub, and crashed into him.

     "Angela?"  he asked, cautiously.  "It can't be you!"

     "It must be some trick by Silhouette."  Tom frowned, drawing his sword.

     "No!  Guardian, it's really me!  See?"  She touched his arm, to prove she

was really there.  His eyes widened.

     "Angela, can it really be you?"  Tom asked, shocked.

     She smiled.  "Yes.  It's me."

     "Are Goliath and Elisa here as well?"

     "No.  We found Manhattan, Guardian.  They aren't here.  But there's others

with me."

     "I still can't believe it's you."  Gabriel exclaimed, smiling.  The two

hugged.  Broadway looked on in shock.

     Another gargoyle walked out as well, and stared in shock at Angela.

     "Angela!" he cried, and he grabbed her hand.

     "Augustine!"  Angela cried, tears streaming down her face.  "You're all

right!"

     "Yes, lass.  How did ye get here...nevermind.  But we must get you into the

cave!  It's not safe out here!" 

     Angela nodded.  "Yes.  But I'm not alone.  I've come to save Avalon,

Guardian.  And I've brought help."  she beamed.

     Ariel stood up.  "Guess that's our cue."  He strode out and bowed.

     Brooklyn, Lexington, Hawthorne and Broadway stepped out as well.

     Tom, Gabriel and Augustine's eyes widened...especially Tom's.

     "I know ye from somewhere."  He told the Trio.

     Brooklyn looked at him in confusion.  "I'm afraid I don't remember you."

     "But I remember you.  My mother threw a stick at you the night before

Castle Wyvern was sacked.  And I was there when the three of ye were turned to

stone for a millenium."

     Lexington looked closely at him.  "TOM?"  he asked incredulously.

     "Aye.  But we must get inside.  It's not safe out here."

     Wordlessly, the nine walked back into the cave.  There sat three

gargoyles...and the Princess Katherine.

     "They're friends."  Gabriel beamed, before anyone could say anything.

     "Princess?"  Broadway stared.

     "Oh, my..."  Katherine stared.  She ran to Angela, and hugged her warmly. 

Ophelia and Jeremiah ran to greet her as well, and she hugged them all.

     For the last time, Ariel heard the ringing sounds in his mind. 

     "Why are you back, sister?"  Ophelia asked.

     Angela looked to Ariel, who nodded.

     "For you."  she sighed.

     Ophelia looked surprised. "For me?"

     "Yes."  Ariel exclaimed, rising up in the air.  "For you, Ophelia of

Avalon."

     Ophelia looked confused.  "What do you need me for?"

     And Ariel explained.  Gabriel, Augustine, Jeremiah, Katherine and Tom gaped

at the fey, and even Boudicca looked curious.  But Ophelia looked

concerned...and valiant.

     When he finished, she looked at Ariel without hesitation.  "I'll go."  she

spoke.  "I'll do anything to stop that witch Silhouette."

     Ariel looked pleased.

     "Excellent!"  he smiled.  "You were a sight easier to convince than

Hawthorne, there."

     Hawthorne regarded the fairy with an expression that looked a little bit

appalled.

     "So, what do we have to do?"

     Ariel sighed.  "I would assume that, since you are here, the castle has

been lost."

     Katherine sighed.  "Aye, Ariel.  We barely escaped with our souls. 

Silhouette has stolen the very essence of Avalon, and turned it into the land of

decay you see here."

     Augustine's eyes flared.  "WE should be defending it.."  he began, but a

glare from Jeremiah cut him off.

     Angela looked to Ophelia.  "But we aren't only here to save Avalon, sister. 

We must save the entire world, as well.  Or else it will become like Avalon is

now."

     Ophelia nodded.  "I would hate to see the fate Avalon has suffered on

anyone else."

     Ariel spun around.  "The first piece of the ring is on this island, and

that's what you have to find."

     He looked to Ophelia.  "But, we might as well complete the company before

we do that."

     His eyes began to flare to green.  "The evil will thee try to find/But

Ariel offers a way out of this bind/I grant to thee the power to make darkness

see/What thou wilt, and so be a way to save thee!"  he chanted.  The light

circled around her, and she closed her eyes.  When she opened them, she smiled

weakly.

     Ariel laughed.  "The company is complete!"  he cried gleefully.  He settled

down, and sank to the floor.

     Lexington glanced at Ophelia. "How are you feeling?"

     Ophelia stepped back.  "Strange.  Like I'm...more powerful, or something."

     "You are."  Ariel explained.  "The power of illusions is yours.  Anytime

that you or the others are in danger, by concentrating, you can create an

illusion powerful enough to hide you."

     Ariel sighed.  "Now, as I've told you before, I must leave.  I've got my

own role to fill...I have to find a missing piece in the prophecy.  It's very

important, so I don't have a choice.  But, remember, you six, that the fate of

the world lies on your shoulders.  Use the powers I've given you to your

advantage."

     He turned to leave the cave.  "I'll need to use my powers to get off of

Avalon, so I'll go to a safe distance, so as not to lead the Servants to you."

     "You're leaving NOW?"  Brooklyn asked incredulously.

     Ariel looked to him.  "Believe me, if I had a choice, I'd stay and guide

you along.  But I can't.  This piece is so important that if I don't find it,

you won't succeed."

     Brooklyn scowled.

     "Good luck.  The first piece is here, remember.  Ringbearer, whenever you

touch a piece of the ring, it should tell you the location of the next piece."

     Ariel waved, and walked out of the cave.  "Aideu."  he called back, and

then he disappeared into the mist.

     Brooklyn watched him go.  "That imbecile."  he muttered.

     "What?" 

     "He's just walking out on us!"

     Hawthorne, who still looked a little overwhelmed, walked next to him.  "You

heard what he said.  He's got another duty to perform."

     Brooklyn sighed, wringing his hands..  "Okay, nevermind.  We can't stop

him.  He's gone.  There's nothing we can do."

     He looked at the others.  "We need a plan to get the first piece of the

ring."

     Augustine stood up.  "We're going with you."

     "Uh, it might be dangerous."  Lexington glanced at him.

     "Dangerous?  I'm almost twice your size, and you're lecturing me on danger? 

You need us, anyway.  We know the castle, and you don't.  The more people you

have who know their way around, the better."

     Angela looked at Lexington.  "He's right.  If only the six of us went, then

only Ophelia and I would be able to navigate it.  If he, and Gabriel and

Jeremiah came,we'd really improve our chances."

     Brooklyn looked at the three gargoyles.  "All right; you're in.  Tom, we

may need you too."

     "And what am I to do?"  Katherine asked.

     Broadway thought.  "You can't stay here all alone.  Even she might not be

able to protect you."  he pointed to Boudicca.  The dog growled in response.

     "Boudicca is a well trained tracker.  We might need her, too."  Ophelia

pointed out.

     "So what are we going to do with the Princess?"

     "We could bring her with us."  suggested Angela.

     Brooklyn, Augustine and Ophelia glared at her.  "She may be able to help." 

Angela rationalized.

     "I don't know.  Princess, maybe you should..."

     "I'm perfectly capable of holding my own."  Katherine grinned, pulling her

small dagger from the folds of her dress.  "I may not have the spryness of my

youth, but I may be able to be of some help."

     Brooklyn sighed.  "All right.  So, we have twelve.  We should probably

split up into three groups, to find this ring.  And remember, we're not entirely

sure that the ring is in the castle."

     "It is." replied Hawthorne.

     "How are you sure?"  Gabriel asked her.

     "I'm not sure...I just have this gut instinct that it's in the castle.  I'm

absolutely certain that it's there."

     "It must be your power."  Lexington surmised.  "The ring is drawing you to

it."

     "Well, then, we'll assume it's in the castle."  Brooklyn stated.  "Lets' go

in three groups.  Jeremiah, Tom, you go with Lexington and Broadway.  Katherine

and Boudicca will go with Gabriel and Ophelia.  Angela, Hawthorne, Augustine and

I will round it out."

     "Okay...but do we have a plan to get in and out?"  Broadway asked.

     "We don't even know where this ring is." Jeremiah sighed.

     Angela thought.  "Do you know where Silhouette is within the castle?"

     Katherine shook her head.  "Nay."  she muttered.  "Not a clue."

     Brooklyn frowned.  "Then we'll have to wing it."

     "Wing it?"  Hawthorne cried.  "Brooklyn, we're dealing with some kind of

demon, if she can do all of this!"  She waved at the black mist outside.

     "I'm aware of that.  But we don't have another choice."

     "It just seems kind of bad that we're 'winging it' in such a dangerous

situation."

     Brooklyn scowled.  "Okay.  You're right.  It's not the best plan.  But

we're just going to have to search for the ring as best we can."

     Angela crossed her arms.  "We can't just go into the front door, either. 

We'll have to..."

     Suddenly, Lexington snapped his fingers.  "Hawthorne...you know for certain

that the piece of the rings in the castle, right?"

     Hawthorne blinked.  "Yeah..."

     "Well, would you be able to pinpoint it exactly when we get in there?"

     "I don't know.  I guess so..."

     Lexington looked to Brooklyn.  "So, why don't we have one group of five or

six go in to get the ring, with Hawthorne able to locate it, while the rest of

us provide a diversion?"

     Brooklyn brightned.  "Good thinking, Lex!  That's the new strategy. 

Hawthorne, you'll lead the group going in.  Those of us who know the way around

should go with her.  Gabriel, Angela, Katherine, Boudicca and Ophelia will go

in.  The rest of us will stay outside, and provide a diversion.  One that they

can't ignore."

     "Sounds a bit better than groping around in the dark."  Gabriel smirked.

     "Okay.  Well, what kind of diversion?"  Brooklyn asked.

     Broadway thought for a second.  "What about...what if there were two

groups?"

     "What?"

     "What if Ophelia used her illusion power to make it look like they were

invisible, or subverted, or something, and while they went to get the ring, the

rest of us went in and pretended WE were the ones searching for the ring?"  he

beamed.

     The group murmered it's agreement.

     "Good idea!"  Brooklyn smiled.  "We'll have to be really obvious, so that

they can't miss us.  Hopefully, that will mean they miss you guys."

     Angela drew a crude map of the castle in the dirt on the ground.  "We can

enter here."  she instructed, pointing at a doorway on the west side of the

castle.  "It's relatively unknown about, so we shouldn't run into too much

trouble.  Until we're in."

     "And where are we going to meet once we have it?"  Tom asked.

     Angela pointed to a site on a parapet on the eastern side.  "That point can

be easily accessed from anywhere in the castle.  We should meet there

about...oh, as soon as possible, but a half an hour after at the most."

     "Well, that's it.  The plan, folks.  Any questions?"

     "Shouldn't we have a contingency plan?"  Gabriel asked.

     Brooklyn thought for a second.  "We'll just have to take anything as it

comes.  We can't prepare for everything.  But if something does go wrong, we get

out of there."

     He walked towards the cave entrance.  "So, it's settled, then.  We'll leave

in about ten minutes."  he ordered, smiling.

     The others all turned around, and began to chatter nervously.  Brooklyn's

smile died.  When Goliath had named him second in command of his clan, he'd been

honored.  Now, after he'd been interim leader of the clan for almost five

months, he realized leadership was a heavy burden, one that he hated to bear. 

But, he had no choice now, as he didn't then, and had to accept it.  Still he

wasn't terribly comfortable leading these people, some of whom he'd never seen

before, into a deadly situation.

     Hawthorne was the only one who noticed, and she walked up to him.

     "You're doing fine."  she reassured him.

     "Thanks, but I'm still worried." 

     "You're worried?"  I'm about to walk into something I never even believed

existed ten minutes ago.  I still can't believe I'm actually doing this.  I

still can't believe any of this is happening!"

     Brooklyn looked at her wryly.  "Hawthorne...are you terribly frightened?"

     Hawthorne hesitated. "Yes...I am.  I've always been a little bit scared of

the devil I don't know."

     Brooklyn inched a liitle closer.  Go for the reassurance, kid, he thought,

and then sighed.

     "I'm petrified, myself.  But we'll be all right.  I'll look out for you

myself."

     Hawthorne looked up at him.  "And who's going to look after you?"

     Brooklyn smiled, and looked away.  "Well...I was kind of hoping that you

would."

     Hawthorne laughed, and took his hand in a firm handshake.  "You've got

yourself a deal."

     Brooklyn shook her hand, and then released.  "I'm holding you to that."

     He cleared his throat. "Everyone...we should probably go now."  he called. 

The group looked at him, and most of them looked worried.

     "Let's go.  We'll take the air route."  Lexington added,  pointing upwards.

     The gargoyles looked comfortable with this...all except Brooklyn.

     Angela approached him.  "Brooklyn...how is your wing, anyway?"

     Brooklyn gingerly touched the tear, anticipating a flash of pain.  He

wasn't disappointed.

     "It's been better."  he admitted.  "But I'll have to take it easy."

     Hawthorne looked at him.  "You'd better."  she warned.  "You'll have to

make it until sunrise with that wing."

     Brooklyn rolled his eyes, feigning annoyance.  "Trust me, Hawthorne...as

long as I go easy on it, I'll make it."

     The twelve left the cave, and scaled the wall, with Jeremiah and Gabriel

carrying the Princess and Tom.  As they got to the top, they flew away, with the

humans being carried, in the general direction of the castle.

     As he glided, Brooklyn could feel his injured wing screaming in protest.

     Gonna have to watch out for that, he thought.

     But that wasn't what was foremost on his mind.

     What he was really worried about was that none of them...himself

included...had the faintest idea of the danger they were about to face.

********************************************************************************
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Chapter Five

          The Siege

     Ten minutes later, after finding their way through the fog, the strike

force stood at a mountain overlooking the castle. 

     Angela was overwhelmed.  The place had such an overwhelming sense of evil

now, that it was hard to believe that it was the place she grew up in.

     Ophelia, Jeremiah, Augustine, Tom, Katherine and Gabriel were just as

shocked.  They stared at the castle with undisguised sadness in their eyes. 

Even Boudicca looked upset, simply staring at the dark castle.

     Brooklyn, Broadway, Lexington and Hawthorne had no sentimental attachments

to the castle, but were made melancholy by the sight nonetheless.

     "Angela, where's the access point?"  Broadway swallowed, staring as a group

of subverted gargoyles soared up onto the castle's parapets.

     Angela made a weak, strangled sound.  "It's...it's over there, on the west

side.  See that door there, the one close to the stream?  It looks like it's

undefended, too."

     Brooklyn turned to the castle, and pointed.  "Then, that's where we go. 

Get into your groups."

     Brooklyn went over to stand with Broadway, Lexington, Augustine, Jeremiah

and Tom.  The others all stood apart, looking nervous.

     "Ophelia, you'll have to make an illusion.  Ariel showed you how, right?"

     Ophelia nodded.  "I must think of what I want others to see, and then keep

concentrating on it."

     "All right.  Once we get down there, go for it.  We don't have a lot of

time."  Brooklyn cautioned.

     The group then headed down the cliff to the castle.  They landed, and Tom

pushed open the door.

     "Okay, Ophelia...go for it."  Angela signalled.  Ophelia closed her eyes,

and in seconds, she, Angela, Gabriel, Hawthorne, Katherine and Boudicca

vanished.

     "Whoa."  Hawthorne whispered, sounding freaked out.  "Even I can't see

myself."

     "Looks like it's working to me."  Broadway gaped, amazed.

     Hawthorne gulped.  "All right.  We'll meet you at that tower in half an

hour."  Then, they were gone.  Even the sounds of their footfalls was muffled.

     Brooklyn shook his head.  "Okay.  Let's go do some diverting."

********************************************************************************
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     "Do you have a clear idea of where the ring is?"  Gabriel asked.

     Hawthorne thought.  "I'm getting a feeling about a room...with some really

antique furniture...and a mirror."

     "That would be Queen Titania's chambers, then."  Katherine surmised.

     Ophelia pointed, still concentrating on the illusion, forgetting that noone

could see her.  "That's this way."

     Hawthorne glanced around.  "Which way?"

     Ophelia sighed.  "This hallway...to the left."

     Angela stopped.  "That could be a problem...none of us can see each other. 

We won't know where anyone else is."

     "So what can we do?"

     Katherine thought for a second.  "Hold hands?"

     "It's the best we can do."  Gabriel sighed.

     The groped around for a few minutes...each finding each others hand. 

Hawthorne took hold of Boudicca's horn...gently, so as not to hurt her, and the

company set off, Ophelia leading the way.

     The nearer they got to the chambers, the more subverted guards there were. 

Mostly Children of Oberon, but a few assorted gargoyles as well. 

     "Most of our brothers and sisters are probably in the patrols out on the

island."  Gabriel whispered.

     They all stiffened as the Wierd Sisters, their eyes all as black as the

Phoebe's hair, passed by.  For a brief second, they were certain that the trio

could see them through their disguise.  But the Sisters passed by them, without

noticing them at all.

     Soon, they arrived at the door to Titania's chambers.

     "So, we just go in?"  Angela asked.

     "It's can't be that easy."  Gabriel whispered.

     And it wasn't.  As the group watched unseen, the shadowy form of Queen

Titania appeared, soon followed by that of Oberon.

     "Merde."  Hawthorne swore.  "Who are they?"

     "Oberon and Titania.  The King and Queen of Avalon."  Ophelia whispered, as

if it explained everything.

     Hawthorne rolled her eyes.  "Gee, thanks."

     Angela looked around, as if trying to see her.  "They're incredibly

powerful.  I've battled them twice before, and it wasn't easy.  If Silhouette's

gotten control of them..."

     "Looks like they have."  Ophelia frowned, seeing their black eyes.

     "That could be a problem, then."  Katherine sighed.  Boudicca woofed

quietly in agreement.

     "The door's closed, too.  We can't just sneak by them without attracting

their attention."  Gabriel muttered.

     Then, something very unexpected happened.

     Ophelia, who was standing there nervously, suddenly stepped back, and trod

on an incredibly sharp piece of stone, protruding from the floor.  It tore the

skin on her foot, and a searing bolt of pain raced along it.

     Ophelia screamed, and her concentration on the illusion broke.

     Meaning that the cloak of invisibility on the group dissipated.

     Meaning that, to Oberon and Titania, a group of unsubverted gargoyles and a

human were suddenly in plain sight.

********************************************************************************
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     "There's a group down there."  Tom pointed.

     The diversionary group was standing on a balcony above the Audience Hall,

looking for trouble.  And, judging from the group of three Children of Oberon in

the Hall, they'd found it.

     Broadway regarded the trio with disdain.  "Is that going to be a big enough

diversion?"

     Brooklyn shrugged.  "It'll have to do for now."

     "So, how are we going to do this?"  Jeremiah asked.

     Augustine regarded him with a grin.  "Follow my lead."  he smiled.

     He jumped off the balcony, and landed behind the Children.  With a swift

kick, he disabled, as in nearly knocked senseless, one of the Children, (who

just happened to be Raven.)

     The other two, (Nynyve, "the Lady of the Lake", and Coyote) turned around

in shock, and anger.  Nynyve's eyes flared, and she tried to subvert Augustine. 

He dodged, and then Broadway took over.  He leapt down, and, while Augustine

tripped Coyote, he regretfully grabbed Nynyve by the front of her dress.  She

tried to subvert him, too, and would have succeeded, had it not been Broadway

who was there.  His eyes did not darken, and Augustine stared at him in shock.

     "Where is the ring?"  he asked.

     Then, Lexington got into the act.  He and Brooklyn began to wave from the

balcony. 

     "You two!"  he yelled.  "Get up here!  We think we've found it!"

     Broadway smiled, imperceptibly, and he and Augustine raced to the wall. 

Quickly, before Nynyve could blast them, they scaled the wall. 

     "Good job."  Brooklyn whispered.

     "Thanks."  Augustine panted.  "That dash up the wall was the fastest sprint

of my life."

     "We'd better get out of here, before reenforcements arrive."  Tom warned.

     "Let's go, then."  Brooklyn ordered, and they ran for the door.

     But before they got there, a group of shadowy forms billowed up in front of

the door, forming into Tybalt and five other subverted gargoyles.

     "End of the line."  Tybalt sneered.

     Jeremiah looked back, just in time to see more gargoyles appear in front of

the door behind them.

     "We have a slight problem."  Jeremiah laughed nervously.

********************************************************************************
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     Oberon and Titania immediately launched into an attack, blasting time and

again at the newly visible group.

     Hawthorne narrowly dodged a blast, and turned in time to see Angela take

one directly to the stomach.

     "Angela!"  she cried.  Angela crumpled to the ground.  Hawthorne ran to

her, and tried to get her out of the way, but was shot in the back, falling over

on Angela.

     Gabriel moved in front of them, and Ophelia and Boudicca joined him. 

Katherine drew her small iron dagger, which didn't seem to have an effect on

either of the fey.

     Angela looked groggily up, and noticed the scene.

     They aren't vulnerable to iron.  That isn't good.  she thought.

     "Ophelia!"  she called.

     Ophelia looked back, trying to avoid shadow blasts.

     "We need an illusion!"  she called.  "And whatever you do, keep

concentrating!"

     Ophelia frowned.  "Cover me!"  she yelled to Gabriel, who nodded.

     Ophelia stepped behind Angela and Hawthorne.  She began to concentrate, and

as she did so, she and the others suddenly began to duplicate.

     Soon, there were so many copies of them in the room, that it was like

looking in a hall of mirrors.

     "Now!"  Katherine yelled.  Oberon and Titania looked around in confusion,

trying to find the real ones.  The group used their confusion to their

advantage, and slipped past them.

     Quickly, Gabriel opened the door, and they slipped inside.  Too late,

Oberon and Titania noticed them, and the door was closed before they could do

anything about it.

     Gabriel and Ophelia took up positions near the doors, with Boudicca nearby. 

"Hurry...get the ring.  We'll try to hold them off."  Gabriel yelled, over the

rising din.

     Hawthorne closed her eyes, and pointed in the direction of the mirror. 

"It's near there."  she exclaimed, and raced for it.  Angela and Katherine

followed her.

     The doors began to buckle.

     Hawthorne looked, and saw a small, locked box.  "It should be in here.  If

it isn't, it's close by."  she explained.

     She broke the lock, and opened it.

     Inside was a bright silver arc of metal, on a purple velvet cushion.

     The first piece of Oberon's Ring.

     Excited, Hawthorne took it out of the box.

     Then, Angela felt a tingle in the back of her mind.

     She took the piece of the ring from Hawthorne, and regarded it carefully.

     "What are you doing?"  Hawthorne asked, curious.

     Angela looked at her.  "Something's not right."  she stated.

     Angela concentrated, and instantly, the piece of the ring melted away, like

a mirage.

     Hawthorne gasped.  "That's..."

     "A fake!"  Angela swore angrily.  "We went through all that for some

forgery!"

     "But that doesn't make any sense!"  Hawthorne cried.  "The ring IS here!  I

can feel it!"

     And then, suddenly, the doors stopped shaking.

     Silently, a column of shadow formed in the room, which solidified into

Silhouette.  In her hand was a piece of metal...the piece of the ring.

     "Looking for this?"  she smiled, waving it tauntingly.

********************************************************************************
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     "Okay, we need to get out of this."  Augustine spoke.

     "To say the least."  Brooklyn retorted.

     Tybalt and the other gargoyles began to move ever closer.  Suddenly, a

snaking ribbon of darkness emerged from one of his follower's eyes, plunging

into Tom's.  Tom was subverted, and he drew his sword.  Lexington barely dodged

the blow, and he kicked Tom in the leg.  Tom was knocked over, but he

dissipated, and faded away.

     Tybalt smiled.  "Attack."  he ordered, and suddenly energy blasts began

raining down on the gargoyles.  Several of them hit the floor near where

Brooklyn, Broadway, Lexington, Augustine and Jeremiah were standing, and the

balcony gave way with a rumble of stone. 

     Lexington came out of it the worst.  With a cry, he tumbled fifteen feet to

the floor below, and a piece of stone landed directly on his temple.  He was

knocked unconscious instantly. 

     Augustine and Broadway landed all right, but Jeremiah twisted his ankle,

and several pieces of rubble landed on Brooklyn's upper body...including his

wings.  He screamed as a bolt of white agony flared up the membrane.

     "Brooklyn!"  Broadway called.  He ran to the red gargoyle's side.  "Are you

all right?"

     "My WING!"  Brooklyn screeched.  This was by far the worst pain he'd ever

experienced in his life.

     Broadway gently lifted the stone off of Brooklyn's wing.

     "Oh, my God."  Broadway inhaled deeply as he saw the damage.

     Where before there had only been a tear in the membrane, now was totally

crushed.  Small trickles of blood oozed from the smashed blood vessels, and the

wing was purple where it had smashed and bruised.

     "Brooklyn...there's no way you'll be able to glide like this."  Broadway

exclaimed.

     "Brilliant, Einstein."  Brooklyn whimpered through clenched teeth.

     Jeremiah, meanwhile, was attending to Lexington, who was lying still and

silent on the floor.

     "How is he?"  Augustine asked.

     "He got hurt pretty badly."  Jeremiah concluded.  "Knocked out cold."

     Suddenly, Tybalt and his followers appeared.  They began to fire again,

their blasts mostly hitting the rubble.

     "Get these two out of the open!"  Broadway yelled, pointing to Lexington

and Brooklyn.  Jeremiah dragged Lexington behind an outcropping of rock, and

Broadway took Brooklyn to the same place.

     As the blasts rained down on them, Brooklyn looked up to Jeremiah.

     "I don't suppose,"  he whispered, "that there's another way out of here?"
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     "You evil, psychopathic witch."  Angela yelled at Silhouette.

     Silhouette smiled.  "This is supposed to emotionally scar me, somehow?"

     She waved the ring in Hawthorne's face.  "Hello, Ringbearer."

     Hawthorne stiffened.

     "I know everything about you, you..."  she spat, but Silhouette stopped

her.

     "Please, don't.  I detest name calling."  she smiled, grasping Hawthorne's

cheek.  Hawthorne felt the pure evil rolling off of her in waves.

     "Don't touch me."  she said, jerking her face away.

     Silhouette seemed taken aback.  "One might think you'd be more hospitable

to someone who holds the power of life and death for your friends in the palm of

her hand."  she smiled, and Titania's mirror suddenly shimmered, showing the

Audience Hall, and the battle going on.

     "The Traveller's been...rendered unavailable, so you have no way off of

Avalon anyway.  "The Leader has lost all use of his wings until sundown

tomorrow, which is more than 24 hours away.  And it's only a matter of time

before the Servants of Twilight finish them off, prophecy or no."

     "Your magic can't harm them!"  Ophelia shouted.

     "My magic.  Yes, you're right.  But if they're killed conventionally, then

it sticks, I'm afraid.  That doesn't bode well, either for them or for you."

     Gabriel rushed her.

     With a wave, she knocked him backwards.  Then, she spun around and

subverted him.

     Ophelia screamed.  Angela felt a growing a numbness in her, and Katherine

stepped back in shock.  Boudicca snarled, and jumped Silhouette, but ended up

with the same treatment.

     "The two of you go to the Audience Hall," Silhouette commanded, "and kill

the others." 

     Gabriel gave a sadistic grin, and vanished.  Boudicca did the same thing.

     Silhouette watched them go.  "Now, what am I to do with you?"  she asked.

     She waved, and Angela, Ophelia and Hawthorne were suddenly bound together

by shadows.

     "If I kill even one of you, then Ariel's prophecy is forfeit.  No one will

be able stop me, and I'll rule the world.  Take a wild guess what I'm going to

do next."  Silhouette smiled, taking a knife from her belt.  She set the Piece

of the Ring in the tuck of her belt as well, and took a step forward, the dagger

raised, preparing to plunge it in Hawthorne's throat.

     But Katherine was quicker.  In a flash, she ran forward, and grabbed the

ring from Silhouette's belt, and ran with it.  Silhouette, distracted, turned,

and released the three gargoyles.  Quicker than she was, they dashed away, out

the door, and down the hallway. 

     Silhouette screamed in fury, and transformed into a shadow.  Like a comet,

she tore down the hallway after them, but they were nowhere to be seen.

     In a rage, Silhouette began to blast shadows at anything that moved.
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     The shadows kept coming.

     Augustine couldn't believe the sheer volume of the energy bolts coming at

them.  And the fact that new Servants of Twilight were approaching every second,

convinced him that in few seconds, all of them would be dead.

     Jeremiah and Broadway worked on building up a shield against the blasts,

which appeared to be working.  But the numbers were against them, and that

counted for everything.

     Then, Brooklyn, who was sitting on the floor, his wings folded around him,

looked up.

     He saw Ophelia, Hawthorne, Angela and Princess Katherine suddenly

materialize out of thin air, on the balcony.

     "Look!"  he yelled.  Everyone did, and saw the four up there.

     Katherine was waving a piece of the ring.

     They all smiled, and looked back at the advancing Servants.

     "We've got one chance at this."  Broadway sighed.

     "Then let's make it good."  Jeremiah replied.  Broadway moved to help

Lexington up, who was still unconscious, and Augustine knelt down next to

Brooklyn.

     "Hop on."  he hissed.

     Brooklyn looked at him.  "I haven't gone on a piggy back ride since I was a

hatchling."  he smiled.

     "Well, you need one now.  Get on." 

     Brooklyn sighed, and laced his arms around Augustine's neck.

     "Ready...set...go!"  Broadway shouted.

     Augustine, Jeremiah and Broadway dashed to the wall.  They dug their claws

into the wall, and began to scale it.

     Halfway in, though, a shadow blast knocked right into the wall above

Jeremiah.  With a cry, he fell down to the floor.  Six of the Servants rushed up

to him, and then he stood up, his eyes as black as midnight.

     "Oh, hell."  Broadway sighed.  "Faster!"

     Soon, the four gargoyles reached the top. 

     "You got it?"  Augustine panted.

     Katherine smiled.  "Aye.  But we'd best be out of here, before Silhouette

gets to us."

     Brooklyn nodded.  "But I can't glide.  My wing was hurt, and until it heals

at sunrise, I'm pretty much grounded."

     Angela thought for a second.  "Oh, no.  Lexington's unconscious.  We can't

travel until he wakes up!"

     "Great.  But how do we get out of here?"  Broadway asked.

     Ophelia snapped her talon.  "The skiff!  We can take a skiff to the real

world!"

     Brooklyn sighed.  "It's as good a plan as any, I suppose.  Let's get out of

here before those creatures realize we aren't coming back."

     They ran out the hall, Angela leading.

     Tybalt watched them go, with a cruel tilt to his smile.

     "Let's go."  he ordered.

********************************************************************************
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     In about five minutes, during which they were strangely unhindered, they

made it to the door to the outside.

     "We made it!"  Katherine shouted.

     "We aren't out of the woods yet."  Broadway muttered.

     As the group was about to step through the door to the parapet outside,

there was an odd rustling sound.

     "What was that?"  Brooklyn asked, the hairs on the back of his neck

starting to rise.

     "It's just the wind."  Ophelia replied, not entirely convinced.

     But as they watched, two shadowy forms appeared...and solidified into

Tybalt and Silhouette.

     "Game's over."  Silhouette frowned.  She reached out, and took the piece of

the ring from Katherine.

     Brooklyn's eyes flared in hatred...but also in fear.  The gargoyles took a

hesitant step back.

     "Don't think there's another way out of this."  Silhouette cautioned.  She

pointed behind them, and they spun around.  Blocking them off were about thirty

Servants of Twilight.

     "I told you that this was the end of the line."  Tybalt sneered.

     "Tybalt!"  Augustine yelled, falling back on one last desparate attempt. 

"It's me, Augustine!  Remember?  You have to fight what she's done to you!"

     Tybalt suddenly stared at Augustine as if for the first time.  A look of

dismay crossed his face.

     "Oh my...what have I become?"  he groaned.

     Ophelia stepped forward.  "Tybalt, are you..."

     "Kidding?  Yes, as a matter of fact, I was."  Tybalt sneered.  He laughed,

cruelly.  Ophelia stepped back, horrified.

     "I believe it's time you were eliminated."  Silhouette told the eight

darkly.

     She waved, and suddenly, the eight of them were bound together with shadow. 

They struggled to get free, but couldn't.

     Tybalt drew a small dagger from his belt.  "Now, let's see.  Who'll go

first?"  he asked himself.  He seemed to weigh the decision, and then stepped in

front of Angela.

     "Tybalt...no..." Angela began, struggling to break free.

     "No!"  Broadway yelled.

     Tybalt raised the dagger, and prepared to plunge it into Angela's chest.

     "NO!"  Broadway screamed.

     In Broadway''s mind, something seemed to burst open.  Rage clouded his

thoughts, and he could only think of one thing.

     Saving Angela.

     Broadway's eyes didn't just flare to white...they blasted there.

     "NO!!!!!!!!!!!!"  he screamed again, and then his power came forth.

     A huge blast of beaming white light shot out of his eyes, and encircled the

entire corridor.  Silhouette screamed, and Tybalt was knocked backward with the

force of a piece of wood in a twister.  The light didn't stop there, though.  It

reached back to all of the Servants of Twilight behind them, and knocked them

all back.  The shadow which held the eight of them in place was disintegrated,

and they tumbled to the floor.  The light was so bright that they all had to

shield their eyes.

     Then, the light died.  All of the Servants...Silhouette incuded, were lying

on the floor, either half dazed or unconscious.

     But Broadway didn't stop.  With a leer on his face as frightening as

Tybalt's had been, he walked up to the gargoyle and stared at him.

     "Broadway..."  Brooklyn called.

     Broadway turned back.  "It's all right, Brooklyn."  he reassured him, his

voice oddly level and frighteningly calm.  "Everything's under control."

     He walked up to Tybalt, and picked him up.    

     "Wha..."  Tybalt gaped, frightened.

     "You tried to kill my friend."  Broadway shook him.  Tybalt flopped back

and forth like a rag doll.

     "I..."

     "That was a big mistake.  Because as long as I live, my friends will be

protected.  And people that threaten them will get what's coming to them."

     Tybalt suddenly became very, very nervous.

     "For the sake of mercy..."  he begged.

     "MERCY?  You DARE to ask for MERCY after what you did?"

     "Broadway..."  Angela called, but he didn't listen.  Silhouette was staring

at the scene from the floor, a look of confusion on her face.

     "I'm going to kill you, Tybalt."   Broadway laughed.  "What's more, I'm

going to enjoy doing it."

     "BROADWAY!"  Angela called.

     "What?"  he yelled, dangerously, becoming irritated with her.

     "Listen to yourself!  You're becoming...you have to stop.  Now."

     Broadway looked at her in disbelief.  "Angela...he tried to kill you!"

     "But you're above that, Broadway!  Don't become one of them!"

     Broadway dropped Tybalt on the ground.  "Angela..."  he began, and his eyes

returned to normal.

     "Broadway....are you all right?"  Brooklyn asked.

     "I....I....I'm..."  he stammered.

     "We have to leave, now.  There's more subverted coming."  Hawthorne warned.

     Katherine stooped to pick up the ring from Silhouette.  The demon didn't

try to stop her.   "Let's go."  she murmered.

     Broadway, looking shocked, picked up Lexington silently.  They rushed

outside...and towards freedom.

********************************************************************************

********************************************************************************

********************************************************************************

********************************************************************************

****************

Chapter Six

          The Ringbearer's Covenant

     "We've got to hurry."  Augustine cautioned.  "I'll carry you, Brooklyn. 

Once we get to the beach, you should be allright."

     Brooklyn smiled.  "Anywhere far away from here should be good for my

system."

     Angela picked up Katherine, and Broadway was still holding Lexington.  They

flew away from the castle, as fast as their tired wings could carry them.

     Katherine was holding the ring, and she began to toy with it.  "It looks

so...plain." she commented.  "This can really stop that Silhouette?"

     "It will save Jeremiah, and Gabriel, and the others, too."  Ophelia told

her.

     The farther away from the castle they got, though, the thicker the fog

seemed to become.  Hawthorne beat her wings in frustration.  "I can barely see!" 

she yelled.

     And then, a blast of shadow came through the fog, nearly hitting Broadway

in the head.

     "Whoa!"  he called, peering into the fog to see what had hit him.

     With lightning speed, Gabriel, Jeremiah and Portia flew out of the fog,

blasting shadow bolts and smiling wickedly.

     "Go faster!"  Augustine shouted.

     "We can't see in this fog!"  Angela called back.

     "It shouldn't be too much farther."  Ophelia called.  "I can smell salt

water!"

     But unfortunately, Gabriel and the other two subverted gargoyles weren't

willing to let them pass.  They kept blasting, aiming deliberatly for Broadway

and Augustine, hoping to force them to drop the others.

     "Broadway!  Use your power!"  Angela yelled.  But Broadway, looking very

upset and lost, shook his head sadly.  Angela stared at him, and was forced to

dodge a dive from Portia.

     Augustine dodged a close blast, nearly dropping Brooklyn.  The smaller

gargoyle hung on for dear life as Augustine twisted and turned, trying to dodge

the blasts.

     Then, Jeremiah dove down, and hung in the air, just in front of Augustine

and Brooklyn.

     "Get out of his way!"  Brooklyn yelled.  Even the rushing air was making

his wing hurt.

     Jeremiah smiled, and at the exact second Augustine passed by, Jeremiah

subverted him.

     Augustine suddenly hung in midair.  Brooklyn began to feel very nervous.

     The larger gargoyle reached back, and grabbed Brooklyn by the belt.

     "Augustine!"  he yelled.

     Augustine dropped him.

     Brooklyn fell, plummeting like a stone.  He screamed as he fell, and

realized that from this height, the effect of hitting the ground would be

roughly like dropping a watermelon from the top of the Eyrie Building.

     Hawthorne saw him fall, heard him scream, and she instinctively dove to

catch him.  She accelerated, and tried to catch him.

     About seven feet from the ground, she snatched him.  With a cry of pain as

he suddenly stoped moving, Brooklyn looked up.  Hawthorne was struggling with

his added weight...even though he didn't weigh that much at all, she could

barely hold him.

     "Hawthorne!" he yelled.  She managed to get herself in control, and he

flipped himself onto her back.  With a struggle, she kept airborne, and the two

glided back.

     "Thanks."  Brooklyn managed to whisper.  He felt like passing out.

     "Anytime."  Hawthorne groaned, struggling to keep aloft.

********************************************************************************
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     Meanwhile, Gabriel was coming perilously close to Angela.

     Katherine screamed, and held up the piece of ring as if to defend herself.

     Angela was nearly overwhelmed.  She had just seen Brooklyn plummet to the

ground, and Hawthorne go after him.  She didn't know if he was alive or dead. 

But she couldn't concentrate on that.

     She had to get to safety.

     Ophelia, who was struggling to keep Portia at bay, suddenly gasped. 

"Look!"

     The mist suddenly began to clear, and Angela could see the ocean beyond.

     "We're home free!"  Angela called.

     She turned to see the Princess, and gasped.  Portia was just finishing

Katherine's subversion.

     I didn't even notice, Angela thought.

     Suddenly, the Princess pulled a dagger from her belt.  She was raising it

to stab...

     And then a red tail wrapped around Katherine's hands, and the dagger fell.

     Angela looked up.  Brooklyn was alive, clinging to Hawthorne, and saving

Angela's life.

     Brooklyn picked Katherine up off of Angela's back.  "Grab the ring!"  he

yelled, as Hawthorne became even more weighed down.

     Angela spun around, and grabbed the ring fragment from Katherine's hand. 

With a cry, the thing that had once been Princess Katherine melted away into

shadow, and Brooklyn's tail was left holding thin air.

     The gargoyles arrived over the beach, and they landed.  There was a skiff

beached nearby, and they ran to it, under fire by the four subverted gargoyles. 

As they got to the skiff, Broadway laid Lexington down, and the others piled in. 

Broadway pushed the skiff into the water, and jumped in.  The blasts became

faster and more powerful, as the gargoyles of Avalon realized their quarry was

escaping.

     Brooklyn took the rowing pole.  "What do I do?  Just row?"  he asked, as

blast after blast hit the water nearby.

     "Just steer into the mist!" Angela shouted.  Brooklyn did so, suddenly

seeing the white mist, not at all like the cancerous fog of Avalon.

     As the skiff sailed into the mist, the blasts became less and less

frequent, and finally stopped.  The gargoyles all looked at each other, and

simply collapsed, too exausted to move.

********************************************************************************

********************************

North Rustico, Prince Edward Island

November 2, 1996

     Vance Court sighed, and set down the bottle of beer.  Looking out at North

Rustico Harbour was one of his favorite pastimes, since he'd based his whole

life around it.

     His wife, Alice, stepped out onto the porch with him, and sat down for a

minute.

     "Nice night, eh?"  she asked, looking at Vance.

     "Yeah.  She sure is."  Vance replied, nearly dozing.

     Then he looked up for a second.

     "Ain't never seen fog like that before."  he muttered.  It had an almost

eerie quality to it, that made it seem otherworldy.

     If either Vance or Alice had gone to the other side of the breakwater at

that moment, they would have had a new, interesting perception of reality.  But

as it happened, they didn't, and life went on as before.

     On the beach, the fog seemed to move close inshore, and then a single boat

emerged.  As quickly as it rolled in, the fog disappeared, and was attributed by

the North Rustico fisherman as simply another aspect of P.E.I. weather.

     The boat drifted aimlessly into the shallow waters of the Gulf of St.

Lawrence, and then beached itself on a sand bar.  The jolt shook the gargoyles

awake...even Lexington, who had finally regained consciousness.

     "Ugh....where are we?"  Lexington asked, rubbing his bald head.

     Broadway glanced around.  "I don't have a clue.  It's not New York, and it

can't be Nanaimo."

     "Well...the important thing is, we're all right."  Brooklyn said, standing

up.  His wing protested, but it hurt much less than before.  He tried to flap

it, and a bolt of pain shot up.  He tried to fold it, and found he could do it

with much less pain.

     "Let's get onto the beach."  Angela suggested.  She got up, and stepped out

into the ankle-deep water.  She began to walk to shore.  The others followed,

Lexington still a little woozy, all of them tired.

     They got onto the beach, and sat down in the sand.

     "How's your wing?"  Hawthorne asked Brooklyn.

     Brooklyn looked at it.  The wound was still bad, but at sunrise, it would

probably heal completely.

     "We'd better bind it up.  Just so it doesn't get any worse."  Angela

sighed.

     Broadway walked up the side of the beach, and climbed up to a driveway that

overlooked it.  Making sure he wasn't seen, he went to a clothesline, and

removed a sheet.  He tore a wide strip from it, and went back onto the beach. 

He gave it to Angela, who bound Brooklyn's wing expertly.

     "Well, so now what do we do?"  Ophelia asked, seemingly shaken. 

     "We should try to rest for a little while."  Brooklyn decided.  "It

wouldn't make any sense to go and get the second piece of the ring when we're

all so exhausted."

     The group all agreed.

     Broadway got up from the sand, and walked down to the water's edge.  He

began to throw stones into the water, and looked extremely glum.

     Angela got up, and walked down to talk to him.  "Broadway...what's the

matter?"  she asked.

     Broadway looked at her stubbornly.  "Nothing's the matter."

     Angela frowned.  "Don't lie.  Something's wrong...something's been wrong

ever since Ty...Tybalt..." Angela choked.

     Broadway looked at her.  Tears were running down her face.

     "Angela..."  he began.  She held up a hand.

     "I'm just upset.  Everyone...my family and friends...on Avalon has been

subverted.  And I couldn't save any of them."

     Broadway took her hand.  "But we have the first piece of the ring.  That's

a start."

     Angela sniffed.  "Yeah...I guess it is  But if this doesn't work, then

what's going to happen to them?"

     Broadway shrugged.  "I don't know.  But it'll work.  It has to."

     He sighed.

     "If you really want to know what's bothering me...it's my power."

     "Your power?"

     "Angela...you and the others...you seemed so controlled with it all, and

when I used mine, it just exploded in my face.  I was out of control.  I knew

what I was saying, and I knew I was about to kill Tybalt.  I didn't want

to...it's not his fault what happened to him, and I knew that...but I couldn't

stop.  I saw him about to kill you, and I...."

     He scowled.  "It's as if everything rational in my mind went flying out the

window, and what took over was just blind rage and hate.  I didn't want to

listen to you when you were telling me to stop. And I only barely stopped in

time."

     Angela just stared at him.

     "For a little while, I even considered hurting you, because you were

interfereing.  That's when I realized I was over the edge.  I almost didn't pull

myself back.  And that's why I'm upset...because if I have to use my power

again, I might go overboard, and I might not be able to come back.  And that

frightens me."  Broadway sighed. 

     Angela didn't know what to say.

     Broadway went back to throwing rocks in the sea.

********************************************************************************
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     "So that's what happened."  Brooklyn finished.  Lexington just gaped at

him. 

     "I missed out on an awful lot, didn't I."  he exclaimed, disbelievingly.

     "Yeah."  Hawthorne smiled.  "But don't worry.  If that was any indication,

we're in for some pretty wild things."

     Then, she turned to Brooklyn. 

     "That was all so...frightening."  she commented.  "I feel like I should be

having a nervous breakdown, but I'm not.  That whole thing was just so

confusing.  I mean, three hours ago, I was..."

     "You mean three days ago."  Ophelia corrected.  She had seen so much happen

to her family and friends that she was nearly desensitized.

     "What?"

     "Every hour you spend on Avalon, a day goes by in reality.  If you were

there for three hours, which you were, than three days have gone by here." 

Ophelia explained.

     "Oh.  I see." Hawthorne exclaimed, shooting her a funny look which read

"I-don't know-what-in-the-hell-you're-talking-about-but-hey-that's-okay."

     Ophelia looked around.  "This is the first thing of the real world I've

ever seen."

     Brooklyn smiled.  "If you saw New York City, I think you'd be on your hands

and knees, searching for your eyeballs about now."

     "We practically were when we reawoke there two years ago."  Lexington added

in. 

     Brooklyn turned to Hawthorne.  "Thank you for saving my life.  I probably

would have just been a stain on the ground of Avalon right now if it wasn't for

you."

     Hawthorne smiled.  "Don't mention it.  It's what any gargoyle would have

done for another.  Besides, I don't think I would have been able to live with

myself if I'd just let you fall."

     Brooklyn's eyes widened.  She's trying to say something to me, he thought. 

She's trying to tell me she's starting to feel something for me.  Is she?

     Is she in love with me?

     I hope she is, Brooklyn thought.  Because I really, really like her.

     Then, Brooklyn laughed hollowly at himself.  Who are you trying to kid,

buster? he thought.  You're in love with her.  You want to hold her and not ever

let go.

     "And you would have done the same thing for me, right?"  Hawthorne asked.

     Brooklyn looked into her eyes.  I'd die for you, Hawthorne, he wanted to

say, but instead, only came out with a wheezled "Of course."

     They all just sat there for a few minutes, looking at each other.

     Finally, Hawthorne spoke.

     "It seems like all of that was some kind of nightmare.  Like it wasn't

real.  But I just think of the ring, and I realize that it was all real.  But

I'm still kind of denying it."

     She turned to Brooklyn.  "Is life always like this?"

     "Oh, yeah."  Brooklyn smiled, flopping backwards onto the sand.  His wing

flared with pain, but he ignored it.  "It's like a book I read once...'The

Hitchhiker's Guide To The Galaxy', it's called.  Really wierd.  Anyway, our life

is kind of like one of the character's in that book...full of excitement and

adventure and really wild things."

     "Like, some of the adventures we've had have been pretty wild.  Remember

that time with Puck?"  Lexington looked to Brooklyn, occasionally glancing back

at Angela and Broadway and frowning. 

     "Yeah.  We met a Child of Oberon...like Ariel...who used some kind of magic

to turn all of the humans of New York City into gargoyles, and us into humans." 

Brooklyn explained.

     "I remember that!  I was watching the NBC Nightly News, and suddenly one of

the anchors suddenly changed into a gargoyle.  The signal went down about a half

a second later, but I distinctly remember seeing that!"  Hawthorne exclaimed,

excited.  Ophelia was just staring.

     "Gargoyles into humans?"  she asked.

     "Yeah.  Pretty strange."

     "Did you see the sun?"

     "No."  Lexington sighed.  "I wish.  Luck would have it, we got changed back

about half an hour before sunrise."

     The four of them talked for a while, with stories ranging from Brooklyn's

horse ride in the tenth century, to Hawthorne's beeing seen by the Premier of

British Columbia, who had to go to the hospital afterwards to check out the bump

on his head from when he banged into a brick wall trying to get away.  Lexington

told the funiest story of all, when he told about the time that he and Broadway,

as hatchlings, had pushed the Prince Malcolm into the moat at Castle Wyvern.

     "He was dripping wet,"  Lexington explained, trying to keep a straight

face, "and he threatened to throw us in.  Hudson came...he was the leader of our

clan then, and told us that wouldn't be necessary, since we'd learned our

lesson.  Then, as soon as the Prince's back was turned, Hudson just shoved us in

anyway, and swore we'd tripped!"

     Ophelia laughed.  She was finding Lexington quite charming.

     Brooklyn was laughing.  "Hudson was the best at ironic punishments."  he

explained.  "Once, he caught me eating the roast pig set out for a feast.  He

made me eat the whole thing, and I had such a stomachache I couldn't even go

near food for days."

     The four of them spent another fifteen minutes talking of old times, and

then sighed.

     "We should probably move along now."  Lexington sighed, a little bit

disappointed.

     "You're right.  Call Broadway and Angela over."

     Brooklyn whistled, and the two of them, who were sitting at the shoreline,

rose and came back up.  Brooklyn stood up, brushing the sand off of his legs.

     "We'd better go now."  Ophelia sighed.

     Angela and Broadway were standing close to each other, looking at each

other with concern.  Lexington, looking dismayed at the sight, ahemmed.  Angela

took the piece of the ring out of her tunic, and gave it to Hawthorne.  As she

touched it, she closed her eyes.

     "Hawthorne?"  Brooklyn asked, concerned.

     Hawthorne opened her eyes.  "Las Vegas."

     "What?"

     "The second piece of the ring is in Las Vegas, Nevada.  In some place

called the Golden Chance Casino."

     Hawthorne looked at the ring.  "I just touched it," she began, awestruck,

"and it told me where the next piece was.  It's amazing."

     Lexington cleared his throat.  "Desflegrate..." he began, but Broadway

shushed him.

     "Broadway?"  Angela asked.

     "I...have something to say."  he started.  All of the other gargoyles

looked curiously at him.

     "I think we should make a pact."  Broadway said.

     "A pact?"  Lexngton mused.

     "A pact.  An oath that no matter what happens from now on, we look out for

each other.  We need to stick together, and this pact will make it official." 

Broadway continued, his eyes closed.

     "Why?"  Brooklyn shrugged.

     "He's right...it's kind of pointless."  Ophelia pointed out.  "We'll all

look out for each other no matter what anyway."

     "It's like restating the obvious."  Hawthorne added.

     Broadway seemed to become upset.  "Look, if it doesn't matter, then why not

do it?  Just swear that no matter what happens, we'll look out for each other,

and help one another out.  NO MATTER WHAT."  Broadway stressed.  The other

gargoyles looked at each other curiously.  Sighing, they put out their hands,

and made a circle.

     "No matter what."  Brooklyn repeated.

     "We'll look out for each other."  Angela added.

     "And help each other out."  Lexington chimed in.

     "So we make this pact,"  Hawthorne cut in.

     "To make sure that we're all kept safe."  Ophelia whispered.

     Broadway stepped out.  "That's it.  It's a covenant.  The Ringbearer's

Covenant."

     He cleared his throat.  "And no matter what happens, we have to keep it."

********************************************************************************
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Avalon

     Silhouette was in a rage.

     She was ranting, raving, she'd smashed some windows, she'd yelled at her

Servants, she'd nearly thrown Titania's Mirror down the stairs.  In other words,

she was furious, and it was mostly directed at the six gargoyles who'd escaped

Avalon with the piece of the ring.

     One sixth of the way there, Silhouette thought.  One sixth.

     She needed to rethink her strategy.

     Sighing, she sat down on her throne.  What could be done to stop them?

     She thought for awhile, and then came up with the answer.

     There were five pieces of the ring left, so set out five people to guard

them, and to kill the gargoyles when they came too close.

     One in Las Vegas, one in St. John's, one in Atlanta, one in Seattle, and

one in New York City.

     She'd see to the last piece herself.  But as for the other four...she

needed people who wouldn't be conspicuous.  Who could fit in.

     And, since New York City would be the capital city of her shadow empire,

why not take them from there?

     Sighing, she sent out a message to the subverted in New York City.

     [COME TO ME.]  she projected.  [COME TO ME.  THE GARGOYLES MUST BE STOPPED. 

I NEED FOUR OF YOU TO COME TO ME.]

     Maria Chavez, crutchless, looked up, and smiled.  She was busy

interrogating a "prisoner", in fact, she was taking every inmate in the holding

cells, subverting them, and sending them out to subvert others.  She grinned,

and called for John Morgan.  He came in, and continued the subversion process

while Maria answered the call.

     Travis Marshall looked around, in his apartment.  He'd never gone to

Chicago...he'd decided to stay in New York City, where the action was.  But if

Silhouette needed help, he was going to be one of the ones to answer.  And

answer he did, eager to stop these gargoyles.

     Brendan LaPorte threw a very expensive vase across the room, just for the

hell of it.  He heard the summons, and decided that he would be one of the four

to answer it.  Anything to please Silhouette.  He told his wife, Margot, that he

was leaving on business, and just vanished.  Margot walked outside, and went

right back to subverting everyone in the subdivision.

     Fox Xanatos sighed, and paced about the castle.  Things had taken on a

twisted parody of normal in the Eyrie Building, with David, Owen and the baby

subverted, and she wanted to stay, but she couldn't ignore the call.  She

vanished.

     The four of them rematerialized in Silhouette's chambers, before the

throne.

     "These gargoyles must be stopped.   I want each of you to go to one of the

ring locations, and stop them.  There's too much at risk here to let them get

that ring."  Silhouette explained.

     "What do you want us to do with them?'  Brendan asked.

     Silhouette glared at him.  "I don't care what you do with them, as long as

they're dead when you finish."  she hissed.

     "Good.  I like to have professional freedom."  Mark smiled.

     "You'll get lots of it.  Something else you should know."  Silhouette

frowned.  She waved, and an image of Broadway formed.  "This one is having a

little difficulty with his power.  If he uses it, it seem to go out of control. 

Use it to your advantage if you can." 

     The four chosen servants grinned like children.

     "Now, off to work!  I want to see some dead gargoyles before this night's

over."  Silhouette smiled.

     "Right, my lady."  Fox leered.

     "Oh, one more thing, you four."  Silhouette called back.

     They turned around.  "What?"  Brendan asked.

     Silhouette smirked.  "Make it painful."

Part III                                   One Ring To Rule Them All

Prologue

          The Point Of No Return

Golden Chance Casino, Las Vegas

November 2, 1996

     Las Vegas was a city of lights, the bright neon and flashing bulbs of the

casinos reflecting off of the sky around the city for miles around.

     So nobody was surprised to see the ball of flame appear on the roof of one

of the fanciest casinos on Fremont Street.

     As the ball vanished, six gargoyles stood there, taking in the sights.

     "It's amazing!"  Ophelia gasped, seeing the lights.  "Towers of glass, and

steel...thousands of people...the lights..."

     Hawthorne smiled.  Brooklyn, Lexington, Angela and Broadway just stared at

Ophelia, trying to remember their first glimpses of the twentieth century. 

They'd had reactions fairly similar, they recalled.

     But even they had to marvel at the sights of Las Vegas.  If New York City

was bright at night, then this was surely what the light of the sun must look

like.

     "It's breathtaking."  Angela sighed.

     "Spectacular."  Lexington gaped.

     "Beautiful."  Broadway marvelled.

     "Stunning."  Brooklyn smiled.

     "There's too much glare."  Hawthorne complained, shielding her eyes.

     Broadway turned around to face her.  "You really know how to spoil the

moment, don't you."

     "Well, it is.  It hurts my eyes."  Hawthorne replied defensively.

     "Yeah, well...the rest of us weren't quite done marvelling yet."  Brooklyn

sighed.

     Hawthorne mimicked him, and laughed.

     Then, she closed her eyes.  She frowned.

     "I can't tell exactly where the second piece of the ring is.  It's...moving

around inside the building we're on top of."

     "Inside?"  Angela asked.

     "Yeah.  It's..."  Hawthorne began, but then she froze up.

     "Hawthorne?"  Lexington asked, concerned.

     Hawthorne suddenly collapsed.

     "Oh, no."  Broadway exhaled.  The five gargoyles ran to her side, and

crowded around, trying to wake her.

     Brooklyn knelt down and took her head, cradling it on his lap.

     "Hawthorne..." he asked, suddenly convinced she was dead.  "Hawthorne, are

you all right?"

     Hawthorne's eyes fluttered open, a look of sheer terror in them.

     "Brooklyn...those monsters, they were REAL...that place...I was going to

die..."  she babbled, obviously in shock.

     "Sssh...Hawthorne, it's okay.  I'm right here..."  he whispered, rubbing

her chin.  "Just relax.  I'm here to protect you."

     "She must be having a delayed reaction to Avalon.  She's in shock." 

Lexington deduced.  He knelt down, and raised her feet.  "This'll help."

     "Hawthorne, are you all right?"  Broadway asked.

     Hawthorne seemed to sigh deeply.  "I'm...I'll be fine.  I just need a

second to get calmed down."

     Groaning, she sat up, and held her head.  "It's like I just realized right

now how much danger I was in on that island.  I couldn't help it, I just got

frightened now instead of then."

     "It's okay, Hawthorne."  Brooklyn moved a little closer.  "Everything's

fine now.  We're safe.  And I'm here for you."

     Hawthorne took a few deep breaths.  "Thanks.  I'll be fine."

     A couple of minutes later, she was walking around.  Brooklyn walked with

her, to keep her steady, his hands around her shoulders.  Hawthorne turned to

face him, and sighed.

     "Thanks for the help, Brooklyn."  she sighed. 

     "Don't mention it." he smiled.

     Hawthorne suddenly seemed to look very intently at Brooklyn.

     "Brooklyn...could I talk to you for a minute?"  she asked, raising an

eyebrow.

     "Sure.  What's on your mind?"

     "Alone."  Hawthorne stated emphatically.

     Brooklyn seemed to look uncomfortable.  "Uh, sure...I guess so..." he

stammered.

     The two of them walked towards the edge of the roof.

********************************************************************************
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     Broadway, meanwhile, was sitting down, looking out over Fremont Street.

     "It's fabulous, isn't it."  Angela stated, coming to sit down beside him.

     "Yeah!  I mean, it's a lot brighter than Manhattan."  Broadway sighed.

     Angela turned so that she was facing him.  "Broadway, there's something I

want to ask you."

     Broadway turned around.  "What is it?"

     Angela looked dismayed, as if searching for the right words.  "Why did you

say that?"

     "What, 'what is it'?"

     "No."  Angela laughed.  "That pact we made on the beach a few minutes ago. 

What was the story behind that?"

     Broadway sighed.  "Angela..."

     "Broadway...tell me."

     Broadway moaned.  "I just want to make sure that we all look out for each

other.  That's all.  I'm the Protector, so I'm supposed to make sure that

everyone is safe."

     Angela looked down at the street.

     "There's more to it than that."

     "What do you mean?"

     "The way you were so insistant about it, there had to be something more to

it."  Angela concluded.

     Broadway sighed.  "You got me."

     "So explain it."

     Broadway looked directly into her eyes.  "Promise you won't think I'm being

selfish?"

     Angela felt her curiousity jump.  "I won't."

     Broadway slumped.  "I want everyone there to look out for each other, but I

want you all there to look after me."

     Angela became confused.  "What?"

     "Look.  When I used my power on Avalon, I lost myself, right?"

     "Yes."  Angela told him, remembering the conversation the two of them had

had on the beach afterwards.  Broadway had said that he had felt in danger of

losing control, and not being able to control the power when he wanted to.  He

had said that he was so scared that he'd hurt someone that he was questioning

the wisdom of using the power ever again.

     "So, I want to make sure that doesn't happen again."  Broadway continued. 

"The pact is just reassuring me that if that does happen, if I'm forced to use

my power and I get lost in the moment, that you'll all help to bring me back. 

It tells me that no matter what happens, you've all pledged to help keeping me

from reaching that "point of no return", and that keeps me safe, knowing I've

got a safety net to fall into.  It's really selfish, I know...but I just need

that extra reassurance."

     "You know that even without the pact, we'd help you."  Angela claimed,

feeling a little insulted that he'd think otherwise.

     "I know!"  Broadway repeated.  "It's just for peace of mind...and I don't

want to lose myself to fear.  If I can't use my power because I'm afraid of what

might happen, I won't be able to keep you safe.  And I don't know what I'd do

without you."  he sighed, letting his feelings slip through.

     "Broadway."  Angela smiled.  "I've known you for almost six months now, and

I'm your friend.  I wouldn't abandon you to that.  Pact or no pact.  Brooklyn

and Lexington feel the same way...we'd all die for each other.  You've proven

that to me, and I know you know I would too.  Even Hawthorne and

Ophelia...they've barely known you, and they're your true friends.  We all

care...I care too much for that to happen to you."

     Broadway looked into Angela's soft brown eyes.  "You care too much?"

     Angela nodded.  "Yes.  I do.  You mean a lot to me."

     Broadway felt his heart skip a beat.  He thought back to the day when

Angela had first arrived at the clock tower.  Broadway was immediatly enchanted

by her beauty...her raven locks, her beautiful, innocent face.  He was head over

heels in love with her, and he thought she felt the same way.  He hoped she did. 

On Yankee Stadium...last night, subjectively, but really four days ago..they'd

almost kissed.  Broadway had known then that the feelings he had were most

likely mutual, but he still wasn't absolutely sure.

     And suddenly, more than ever, he needed to know.

     "Does this mean that...you're in love with me?"  Broadway asked, hoping

against hope.

     Angela's eyes widened at the question, and she seemed to hesitate.  She

thought about it, and blushed.

     "I...I think so."  Angela stammered.  "Yes, Broadway, I think I do love

you."

     This time, Broadway's heart did skip a beat.  His world seemed to suddenly

brighten.

     "You...you do?"  he asked.

     "Yes.  At first, I thought it was just a friendly thing, but I've come to

realize that maybe it's love."

     "Oh, Angela."  Broadway sighed.  "I've been waiting for six months to hear

you say that."

     Angela laughed.  "I take it this means you love me, too."

     Broadway smiled.  "God, yes!  I've been head over feet in love with you

since I first saw you!"

     Angela smiled.  "I've known for a while.  You aren't exactly subtle."

     Broadway blushed.  "You should see me when I try."

     Angela grinned.  "Well, you know how I feel.  I'll look out for you.  Pact

or no pact, and when this is all over, I want to be there with you."

     I've dreamed of this for months, Broadway thought.  In one swift stroke, it

was all coming true.

     He leaned a little closer.  She did they same.  Their hands locked, and

their heads tilted forward.  As their lips brushed together, they began to kiss.

     They did so for a long time, under the Nevada sky.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     Lexington and Ophelia stood at the opposite edge of the building, staring

out over the ledge.

     Lexington was miserable, and showing it.

     He'd turned around once, and saw Broadway and Angela sitting there talking. 

He turned around again, and saw them kissing.

     He could only stare in shock.  That should be me there, instead of

Broadway, he thought, angry.  He knew nothing could be done, and that he

shouldn't be mad, but he couldn't help it.

     It wasn't fair.  Goliath had Elisa, Broadway had Angela...even Brooklyn

seemed to be making progress with Hawthorne.  Leaving him standing out in the

cold.

     It was incredibly frustrating.  One of the last gargoyles in the world, and

nobody to mate with.  Now Angela was claimed, and there was nothing he could do

about it.  

     He turned to Ophelia.  She was gaping at the Las Vegas skyline, marvelling

at the sights.

     I wish I was that naive again, Lexington thought.  Seeing everything as

new.  I'd be so distracted I wouldn't feel like dirt under Angela's feet.

     Ophelia turned, and noticed the dismayed look on Lexington's face.  "What's

wrong?"  she asked, taking her mind off of the scenery.

     Lexington shuffled over to the roof, and slumped over, looking at the

street.  He tilted his head back, pointing towards Broadway and Angela.

     Ophelia glanced, and quickly turned away.  "Oh.  Uh...that sort of thing

offends you?"

     Lexington rolled his eyes.  "It doesn't offend me, it's just...I feel

slighted.  Broadway and Angela are in love with each other, and I'm left in the

dark."

     Ophelia nodded in understanding.  "I know how you feel.  On Avalon, I was

in love with someone, and another girl got to him first.  But I got over it. 

You can too."

     "Not her.  She's...it's like...well, since she came to New York, the three

of us were fighting for her.  Broadway got to her first, and I feel like she

completely ignores me.  I'm like...I don't know, chopped liver.  At least,

that's how I feel."

     "Don't worry about it!"  Ophelia exclaimed.  "You might not have gotten

Angela, but keep a positive mindset!  There's other female gargoyles around. 

And you've got plenty of qualities on your side.  I've known you for what seems

like a few hours now, and I can tell you're smart, funny, sensitive...in fact,

you're what a lot of girls would call the perfect guy.  So if Angela can't see

that, it's her loss." 

     She clapped Lexington on the shoulder, and gave him a friendly smile. 

Then, she walked away.

     Lexington looked at his shoulder, and then back at Ophelia. 

     She likes me, he thought.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     "What do you want to tell me?"  Brooklyn asked, as Hawthorne turned around.

     "Something's odd about the way you're acting towards me."  she accused him.

     "What?"

     "You're acting protective, and really concerned for my safety, and you're

just generally going out of your way to make sure I'm okay."  Hawthorne told

him.

     Oh, oh, Brooklyn thought.  "Is there something wrong with that?"

     Hawthorne shook her head.  "Nothing wrong with it, I just want to know why

it is you're going so far out for me."

     Brooklyn thought for a second.  He didn't want to scare her away by coming

right out and saying it.  Better to conceal it.

     "I..." he began, stammering.  "I just want to make sure your safe.  We need

you to fufill this prophecy."

     Hawthorne stared at him, and then touched his face. 

     "You've got a dimple right there."  she remarked.

     "So..."

     "So when you lie, it twitches.  It's practically moving of its own volition

right now."

     Brooklyn touched his dimple, and groaned.  Betrayed by my own face, he

thought.

     Hawthorne cleared her throat.  "I know what's going on here, Brooklyn."

     "Oh?"  he squeaked, trying to make his voice sound nonchalant.  It failed

him, and came out in a high tone, that sounded like a mouse.

     She smiled.  "You're starting to develop some kind of romantic attraction

for me, and it's just your way of showing it."

     Brooklyn felt the air being driven from his chest.  "Oh?"  he said again. 

"How do you know that?"

     She sighed.  "Remember Whistler?"

     "Your friend from Clayoquot Sound?  You told me about him back in Nanaimo."

     "He wasn't just my friend, Brooklyn, he was in love with me.  Desparately,

according to him.  That's why he came with me to Nanaimo."  Hawthorne explained.

     Brooklyn's jaw dropped.  "You and Whistler?  Oh, geez."  he slapped his

forehead.

     "What's wrong?"

     Brooklyn groaned.  "I'm just surprised, that's all."  Not to mention

devastated, he didn't say.  Hawthorne was in love with another gargoyle!

     "It wasn't anything serious on my part.  I just thought of it as another

level of our friendship.  He was the one who believed we were destined to be

together.  He gave me this pendant as a pledge of his love, but all I think of

it as is a glorified friendship charm."  Hawthorne took a crystal pendant out of

her jacket, and showed it to him.  He held it, and sighed.

     "You were just friends."  he breathed a sigh of relief.

     Hawthorne raised her eyebrow.  Nice, but a little obvious, she thought to

herself. 

     "Anyway, he acted the same way.  Protective, always saying he'd be there

for me...exactly what you've been doing."

     "So, you think that because I'm acting like Whistler did, I'm thinking the

way he did."  Brooklyn concluded, knowing that it was the truth.

     "Are you?  Do you think you love me, Brooklyn?"  she asked.

     Brooklyn looked up at her, and found himself captivated by her stare.  Her

eyes were a brilliant green color, and he suddenly wanted to tell her

everything.

     "How do you feel about me, Hawthorne?"  he stuttered, realizing that she

had him.

     "Brooklyn," Hawthorne sighed, "You're avoiding the question.  Straight up. 

Tell me.  Do you think you love me?"

     Brooklyn remained silent.

     "Well?"

     He sighed, his resistance caving in.  "Hawthorne, I don't think I'm in love

with you."

     "Oh."

     "I know I am."

     Hawthorne looked at him.

     "Whenever I look at you, I see the face of the girl I want to spend the

rest of my life with.  Back in Scotland, I used to play a game with my rookery

brothers, where we'd try to describe our future mates.  I'd describe someone,

that I imagined I'd like her to be.  But I never could settle on something. 

Then, I see you, and I realize..."  he sighed, realizing how sappy this probably

sounded, "that I was probably trying to describe you."

     Hawthorne simply stared.

     "And I know that once this business with the ring is over, that you're the

person I want to spend my life with.  That's how I feel, Hawthorne.  Straight

up."

     Hawthorne seemed confused.  "Brooklyn...when we were in Nanaimo...when we

first met, I began to think things about you...how nice you looked, how nice you

acted, how mature you seemed.  When I got mad at you, I was just feeling so

confused that someone like you would be so involved in something like this that

I just couldn't believe it.  But something made me see that you were so much

more than you seemed, and I couldn't help but wonder if I was starting to feel

something for you.  And since then, when you've been protecting me, I think more

and more of you.  I don't know what it is about you, but I feel like I can tell

you anything, and I know you'll still see me as who I am.  I really admire

that."

     Brooklyn seemed to beam.  "Do...do you love me too?"

     "I didn't say that."  Hawthorne raised her hand.  Brooklyn's face suddenly

fell, and Hawthorne had to feel a little guilty.

     "But I didn't say I don't, either."  she clarified.  Brooklyn's expression

changed from one of pain to confusion.

     "What are you saying?"  he asked.

     "I'm saying I don't know.  I know I feel something for you, but I'm not

quite sure what it is yet.  I just need time to confront what I feel about you,

and then I'll let you know."

     Brooklyn took her face in his talons.  His eyes seemed to say things his

mouth would never even dream of speaking.

     "I'll wait for you."  he sighed.  He closed his eyes.  "I'll wait for you."

     Hawthorne smiled.  "I'll try to make it short."

     The two stared at each other wordlessy, with the look of two people who

don't know where their friendship stands...on the brink of love, or just away

from it.

     They both closed their eyes, and sighed deeply.

     Brooklyn opened his eyes.  "We should talk about this later.  For now, we

should get back to this ring business."

     Hawthorne sighed.  "It's only been a day, in my mind...and I already want

to get this over with."

     Brooklyn laughed.  "You and me both."

     The two of them walked back to the rest of them to find Broadway and Angela

beaming, and Lexington looking confused.  Ophelia looked amazed at the sights of

the city.  She's only at the beginning, Brooklyn thought.  Wait till she sees

New York.

     "Uh."  Brooklyn stammered.  "We should probably try to get the next piece

of the ring."

     "It's inside the casino."  Hawthorne explained.

     "Well, that presents a problem."  Lexington exclaimed.

     "What?"

     "How are we supposed to get inside and find it looking like this?"  he

pointed out.  "We'd kind of stick out."

     "Like sore thumbs."  Broadway added.

     "Well...we...I don't know!"  Brooklyn sputtered, realizing they had a

point.  They just couldn't walk into the building as gargoyles.

     "The ring is moving around somewhere where there's a lot of people around." 

Hawthorne added.  "I can't get a lock on it."

     Ophelia snapped her fingers.  "What if I made an illusion...that made us

look human?" she suggested.

     The others just stared at her.

     "You can do that?"  Angela asked.

     "I could make us invisible, and make copies of us, couldn't I?"  Ophelia

shot back, a little testy.  "All I have to do is concentrate, and keep it in the

back of my mind, and it happens."

     "All right...I guess that's our plan."  Brooklyn shrugged.

     All of the gargoyles folded their wings.  Brooklyn's still hurt when he did

that, but it was becoming bearable.  As long as he didn't glide, he'd be fine.

     I sure as hell can't wait till sunrise, he thought, looking at the bandage.

     Broadway began to wind his tail around one of his legs.

     "Why are you doing that?"  Angela asked.

     "Well, we aren't really becoming human, right?"

     Ophelia shook her head.

     "So, with our tails out like this, people might start tripping over them,

and begin to suspect something's up, cause they'll they'll be tripping over

something they can't see."  Broadway explained.

     "Good point."  Lexington agreed.  He wrapped his tail around his leg.  The

others did the same.

     "Well, I guess we're ready."  Brooklyn sighed, once he'd finished.

     Ophelia concentrated, and suddenly their gargoyle features vanished,

replaced by more subtle human characteristics. 

     Suddenly, Hawthorne burst out laughing.

     "What?" Ophelia asked.

     "I never realized until just now,"  she giggled, "how underdressed you guys

are."

     Brooklyn looked down.  Sure enough, he, Broadway and Lexington were wearing

only loincloths, the same as they always did.  But, as humans, it seemed a

little, well, peculiar.

     Angela and Ophelia were a bit better, wearing the same as they usually did,

but, again, as humans, it looked odd.  Only Hawthorne looked normal, wearing her

Umbro jacket and blue jeans still.

     "This is cute."  Broadway frowned.  "We look like humans, and we still

stand out."

     "Ophelia,"  Angela asked, "could you maybe...cover us up a bit?"

     "I guess so,"  she whispered, and dropped the illusion.  Then, she tried

again, but this time, she and Angela were wearing long flowing dresses, and the

Trio, suits of armor.  Hawthorne was in hysterics, now.

     "No, no. no.  Look,"  Brooklyn told her, "we have to dress like people

here, not Avalon." 

     "I don't know what people here dress like!"  Ophelia protested.

     "Look at that sign, over there."  Lexington pointed to her, showing her a

billboard with a group of twentysomethings walking somewhere together.  They

were dressed in nice, normal clothes.

     "Like that."  Lexington told her.

     "Okay."  Ophelia sighed, and she did so.

     "That's better."  Angela told her, pulling down her wool sweater over her

blue jeans.

     "Real improvement."  Brooklyn agreed.  He was wearing a cotton vest, with a

"Guess" shirt underneath and cutoff blue jeans.  He looked down, and noted the

tennis shoes on his feet.  "Really nice."

     Lexington pulled the baseball cap off of his head, now covered with short

cropped black hair, mildly surprised he could feel the hat when it was just an

illusion.  "This thing's too big,"  he complained, adjusting the strap, "and I

don't like the team that's on it, but it'll do."

     "You don't like the Knicks?  I thought you were from New York."  Hawthorne

asked.

     "I am...I just don't like the Knicks."  Lexington responded.

     Broadway adjusted the sleeve on his shirt, which was open to show a white

T-shirt beneath.  "I don't like the Knicks either, but I don't mind the hat."

     "Here, do you want it?"  Lexington asked.

     "Sure!"  Broadway replied, and he put it on over his blonde hair.  "It's

too small."  he complained, and fixed it.

     "Well, I guess we should go in."  Hawthorne told them, still giggling.

     "We're dressed all right now, aren't we?"  Brooklyn asked.

     "Yeah, it's just..." Hawthorne began, and suddenly laughed again.

     Brooklyn rolled his eyes.  "Well, come on, Giggles.  We've got a ring to

find."

     The six of them, looking human, opened the door from the roof, and stepped

into the casino.

********************************************************************************

********************************************************************************

********************************************************************************
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****************

Chapter One

          Subversion

Greenwich Apartment Complex, New York City

     "Can I get you two anything else?"  Elisa asked, looking at Goliath and

Hudson.  The elder gargoyle was staring at the TV, but not watching it, more

just absently playing with the remote control.  Goliath, meanwhile, was simply

staring out the window.

     "Goliath?"  Elisa questioned.  He turned around, looking angry...but a

little lost as well, and confused.

     He's scared to death, Elisa thought.  He's frightened as a hatchling, and

he refuses to show it.

     "Goliath, something's really bothering you.  Tell me."  she commanded.  He

looked at her, giving her an incredulous

"You-mean-to-tell-me-you-don't-already-know?" expression, and sighed.

     "It's been three days since we were forced to leave the castle, and we

haven't been able to do anything to regain our home, or stop this evil."  he

told her.  "I wish there was something we could do."

     "If Xanatos and Owen are subverted, then it wouldn't be safe for you there. 

You had no choice but to leave."

     Hudson, meanwhile, stopped on one station long enough to listen to a sound

bite out of the rebroadcast of Mayor Giulliani's speech detailing the

declaration of a State of Emergency in New York City.  He turned it off when it

started talking about President Clinton delaying the election because of Bob

Dole's and Al Gore's tragic "infection" with Richmond, and turned to Goliath and

Elisa.

     "We know that, lass."  he sighed.  "It's just we wish there was something

we could do to stop this, instead of waiting for Brooklyn and the others to

return."

     "There's nothing we can do."  Elisa told him, feeling like it was the

umpteenth time she'd said that.  "The only way Silhouette can be stopped is with

the ring, and Brooklyn, Broadway, Lex and Angela are the ones who have to do

that."

     She sighed, and rested on the windowsill.  Goliath put his arm around her,

and held her close.

     "Don't think I'm not worried, guys."  Elisa frowned.  "I'm terribly

worried.  I haven't been able to get a hold of Mom or Dad for two days.  When I

phone, I get the machine...and I drove to the house today to see if they were

there.  Their neighbours say they haven't seen either of them since two nights

ago.  It's not like them to just vanish."

     Goliath looked at her, wishing he didn't have to say this.  "You don't

suppose they might have been..."

     "Subverted.  It's a strong possibilty.  Mom told me that Mr. Schott, the

guy who lives across from the street from her, had black eyes.  I don't want to

think about it, but I have this nagging suspicion that that's what happened."

Elisa finished for him.

     She walked to the phone.  "I'm going to try again."  she sighed, picking up

the reciever.

     "Elisa, it's 1 o'clock in the morning.  If they are safe, they'll probably

be asleep."  Goliath pointed out.

     "Look, I'm going to try.  If they're asleep, then this'll wake them up, and

I'll at least know they're safe."  Elisa rationalized, dialing the number.

     The phone rang several times, but nobody answered.  Finally the answering

machine picked up.

     "Hi.  You've reached the home of Peter and Diane Maza.  We're not available

right now, so please leave a message at the tone.  We'll call back ASAP. 

Thanks!"  the machine played, and then the tone sounded.

     "Hi, Mom?  Dad?  It's Elisa.  I'm just calling to see if you're all right. 

Could you call me back as soon as you can, just to ease my mind?  Thanks!" 

Elisa sighed, and she hung up.  Groaning, she sat down on the couch.

     "I got the machine."  she muttered.

     Goliath moved next to her, and knelt down.  "Elisa..." he began, brushing

back her hair.  "Your parents are fine."  he whispered.

     Elisa looked up.  She thought back to three nights ago, when Goliath and

Hudson had first arrived at her apartment, and asked if they could stay there,

until Silhouette was stopped.

Elisa had accepted, realizing that things must have been bad at the castle if it

would drive Goliath and Hudson out. 

     Elisa had tried to reassure Goliath, because he was very upset at the loss,

but now, Elisa realized that he was trying to return the favor.

     "I hope so."   Elisa frowned, sighing.  "I just wish there was some way I

could find out for sure."

     Hudson looked up.  "Perhaps Talon and the Mutates might know." 

     Elisa looked at him.  "You might be right.  Derek might be able to tell me

something."

     Goliath stood up.  "We shall go with you.  To make sure that you're safe."

     Elisa smiled.  "Thanks for the concern."

     The three of them stood up, and walked to the balcony.  Goliath leapt up to

the edge, and took Elisa in his arms.  Hudson jumped up as well, and the three

of them soared away to the Labrynth.

********************************************************************************

********************************

The Labrynth

     "What in the..."  Goliath exclaimed, tugging on the door to the Labrynth. 

It was securely locked, and no amount of pulling or banging on it would open it.

     "Why would Derek lock the door?"  Elisa asked.

     "I do not know.  But if we're going to get in, we'll have to try another

method."  Goliath warned.  He dug his claws into the metal, and tried to rip the

door free, but no amount of force would open the door.  The metal was just too

thick.

     Suddenly, a peephole opened, and a orange face peered through at them. 

Claw looked at them, and closed the peephole.  In a second, the door was open,

and Goliath, Hudson and Elisa stepped in.

     "Claw,"  Hudson asked, "why was the door locked?"

     Claw pantomimed somebody sneaking in, and staring at somebody.  Waving his

hands, he indicated that the door was locked to keep Sevants of Twilight out.

     "That explains it.  They're protecting themselves against the subverted." 

Hudson explained.

     "Astute."  came a voice from behind them.

     The three of them turned around, and saw Talon and Maggie standing there. 

Maggie's wrist was bandaged, and Talon had a bandage on his forehead.

     "Derek?"  Elisa asked.

     "Hi, sis."  Talon sighed.  "What brings you three down here?"

     "I assume from Claw's explanation that you've heard of what's happening." 

Goliath told him.

     Maggie nodded.  "We've done more than heard."

     "Two nights ago, we let in a man infected with Richmond.  He began to

infect other people, and we just barely got him out.  He got the clones of your

clan, too...Burbank, Delilah, Malibu, Brentwood, and Hollywood.  They didn't

know any better but to try to stop him, and they got infected.  Nobody besides

the Mutates are here now, and we're keeping the door locked to keep other

carriers out."  Talon explained.

     "Well, we're down here to ask you something.  Derek, have you seen Mom and

Dad lately?  Have you been talking to them?"

     Talon shook his head.  "No.  I haven't seen them since last month.  Why?"

     Elisa gulped.  "I can't get a hold of them.  I'm afraid they might have

been subverted."

     "Subverted?"  Maggie asked, a curious tilt in her voice.

     "Er...infected."  Elisa covered.  Talon gasped.

     "WHAT?"  he roared. 

     Elisa winced.  "Derek..."

     He growled.  "Are you sure?"

     "No.  But I can't get hold of them, and their neighbours say they haven't

seen them in days."

     "This isn't good."  Talon frowned.  "I haven't seen or heard from them in

weeks."

     "Oh.  Well, we just came down to see if you'd heard anything."  Elisa

replied, sadly.

     Talon frowned.  "I'm sorry."

     "What were you saying about 'subverted'?"  Maggie asked.

     Goliath frowned.  "The truth about this virus is that it isn't a disease at

all.  It's a magical curse."

     And then Goliath explianed it all, or at least what he understood.  He

ended with their leaving the castle, and being forced to live in Elisa's

apartment.

     Talon crossed his arms.  "That story sounds kind of farfetched."

     "It's the truth.  It's hard to believe, but it's absolutely true."  Elisa

told him.

     Talon shrugged.  "I've learned to believe in a lot of stranger things over

the past year or so."

     "So, Brooklyn, Broadway, Lexington and Angela had to go to stop this?" 

Maggie asked.

     "Aye, lass.  By finding the ring and rebanishing this Silhouette."

     "So what can we do?"  Talon asked.

     Goliath thought.  "Apparently, nothing."

     Maggie frowned.  "That's not a very good option."

     Goliath scowled.  "We could set up patrols.  Just to make sure that

innocent people aren't victimized by these...things."

     Talon smiled.  "It might not be much, but at least it's something useful."

     Hudson agreed.  "Aye, Goliath.  We might even be able to help the young

lads along on their quest."

     "That was the plan."  Goliath growled.

     He turned to Elisa.  "You should probably go home.  It would be safer

there."

     Elisa nodded.  "I'm not about to argue."

     "I'll take Elisa home."  Goliath announced.  "Hudson, you stay here.  When

I return, the five of us will plan our patrol strategy."

     Hudson nodded.  "I'll wait for you."

     Goliath smiled, and he walked away, Elisa following.

     They left the Labrynth, and shut the door.

     "Goliath,"  Elisa began.  "Do you think that patrolling will really work? 

I mean, none of you are immune to subversion, like Lex and Broadway and Brooklyn

and Angela are."

     "It's the only thing we can do."  Goliath replied.  "We don't have magic to

use against them.  Our vigilance will have to protect us."

     Elisa looked at him.

     "Will that be enough?"

     Goliath looked at her, and sighed glumly.

     "It will have to be."

********************************************************************************

********************************

Fifth Avenue Subway Tunnel

     The man glanced around, searching for the familiar path to the Labrynth. 

Nervously, he glanced over his shoulder to see if a train was coming, forgetting

that this tunnel hadn't been used in three years.

     His name was Harold Farmer, and he didn't know why he was going to the

Labrynth at all.  Not rationally.

     But, he was also subverted, and that was reason enough.

     Two days ago, he'd been a tenant in the Labrynth, there until he could find

a way to get a new job.  But, things didn't work out as planned, and he found

himself running away from a Richmond infected person, who had invaded the

Labrynth.  He'd run, back up to the street, and was forced to beg for food.

     But he'd made a big mistake.  He'd begged from a subverted person, and

earned himself the same treatment.

     No, he didn't know why, but he had an urge to go to the Labrynth.  It was

unreasonable, and stupid, because Talon and the others would most likely kill

him if he entered the Labrynth with black eyes, but he just felt a need to go

there.

     It took him a while to find it, but eventually, he found the great iron

door which marked the entrance to the Labrynth.  Sighing, he traced the outline

of the Cyberbiotics logo, which was fading away on the metal of the door.

     Then, he noticed claw marks in the door. 

     "Oh..."  he whispered.  He'd known about gargoyles for a while now, since

that time four months ago when one had been brought to the Labrynth to be

jailed, and several true gargoyles were guarding her.  But, he thought that

maybe the gargoyles Silhouette was talking about when she called the four people

to her about an hour ago might be inside.

     "Imagine that."  Harold exclaimed.  "Harold Farmer catching the gargoyles."

     Harold understood what that would mean.  A reward.

     With a grin, he realized that maybe that was why he had been compelled to

come to the Labrynth.

     He smiled, and tugged on the door.  But, it wouldn't budge.

     He tried again.  Obviously, these gargoyles were expecting him, and were

afraid.

     "And they should be."  he smirked.

     With a sigh, he simply metamorphosed into a shadow, and passed under the

door unhindered.
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The Labrynth

     "So, tell me again what this Silhouette thing is."  Talon asked Hudson.  "I

don't understand."

     "She's a Child of Oberon."  Hudson explained.

     Claw shrugged.  Talon looked at him, an eyebrow raised.  "Meaning what,

exactly?"

     "There are three races on this earth."  Hudson explained.  "Humans,

gargoyles, and Children of Oberon.  They're magical beings with great power. 

And the thing that's causing this sickness is one of them."

     The four of them were walking through the Labrynth.  Hudson marvelled at

how deserted it was...the last time he'd been here, guarding Demona, before that

messy clone business, the place was teeming with humans, who had nowhere else to

go.

     Now, they were all gone.

     "What happened to the humans who were here that weren't subverted?"  Hudson

asked.  "Surely you didn't send them away with such a danger on the streets."

     Maggie sighed.  "When that homeless man invaded, he inf...subverted most of

the people who were here.  Those who stayed free left of their own choice,

scared beyond reason.  We tried to convince them that the Labrynth was safe, but

they wouldn't listen."

     Hudson nodded.  That made more sense.  Talon wasn't the sort to send people

away if they needed help...a remnant of his time as a police officer.

     Now that other one...

     "Whatever happened to Fang, anyway?"  Hudson asked.

     Talon rolled his eyes.  "He's still gracing our precense.  He's locked up

in one of the glass cages.  I intend to keep him there."

     "We have to keep him safe, too.  If Fang were to be subverted..." Maggie

shuddered.  Claw mimed a breakout, and somebody shooting their way to freedom. 

Hudson understood what that meant...disaster.

     Suddenly, there was a crash from the entrance.

     "What was that?"  Talon asked, perking up.

     "It sounded like it was coming from the entrance to the Labrynth."  Hudson

exclaimed.  "Let's go."

     The four of them ran to the entrance.  When they got there, the place was

abandoned.

     "It was nothing."  Maggie exclaimed, relieved.

     Hudson drew his sword, meanwhile.  "I wouldn't bet on that."

     He turned out to be right.  As they watched, a column of shadow

materialized on the platform.  It solidified into a person.

     It didn't mince words.  "Where are the gargoyles?" it asked.

     "A Servant of Twilight!"  Hudson yelled.  His eyes flared white, and he

stepped forward, growling.

     Talon stopped him.  "Cool it.  He isn't looking for us."

     The Servant smiled.  "You're right.  You four aren't important.  And if you

tell me where the six I DO seek are, then I....oh, I don't know, I might not

decide to subvert you."

     He spread his hands, and a beam of shadow spread out from his hands,

forming into the shapes of six gargoyles.  Hudson didn't know two of them, but

he could tell Brooklyn, Lexington, Angela and Broadway's outlines anywhere.

     "You're looking for those who went with Ariel, aren't ye."

     "You mean the ones who can't be subverted?  Yippers, gramps, they're the

ones."  the Servant replied, bowing.  "Now tell me where they are."

     Maggie frowned.  "They aren't here."

     The Servant's face darkened.  "Stop lying to me."

     "We aren't lying.  Brooklyn and the others are not here."  Talon claimed. 

     The Servant narrowed his eyes.

     "Now please leave."  Talon finished.

     The Servant stared at Talon, and too late Talon realized his mistake.  A

blast of shadow emerged out of the Servant's eyes, and plunged into Talon's. 

Talon turned, his eyes dark, and he smiled.

     "What..." Maggie gasped.

     "Run."  Hudson ordered. backing away.

     Maggie and Claw began staring stupidly at Talon.

     "RUN!"  Hudson yelled, and he turned, fleeing into the tunnels.

     Maggie and Claw followed, glancing back in fear.

     Talon and Harold sighed, and vanished.
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     "Oh, no."  Hudson sighed, nearly crashing into a dead end.

     Maggie and Claw stared dejectedly at the stone wall which blocked their

way.

     "What do we do now?"  Maggie asked.

     Claw snapped his talons, and mimed digging.  He then indicated an open sky

beyond the wall.

     "It's our only chance, lass."  Hudson sighed.  Nodding, Maggie and Claw

raised their hands, and blasted the wall.  Once they stopped, Hudson began to

tear through it, in a desparate attempt to escape.

     "Temper, temper."  Talon lamented, suddenly materializing by the wall.  He

blasted the wall, sending a cascade of rubble down on the three.

     "That's how you do it."  he told them, laughing.  He blasted again, sending

new spurts of stone down on them.

     Hudson covered his head.  "We can't last very long like this."  he pointed

out.

     Maggie fired an energy bolt back at Talon, and winced as it hit him. 

"Derek!"  she yelled, but Claw pulled her down, putting a hand to his mouth to

indicate silence.

     Talon, meanwhile, got up, and became enraged.  He blasted bolt after bolt

of shadow at them, laughing sadistically as he did so. 

     But one blast hit directly into the hole that Maggie, Claw and Hudson had

made, opening it to safety.

     Hudson noticed, and frowned.  Talon was too close for them to make a clean

getaway. 

     But if one of them were to distract him, then the other two might be able

to make it to warn Goliath.

     He looked at Maggie and Claw, and decided that he would remain.

     "Get out, you two.  I'll stay and handle Talon."  Hudson ordered, drawing

his sword.

     "You can't stay here!  Derek will kill you!"  Maggie protested, ducking as

another blast came at them.

     "I said get out!  Someone has to warn Goliath.  And if you don't go now,

you'll never get out.  If I can, I'll come after.  Now go!"   Hudson yelled.

     Reluctantly, Maggie and Claw nodded.

     Hudson, sighing, stepped out, and yelled.  Talon looked at him, and blasted

a shadow.  Hudson raised his sword, intending to deflect it, but it hit the

sword straight on, and the force knocked him backwards.

     Groaning, Hudson looked up, and saw an orange foot disappearing into the

tunnel.  Maggie and Claw were out.

     Suddenly, the human subverted appeared.  He had a look of disgust on his

face.

     "They aren't here."  he sighed miserably.

     Talon pointed to Hudson.  "What about him?"

     "Oh, subvert him.  I don't care."  he frowned, and vanished.

     Talon waved, and Hudson was suddenly bound in shadow.  He was lifted up,

and levitated towards Talon.

     Talon laughed.  "Now, it's your turn."  he smiled.

     Hudson spit in his face.

     "You..." he sputtered.

     Talon wiped the spit off of his face, and growled.  Wordlessly, he looked

into Hudson's eyes, and subverted him.  He let him go, and Hudson, eyes dark as

Talon's fur, laughed.

     "I don't know why I was so concerned about this."  he laughed.

     Talon smiled.  "It is a lot of freedom, isn't it."

     "Tell me about it!"  Hudson laughed.  The two of them melted away into the

shadows, and were gone.

     In another part of the Labrynth, Fang woke up from a sound sleep.  He

patted his stomach, and realized he'd probably slept through dinner.

     There wasn't any food on the tray outside.

     Fang raised an eyebrow, and walked to the glass front of the cage. 

"Where's my food?"  he called.

     No response.

     Fang began to bang on the cage, and started hollering.

     No reply.  The Labrynth seemed totally abandoned.

     "Is anybody here?  Hello?"  he called.  Still, nobody answered.

     Maybe they're gonna let me starve to death, Fang thought.  Becoming

frightened, he banged as hard as he could on the glass, and then tried to blast

it with an electic bolt. 

     It was no use.  Cyberbiotics had designed the cage to hold dangerous

biological specimens, and that meant that Fang was safely locked inside.

     Groaning with hunger, he sat down, and tried not to think of food.
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Greenwich Apartment Complex

     "I'm getting more worried by the second, Goliath.  There's no answer still,

no answer anywhere in the neighbourhood, nobody I can reach has seen them..."

Elisa shuddered, picturing her parents with black eyes.

     "Elisa..."  Goliath sighed, trying to reassure her.  He had meant to go

back to the Labrynth, but Elisa had seemed so shaked that he couldn't leave her.

     A tear ran down her face.  "I'm so scared.  I think of my parents..."  she

spoke, and then she just lurched into Goliath's arms.

     He held her close.  How am I supposed to reassure her when I'm so scared

myself? he thought, running his talons through her silky hair.

     He was scared that Brooklyn and the others would fail, that his daughter

and clan would be annihilated...he was simply scared of the whole messy

business.

     "Elisa...I'm here.  Whenever you need me, I'm here."  Goliath sighed.

looking at the ceiling.

     Elisa looked at him.  "Thanks.  I'm glad I've got friends like you,

Goliath.  It's like...one look at you, and I suddenly feel like everything's all

right again."

     Goliath smiled.  "That's what I'm here for."

     He raised her chin, and the two tenderly kissed for a brief second, more as

friends than lovers.  Suddenly, there was a swooping sound, and Maggie and Claw

were at the skylight.

     "Why are they here?"  Elisa asked.

     Maggie opened the door, and she and Claw clambered in, shaken.

     "Why are you two not at the Labrynth?"  Goliath asked.

     Maggie looked at him sadly.  "The Labrynth was lost.  A subverted person

broke in, and got Talon.  We were attacked..." she breathed, looking ready to

collapse.

     "No..."  Goliath whispered, horrified.  "Where's Hudson?"

     Claw looked at Maggie, with a regretful look on his face.  Maggie

swallowed.  "He didn't come with us.  He stayed behind so we could escape.  He

said he'd follow us if he could, but he didn't.  Maybe Talon..."

     She didn't have to finish.  Goliath roared, his eyes blasting to brilliant

white.  He ran to the window, but Elisa blocked him off.

     "Elisa, let me pass!"  Goliath yelled desparately.  "Hudson..."

     "Didn't you hear what they said?  The Labrynth is gone, Goliath.  If

Hudson's still in there, he's probably s...subverted...you can't take the

chance..." Elisa choked, not believing she was doing this.  If Hudson needed

help, they should go and help, but common sense told them they shouldn't, and it

was with reluctance that Elisa sided with it.

     Goliath calmed down, but the pain in his eyes was evident.

     "I'll make her pay."  Goliath growled.  "Silhouette is taking everything

from me...my clan, my friends, my family, my home...and I will not rest

until..."  he stopped.

     "Until you what?"  Maggie asked.

     Goliath looked at her.  "Until the threat she poses is ended once and for

all."

     He turned to look at Elisa.  "Until she is destroyed."

     He walked to the window, and began to stare unhappily at the castle.
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Chapter Two

          The Second Fragment

Golden Chance Casino, Las Vegas

     The stairwell door opened, and six apparently normal people stepped out.

     "Whoa."  Broadway mouthed, amazed.

     "This is so...different!"  Ophelia cried excitedly.  "I'd never dreamed

that the real world would look like this!"

     She'd said it a little too loudly, and a couple of people turned to stare

at them.

     Brooklyn sighed, and ran a hand through his long, white hair.  "Okay,

Ophelia, you've got to hold things like that here.  If people hear you talking

like that they might think you're some kind of nutcase.  Just keep things like

that to yourself."

     Ophelia nodded, realizing her mistake.

     "Sorry."  she whispered.

     "It's okay."  Brooklyn smiled.  "You're right...it is amazing."

     They were talking about the casino.  Inside, the place was made out in

splendour, with crystal chandeliers and soft carpeting on the floor.  All around

were roulette and blackjack tables, and along one wall was a row of slot

machines.  Waiters walked around with glasses of champagne, and people were all

dressed in tuxedos or dresses.

     Brooklyn looked down at his vest and cutoffs. "We might look a little too

casual."

     Lexington turned to him.  "Nobody's come to kick us out yet for being too

dressed down...I guess it's all right."

     As if to prove this, a waiter walked by, and smiled at them.

     "Friendly sort."  Hawthorne grinned.  "I wonder if he's coming around with

that champagne later."

     "You drink?"  Brooklyn spun around, amazed.

     "Not champagne."

     Brooklyn seemed to relax.

     "Just heavier stuff.  I've never drank champagne in my life."

     Brooklyn just stared at her, his mouth upturned in a little smile.

     "You've never drank, have you."  Hawthorne asked, smiling.

     "Ale and cider, back in...you know, when I'm from..." he told her

cryptically as a couple of socialites passed by.

     Hawthorne laughed.  "I'm sorry...it's just that you seem like the sort who

doesn't mind a party on Saturday night with a few beer."

     "I love Saturday night parties,"  Brooklyn clarified, "but I've never drank

at them."

     "Nothing wrong with that."  Hawthorne told him.

     Then, she wrinkled her brow.  "I still can't tell exactly where the ring

is.  I can only tell that it's moving between the casino and those two doors.  I

think someone has it with them."

     Angela squinted.  "One of them goes to a bar, the other to a dance club." 

she read the signs over top of them.

     "So, we're probably going to have to split up, and look for it."  Broadway

concluded.

     Brooklyn nodded.  "Yeah.  Well, Hawthorne and I will look in the casino."

     Angela looked at Broadway.  "The two of us will take the bar."

     Brooklyn looked to Lexington and Ophelia.  "Well, looks like you two got

the dance hall."  he smiled.  But Lexington and Ophelia just glanced at each

other nervously, and smiled weakly.

     "Uh...sure."  Lexington muttered.

     "Try and find the ring...or at least if you can get any information on

where it is."  Hawthorne told them.  They all nodded, and went their separate

ways. 

     Brooklyn and Hawthorne began to wander around the casino, searching for the

ring.

     "Can you get at least a hunch on it?"

     "It's somewhere in here now, but I can't tell exactly where."  Hawthorne

replied.

     Suddenly, a man tapped Hawthorne on the shoulder.

     The two of them spun around, half expecting to see a Servant of Twilight,

but instead came face to face with a twenty year old man, holding out a piece of

paper at a pen.

     "Can I have your autograph?" he asked Hawthorne.

     Hawthorne blinked.  "Excuse me?"

     "Aren't you Alanis Morrissette?"  the man asked.

     Hawthorne frowned.  "No..."

     "But you look so much like her!"

     "Well, I'm not her.  Sorry."

     The man frowned.  "Are you sure?"

     "Yes, I'm sure."  Hawthorne hissed.

     The man scowled.  "Damnit.  All right, I'm sorry."  he apologized, and he

walked away.

     Hawthorne watched him go.  "What a tard."  she muttered.

     "Imagine that.  Mistaking you for Alanis."  Brooklyn began to chuckle.

     "I know.  I don't look anything like her."

     Brooklyn peered at her.  "Well, now that you mention it...as a human,

there's a slight resemblance."

     Hawthorne glared at him.  "Well, maybe in the face..."

     Brooklyn shook his head.  "It's not uncanny, or anything..."

     And then he grinned wickedly.  "But isn't it ironic?"

     "If you say 'don't you think', I'll hit you."

     Brooklyn raised his hands.  "All right!"

     "Good."

     "I just thought that you oughta know."

     Hawthorne scowled.  "Brooklyn..."

     "You're right.  That was awful.  Am I forgiven?"

     "Urgh!"  Hawthorne hissed.  "Stop that!"

     "Sorry!  Nobody's perfect.  But if you want, I'll leave one hand in my

pocket."  Brooklyn was grinning broadly now.

     "You know what?  You're horrible."

     "So I'm told."

     "Just stop that, okay?  No more jokes about Alanis.  I don't look like

her."

     "Sure."  Brooklyn smiled.  Then he started whistling "You Learn".

     Hawthorne gave him an icy glance, and then both of them burst out laughing.

     They walked around for a bit more, asking occasionally if anyone had seen

the ring.  They always got a negative answer, and they sighed dejectedly.

     Then, a dealer approached them, with a pen and ticket pad.

     "Excuse me, sir..." the dealer began, "But as a free promotion for the

casino, tonight we're offering tickets on several door prizes.  Would you be

interested in filling out a ballot?  Like I said, it's free of charge."

     Brooklyn and Hawthorne looked at each other. 

     "You try to get a lock on the ring."  he told her, and then turned back to

the dealer.

     "Sure!"  Brooklyn smiled.

     "Could I have your name?"  the dealer asked, uncapping the pen.

     Brooklyn thought for a second.  "Nicholas Brooklyn."  he told him.  "And

this is my wife, Elizabeth.  Can we get a ballot for her, too?"

     "Well, I could just put her name on this one."  The dealer replied.  "Where

are you from?"

     "New York City."

     The dealer smiled, and ripped off the ticket.  "Thank you, sir." he nodded,

and walked off.

     Hawthorne turned to him.  "Nicholas Brooklyn, and his wife Elizabeth?"

     Brooklyn smiled.  "I got it from my favorite move.  Did you ever see

'Leaving Las Vegas'?"

     Hawthorne groaned.  "Nicholas Cage and Elizabeth Shue.  I should have

guessed."

     Brooklyn smirked.

     "You're nuts."  Hawthorne groaned.

     Brooklyn looked at her.  "Nuts?  Hardly.  Just a movie buff.  Did you get a

lock on the ring?"

     "Yes, but it's spotty.  I saw a blackjack table, near the opposite end of

the room, under that painting."

     Brooklyn smiled.  "Let's go then, Elizabeth."

     Hawthorne looked at him, and burst out laughing.
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     "Okay.  Thanks anyway."  Angela sighed, and walked back to Broadway.

     "They haven't seen a piece of the ring either."  she told him.

     Broadway frowned.  "This is just one dead end after another."

     The two of them were circulating around the bar, which looked quite

different from the casino.  It's subdued blue lighting was starting to make them

tired.

     Angela yawned.  "If we don't find this ring soon, I'm going to fall asleep

right here."

     Broadway looked around.  "Everyone probably thinks we're morons.  I've

asked ten people, and no one's seen anything."

     "I've asked eight.  Same story."

     They glanced around. 

     "Well, we should probably ask a few more."  Broadway sighed.

     "If we don't get anything, we might as well stop."  Angela told him.  He

nodded, and walked off.  Angela trod over to a woman standing at the bar.

     Broadway saw a person he hadn't talked to yet, and crossed his fingers.  He

walked over, and sat down next to her.

     "Hi, there."  he greeted.

     The woman glanced at him.  "Hello."  she greeted coldly.

     "Have you seen a piece of metal, kind of an arc, looking silvery?" 

Broadway asked.

     The woman took a drink of her Manhattan.  "Now that you mention it, I

remember someone talking about something like that.  He's over there, in that

booth.  Wiry brown hair, leather jacket...you can't miss him.  He just complains

about it, though.  Says it broke him.  I can't stand him.  He's a total idiot."

     Broadway found himself smiling.  "Thanks."  he told her, and got up.  He

walked to Angela, who'd just gotten another bust. 

     "That guy there might have seen it."  he told her, pointing at the man the

woman indicated.

     "Are you sure he can help?  He looks kind of...upset..." Angela replied,

watching as the man took a drink of beer, and then slammed his fist on the

table.

     "He's the only lead we have.  Come on."  Broadway declared, and the two of

them walked to the table.  They sat down, and smiled nervously at him.

     "What the hell do you want?"  the man asked, looking frustrated.  He was

thin, and small, and looked like he was trying to forget something that had just

happened.

     "We're looking for a piece of metal.  Silvery, kind of an arc..." Angela

began.

     The man glared at her.  "Can't you leave me alone?"

     "Excuse me?"  Broadway asked.

     "That goddamn piece of metal broke me.  Spent all my money on one bet, and

lost it.  The guy I bet with took out the piece, and thanked it, saying he

hadn't lost since he got it."

     Broadway and Angela looked at each other.

     "Where's the metal now?"  Angela asked.

     The man took another drink.  "The guy still has it.  It's his good luck

charm...he won't part with it.  Name's 'Texas John' Macklinson.  He wears a

cowboy hat, jeans and a rugby sweater.  You can't miss him.  But don't bet with

him.  With that ring, he can't lose."

     Broadway got up.  "Where's 'Texas John' now?" he asked.

     The man looked at him.  "In the casino, fool.  He can't lose, so he keeps

betting.  Don't bet with him.  I'm warning you."

     Angela glanced at Broadway.  "Well, thanks.  C'mon, Broadway." she told

him.  They both left, not bothering to say anything to the man in the booth

besides 'Thanks'.

     "'Texas John' Macklinson."  Broadway muttered.

     Angela sighed.  "C'mon.  We'd better go and tell Brooklyn and Hawthorne"
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     Lexington and Ophelia opened the door, and Ophelia immediately covered her

ears.

     "What?" Lexington asked.

     "Loud!  And what kind of music is this?"  Ophelia asked.

     "Dance music." Lexington replied.  Involuntarily, he started to tap his

feet.  He liked the song they were playing now..."Total Eclipse Of The Heart",

by Nikki French.

     "Once upon I time I was falling in love, now I'm only falling apart. 

Nothing I can do, a total eclipse of the heart!" he sang, before he realized he

was doing it.  He turned, and saw Ophelia giving him a funny look.  He blushed,

and pointed inside.  Ophelia nodded.

     Lexington didn't have a clue how they were supposed to find the ring.

     Suddenly, he began to see a flash of brown through his human skin.  Ophelia

was about to drop the illusion.

     "Jalapena."  he swore.  "Ophelia!  Keep concentrating!" he yelled.  Ophelia

realized what she was about to do, and managed to maintain the illusion.

     "Thanks."  she muttered, realizing how close she'd come to losing it.

     Lexington nodded.  "Don't mention it.  Now, we have to circulate

around...try to see if the ring is here." he told her.

     Ophelia sighed, and indicated her agreement.  "How are we supposed to find

it in here?"

     Lexington shrugged.  "Maybe, if we just ask other people if they've seen

it, someone will be able to tell us.

     "Split up.  Meet back here in...oh, half an hour, and we'll see if we find

anything."  Lexington finished, and he walked into the crowd.

     Ophelia watched him go, and went off on her own.

     Lexington frowned as he walked into the dancing masses.  He tried to tap on

someone's shoulder, to ask, but was ignored.

     Scowling, he tried again.  The person spun around, and stared at him.

     "Excuse me...I'm looking for a piece of..." he began, and then stopped,

listening to the music.  The song had just changed.

          "Hey, this is radio station WSKEE

             We're takin' calls off the wish line

           Making all your wacky wishes come true."

     "What do you want?"  The girl asked. 

     Lexington was listening. He began tapping his feet.  This song seemed so

familiar. "What song is this?"  he asked the girl.

     " 'I Wish', by Skee-Lo.  Is that what you wanted?"

     "No, I was...." he began again, but found himself listening more to the

music.  Suddenly, the actual song started.

          "I wish I was a little bit taller, I wish I was a baller,

            I wish I had a girl who looked good, I would call her,

           I wish I had a rabbit in a hat with a bat and a '64 Impala..."

     "I love this song!"  Lexington exclaimed.  He used to hate it, when

Brooklyn and Broadway had taunted him, saying the first line fit him, but he

found he was starting to like it more after the 64th time he'd been forced to

listen to it.  Now, it was one of his favorite songs in the whole world.

     "Well, that's nice..." the girl began, but then Lexington, caught up in the

moment,  began to dance.

     The girl stared at him.  This kid was one of the bestdancers she'd ever seen.

     She tapped her boyfriend on the shoulder.  "Tyrone...look at this."

     Tyrone sighed.  "In the middle of Skee-Lo?  Oneisha..."

     Oneisha insisted.  Tyrone looked, and his eyes widened. 

     "That guy's pretty good."  Tyrone exclaimed.

     "Widen out, then.  Let him in."  Tyrone's friend Tevin yelled.  Oneisha

grabbed Lexington's arm, and pulled him into the circle she and her friends had

made, and soon, Lexington was dancing in the centre, with everyone in the group

clapping him on.  In a few minutes, he was having so much fun he'd forgotten why

he was in the dance club in the first place.

     Ophelia, meanwhile, was trying to find the ring.  She backed up, and bumped

into somebody standing there.

     "Hey, watch it!" he yelled.  He spun around.

     "Oh, I'm sorry."  she apologized.

     The guy sighed.  "Sorry about that.  I'm just a little testy, cause my date

just ran off without me.  My name's Thompson Riley."

     "Uh, hi, Thompson." Ophelia stammered.

     Thompson looked around.  "Are you here with someone?" he asked.

     Ophelia thought.  "No..." she admitted.

     "Do you want to dance?"

     "Uh, I don't know..."  Ophelia waffled, thinking of the ring.

     "Oh, come on.  Just one dance."

     Ophelia shrugged.  "I don't dance that often."

     Thompson laughed.  "It's easy.  Come on, I'll show you how."

     Ophelia shook her head.

     "Oh, come on!"  Thompson laughed, and he began to dance.  Ophelia watched,

and began to move around a little bit, confused by the style of dance.  Ther was

no grace, not like the waltzes she'd learned on Avalon...

     Then, Thompson laughed.  "What did I tell you?  It's easy!" 

     Ophelia shrugged, and began to dance with him.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     "We lost it."  Brooklyn sighed.

     The two were at the blackjack table, looking for the ring, but it wasn't

there.

     Hawthorne slammed a fist down on the unattended blackjack table.  "Damn. 

Right out from between our fingers."

     Suddenly, Brooklyn looked up, and saw Broadway and Angela coming from the

bar.

     He waved, and the two raced over to him, looking happy to find him.

     "Did you two find anything?"  Brooklyn asked.

     "Yeah."  Broadway smiled.  "Someone told us that some guy named 'Texas

John' Macklinson has it, and that he uses it a good luck charm."

     "'Texas John'?" Hawthorne asked.  Angela shrugged. 

     "It's what we were told."  she replied.

     Brooklyn frowned.  "Texas John."  he mused.

     "Sounds like the stereotyped Texas gambler, doesn't it?"  Hawthorne noted.

     "Yeah.  Well, this makes it somewhat easier, anyway."  Angela pointed out.

     "Uh huh.  Well, let's go find this guy, then.  We have to get moving on." 

Brooklyn decided.

     The four gargoyles in disguise walked around, searching for anybody named

Texas John Macklinson.  A gambler at a blackjack table knew who he was, and

pointed to a roulette table.  Broadway thanked him, and the quartet walked up to

the place he pointed to.

     Texas John was a tall, wiry man, who was only called Texas John because of

his cowboy hat.  Really, he was from Massachusetts, as he said several times

when some people asked him why he called himself Texas John when he didn't have

a southern drawl.

     He might not have been a Texan, but he was one hell of a good gambler,

evidenced by his endless winning streak.  As he raked in his earnings, he took

out a silvery arc of metal, and laughed.

     The gargoyles' eyes widened.  It was the second piece of the ring.

     "Excuse me,"  Brooklyn asked him after the crowd of gamblers had moved on,

"but where did you get that ring?"

     Texas John looked at him.  "Want one of your own, do you?"

     Brooklyn smiled.  "Yeah...you could say that."

     Texas John scratched his head.  "I don't blame you.  This thing's brought

me nothing but good luck since I found it.  But I only found it.  You can't get

them anywhere else."

     "Where did you find it?"

     "It was just lying on the sidewalk on Fremont Street two days ago.  I

picked it up, and kept it, and then kept winning.  It's really strange."

     Brooklyn's eyes widened.  "Did you say Fremont Street?"  he slapped his

forehead in disbelief.

     "Yeah...why?"

     Brooklyn hoped his dimple wouldn't betray him.  "That is such a

coincidence?"

     "How?"

     "I lost a piece of metal like that almost two weeks ago.  Right on Fremont

Street.  Where did you find it?" he lied.

     "Outside the Golden Nugget Casino."

     Brooklyn waved his hands in the air.  "That's were I lost it!  Right,

Angela?"

     Angela nodded. 

     "I can vouch for him too."  Broadway added.

     Brooklyn looked at him.  "Texas John, I'd like to thank you for finding

this for me.  Thank you so much."  He reached out to take the ring, but John

pulled back.

     "I don't believe how low you people are willing to go."  John gasped. 

     "Excuse me?"  Hawthorne asked.

     "I know what this is.  You're setting me up so I'll ditch the ring and lose

my good luck charm.  Well, it won't work.  Geez, you guys...I've given you

people the same answer for two days now."

     "We aren't trying to make you lose the charm...we want back what's

rightfully ours!"  Hawthorne protested.

     Texas John raised a hand.  "I'm sorry, but you don't have any proof that

it's yours, other than this guy's word for it."  he pointed to Brooklyn.  "But

I'll tell you what...I'll make you a deal."

     He smiled, and pointed at the roulette table.  "I'll play you for it."

********************************************************************************

********************************

     "Go!  Go!  Go!  Go!"  the people shouted.  Lexington and Oneisha were dirty

dancing together, to that Deborah Cox song, "Sentimental".

     Lexington was pressed against her hips, swaying in time to the music.  They

were practically crouched down, Oneisha almost sitting on his lap as they danced

together. 

     Tyrone was laughing.  He didn't care that this new guy was dancing with his

girl, since he'd assured her that he meant no harm.  And he wasn't dancing with

Oneisha alone.  Lexington had danced with practically every girl in the group.

     Oneisha stepped away from Lexington, and began to dance on her own, her

movement just as good as Lexington's.

     "You go, girl."  Lexington called.  Oneisha laughed, and danced harder.

     Lexington smiled.  He didn't really care why it was that he was dancing. 

He just felt like it, that was all.  The song had played, and he'd got caught up

in the moment.  And then, this new group of friends seemed to carry things

along, and things simply progressed from there.

     He grabbed another girls wrists, and the two of them began to dance

together.

     Then, Tyrone and Tevin moved out of the way, and Lexington suddenly had an

unobstructed view of Ophelia.

     Dancing with somebody else.

     Lexington frowned.  Ophelia had practically come out on the roof and told

him that she liked him, and here she was dancing with somebody else.  Something

suddenly bubbled up to the emotional surface in him, and he suddenly stopped

dancing.

     Tyrone laughed.  "Hey man, what are you stopping for?"

     Lexington stared at him.  "Later, Tyrone."

     "What?"  Tyrone asked.  Lexington pushed out from the group, and strode

towards Ophelia.

     He didn't know what he was feeling...well, that wasn't exactly true.  He

knew what he was feeling, but he didn't know why he was feeling it.

     It was jealousy.  He was jealous of that guy dancing with Ophelia.

     Why?  he asked himself.  Why are you jealous of him?  Ophelia couldn't

possibly like him, he's human!

     Then again, that hadn't stopped Goliath and Elisa.

     Whatever was going on, he wasn't going to let Ophelia slip between his

fingers, like he let Angela.

     He didn't know, really, but he wasn't thinking straight, and before he

could stop himself, he was right beside the guy she was dancing with.

     He tapped him on the shoulder.

     "Yes?"  Thompson asked, turning.

     Lexington frowned.  "Cut in."

     "Wha...?"

     Even though Thompson Riley was much larger than Lexington, he had the

advantage of gargoyle strength.  So, Lexington easily pushed Thompson out of the

way. 

     "Wanna dance?"  he asked Ophelia, winking.

     "Lexington?"  she exclaimed, but then the song changed...to "Leaving Las

Vegas", by Sheryl Crow.

     "I'm leaving Las Vegas,

      The lights so bright, palms sweating, blackjack on a Saturday Night,

      Leaving Las Vegas, yeah, I'm leaving for good.

      I'm leaving for good."

     Lexington grabbed Ophelia's wrists and began to dance.  At first, she

resisted, but soon, she was caught up in the moment again.  Soon, like with the

group, Lexington was the center of attention, with a group of people surrounding

them, clapping.  Ophelia had learned well from Thompson, too, and she was

managing, barely, to keep up to Lexington, who seemed to be on an energetic

high.

     "Lexington..."  Ophelia gasped, and he twirled her around, and started to

dirty dance.  "What's gotten into you?"

     "I don't know."  he replied, honestly.  "But I think I'm gonna have a lot

of fun finding out what."

     The two continued dancing, as others stared on in amazement.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     "Bet?"  Brooklyn asked in bewilderment.  "You want me to bet with you for

the ring?"

     Texas John shrugged.  "If you want it badly enough..."

     "But I don't have anything to bet with!"

     "The chip changer's over there."  John pointed.

     Brooklyn rolled his eyes.  "I don't have anything to change."

     John looked amazed.  "You have NO MONEY?"  Brooklyn shook his head.

     "Well, that could present a problem."  John sighed.

     "What?"  Angela asked.

     "No money, no bet."  John shrugged, and he prepared to leave.

     Then, almost by chance, he saw a chain around Hawthorne's neck.

     "Hello..." he exhaled, taking the pendant out from her jacket.  "You could

bet with this."

     "Like hell."  Hawthorne snapped, jerking back the pendant. 

     Angela stepped next to her.  "Hawthorne...it's our only chance."

     "No!"  she protested.  "If you knew where this was coming from, you'd

understand..."

     Broadway sighed.  "Hawthorne, it's the only way."

     "NO!"  she yelled.

     John seemed taken aback.  "It was only a suggestion..."

     Brooklyn shushed him.  "Hawthorne..."  he began.  "I know that the

pendant's important to you, but think of what's on the line.  Remember Avalon?"

     Hawthorne nodded.

     "Well, remember what's going to happen if we don't get that ring.  Please,

Hawthorne."  Brooklyn begged.

     Hawthorne hesitantly unhooked the pendant and gave it to him.

     "All right.  But you don't lose.  You know how much that means to me."

     "Fine."  Brooklyn told her.  "So, how do you play this?"

     "We'll change the rules a bit, cause it's a special bet.  The ball rolls on

that wheel as it spins.  We place our bets on the table, in some way...once we

decide on the way we're playing.  How does red and black sound?"

     "This is all Greek to me."  Brooklyn replied, becoming angry.

     "Okay."  John rolled his eyes.  "When the ball rolls, it'll stop on one of

those numbers.  Each number has a color.  How about...red, I win, black, you

win.  Green, neither of us do, and we both lose.  The house gets both."  He

pointed at the dealer at the table, who suddenly wanted to go somewhere else.

     Brooklyn sighed.  "Okay."

     "Set that pendant on that black space there."  John pointed, and Brooklyn

did so.

     "Good."  John smiled, and he set the ring on the red space.

     "All right.  Now, we're all set."  Texas John laughed, rubbing his hands.

     Broadway stopped him.  "Excuse me, for one second."  he smiled, and he took

Brooklyn aside.

     "I don't like this.  We're leaving this all up to chance."  Broadway

whispered.

     "Do we have another choice?"  Brooklyn retorted.  "Besides, I have a plan."

     "A plan."  Broadway groaned.  "You can't plan on anything here.  It's a

game of chance."

     Then, something tapped Broadway on the shoulder.

     He turned, but no one was there.

     "What was that?"  Broadway asked.

     "It was me."  Brooklyn replied.  Then, in a low whisper, he added "I've

unwound my tail."

     "How will that help?"

     "Watch.  Just try to keep the dealer and Texas John distracted."

     The two of them returned to the table.  "We're ready."  Brooklyn told the

dealer.  With a sigh, the dealer turned the wheel, and spun the ball in the

other direction. 

     The wheel turned, and the ball bounced around.  As the wheel slowed,

Broadway snuck behind Texas John.  His own tail invisibly unwound, he tapped on

John's shoulder.  While he was distracted, Brooklyn turned, and sent his tail

out to the roulette wheel.  The wheel stopped, and the ball headed straight

towards the green "0" space.

     Hawthorne gasped, but then the ball seemed to oddly jump, and landed in the

black "28" space.

     "Black."  the dealer announced.  "Black wins."

     Angela gaped in shock.

     "We won!"  Hawthorne yelled.  Texas John frowned, and looked at Brooklyn.

     "What?"  he stared hoarsely, looking at the roulette wheel.  "It was about

to go in the green space!"

     The dealer shrugged, and turned to walk away.

     "I don't believe this."  Texas John exclaimed.  "I was on a winning

streak...eight thousand dollars in one night..."

     He closed his eyes.  "Fine.  The better man won."  he whispered bitterly.

     "Congratulations."  he muttered, insincerely.  He turned, and stalked off.

     Brooklyn picked up Hawthorne's pendant, and put it around her neck.

     "Did you notice how the ball just jumped into our space?"  Hawthorne asked,

as Brooklyn picked up the ring.

     "There's a reason for that."  he told her.  Lowering his voice, he leaned

in closer to Angela and Hawthorne.  "I gave it a little push with my tail."

     "You what?"  Angela yelled.

     "Ssh!"

     "Sorry."  she apologized.

     "I didn't like leaving it up to chance any more than you did."  Brooklyn

explained as they walked away from the table.  "That's why I did it.  We didn't

have a choice."

     "Nobody's saying you did the wrong thing."  Angela told him.

     "I know...it's just that I'm not the type who likes to cheat, that's all." 

Brooklyn sighed.  "Come on.  Let's go find Lex and Ophelia and get out of here."

     The four of them left, headed for the dance hall.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     At the door to the casino, Keegan Burns sighed.  He hated this

job...greeting the patrons who came in.  It was a dead end job, and he planned

to quit as soon as he got his PhD in Marketing.

     Sighing, he watched as someone opened the door.  A woman stepped in,

wearing sunglasses.  Keegan raised his eyebrow...he wasn't paid to ask

questions, but it still was odd to see someone walking around with sunglasses on

at ten to twelve at night.

     "May I help you, m'am?"  Keegan asked.  The woman looked at him.  As he

watched, several other people followed her in.

     "M'am?"  Keegan asked again.

     The woman took off her sunglasses, and subverted him.

     Keegan stiffened, and went back behind the desk.

     "Yes, you can help me."  the woman told him.  "My name is Maria Chavez, and

I was wondering if you'd seen any gargoyles around."

     Keegan thought for a second.  When he was subverted, he automatically knew

about the gargoyles and the ring.  "No, Ms. Chavez."  he nodded.  "No gargoyles

tonight."

     Maria said an interesting word under her breath.  "Thanks."  she sighed,

putting the sunglasses on to cover her black eyes.

     "They aren't inside.  They may already have the ring."  she told the three

men behind her, all wearing sunglasses, and all carrying rather nasty guns in

their pockets.

     And then, four young people bumped past her.

     "Sorry."  one of them, a black haired female wearing a wool sweater

exclaimed as she ran into her.  Angela didn't recognize Chavez, and at first,

Chavez didn't recognize her, either.

     Then, as she looked at the girl, Chavez became overwhelmed with a sense of

deja vu.

     Chavez thought for a second.  Mentally, she called up a picture of the six

gargoyles, and compared the girl to them all.

     She came up with a match with a purple colored female one, who Chavez

remembered was called Angela.

     "I don't believe it."  Chavez muttered as she stared after the gargoyles. 

"They've made themselves human."

     Sihghing, Chavez communicated with Sil.

     [YOU HAVE THEM?]  Silhouette asked, sounding interested.

     Chavez frowned.  [NO.  I MAY NEED YOU TO DO A FAVOR FOR ME.]

     She explained to Silhouette what she wanted.  Silhouette sighed, and

agreed.

     Chavez walked up to the gargoyles, telling her followers to come with her. 

Being subverted had its advantages.  Normally, she would have had to have been

on crutches, since her ankle was broken.  But, now, she could walk fine, a side

effect of being a Servant of Twilight.

     Membership has its privilages, she thought, and smiled.

     She had to struggle to get through the crowd, but eventually caught up with

them.

     "Angela!"  she called. 

     Angela spun around, and peered at Chavez.  Broadway stared at her intently,

trying to place her.

     "You're Elisa's police captain!"  he exclaimed, after recognizing her.

     You idiot, Chavez thought.  You've gone and given yourself away.

     Maria remembered that Elisa Maza had explained to her about the gargoyles. 

The fact that one of them looked very similar to a member of the group of

gargoyles, plus the fact that one of them knew Elisa, could only prove that they

were indeed the gargoyles she was searching for.

     "Angela, I have to talk to you."  Chavez exclaimed.  She took off her

sunglasses, to reveal perfectly normal green eyes.  It was a convincing

illusion, but an illusion nonetheless, granted by asking Silhouette a few

seconds ago.  It wasn't easy for Silhouette to maintain, and would only last a

few seconds, but was real enough to convince Angela.  Even with her power, she

didn't notice, mainly because Chavez only allowed a brief glimpse of her eyes. 

She put the glasses back on.

     "What is it?"  Angela asked, a little confused, not asking how Maria

recognized them as humans.

     "It has to be outside."  Chavez stated, emphatically. "There's Servants of

Twilight in here, and they want you dead.  It's safer out there."

     The gargoyles shrugged, nervously, and followed her out of the casino, a

little bit intimidated by the followers.

     "This won't take long, will it?"  Brooklyn asked.  "We have to meet up with

our friends."

     "They're all right."  Chavez told them, ducking into a side alley.

     Then, Chavez stepped behind them.  She and her followers were directly

behind the gargoyles.

     "What is it you have to tell us?"  Angela asked.

     "Just this."  Maria sighed, snapping her fingers.  Her followers suddenly

drew their guns, aimed point blank at the gargoyles.

     "Shoot them."  Maria told her Servants.

********************************************************************************

********************************************************************************

********************************************************************************
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****************

Chapter Three

          Leaving Las Vegas

     Before the guns could fire, Broadway leapt down, tackling the other three. 

The bullets sailed over their heads, ricocheting off of the brick wall behind

them.

     "Holy..."  Hawthorne swore.

     The four of them leapt up, and tackled the gunmen, before they had the

chance to shoot again.  Chavez swore, and drew a gun.  But because the gargoyles

were moving around too much, she couldn't get a clear shot.

     "Stay still!"  she yelled, and fired the gun.  The bullet whizzed by

Brooklyn's ear, missing him by a hair's width.

     "We've got to get out of here!"  Angela yelled.

     The four of them ran to the wall, scaling it as fast as they could.

     Hawthorne marvelled as her human looking fingers sank into the stone.  But

as she stared, a bullet nicked her toe.  Screaming, she raced up the wall. 

     Chavez swore, and shot again.  She would soon run out of bullets, and she

had six gargoyles to kill.  Her helpers had all vaporized, gone back to the

shadows from whence they came, so she was alone.

     She looked up.  The last of them was up on the roof, being pulled up by the

others.

     She sighed.  The only way down from there was the stairs, or gliding away. 

And they'd mentioned that they had to "get the others", so that meant they were

most likely to take the stairs.

     Smiling grimly, Chavez vanished.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     Up on the roof, the gargoyles were gasping for breath.

     "Why was she shooting at us?"  Hawthorne asked, inspecting her toe.  It

wasn't a serious wound, just a nick...but it hurt.

     Brooklyn panted.  "She was probably a Servant of Twilight.  Sent by

Silhouette to kill us."

     "So she sends out assassins, now?"  Broadway roared, angry.  His eyes,

flared...which looked odd, since he was still human.

     Angela peered carefully over the edge, expecting to be shot at.

     No bullets came.  The alley was deserted.

     "She's gone."  Angela reported.

     "For now."  Broadway told her.  "She'll be back soon enough.  She knows

we're still alive."

     Hawthorne was looking a little more shaken than the others.  "This is

getting more dangerous by the second."  she cried.  "I thought the most risky

thing that would happen here would be losing the bet."

     "Surprise."  Brooklyn muttered.  He was ticked off too.

     He got up.  "Let's go find Lexington and Ophelia.  The sooner we get out of

here, the better."

     Then he paled.  "Oh, God." he whispered.

     "What?"

     "Lex and Ophelia are still in there.  If Chavez is gone, then she might

have gone in after those two."

     "Oh, no."  Angela muttered.  "We have to get to them first."

     "Let's go.  We'll take the stairs."  Broadway pointed.

     The gargoyles ran to the stairwell.  As they raced down, they suddenly

stopped.

     Angela stepped forward.  "There's an illusion down there."

     As the others watched, she concentrated, and suddenly, Chavez materialized,

a gun pointed at Hawthorne's head.

     "Congratulations, Angela."  Chavez smiled.  "Your powers are coming along

nicely."

     She cocked the gun.  Brooklyn growled, and came down a step.

     "Don't move."  Chavez warned.

     Brooklyn tackled her, and she fell down to the landing.

     She got up, and groaned. 

     "Let us pass."  Broadway warned, his eyes staring to flare.

     "Don't you understand?'  Chavez told him.  "You can't be allowed to live! 

You've got two pieces of the ring!  You're a threat to my kind which has to be

neutralized!"

     "Neutralize this."  Broadway spat, and he punched her.  Chavez went

spinning backwards, and hit the wall.  Her lip was bleeding, but she turned

around and shot at Broadway.

     Nothing happened.  The barrel clicked, but nothing fired.  Chavez was out

of bullets.

     Growling, she began to fire blasts of shadow at the gargoyles.

     They ducked, and ran back up the stairs to the next floor.

     Brooklyn looked down.  The stairwell was the sort were there was a hole in

the middle, and the bottom of it could be seen.

     "We could go down directly."  he said.

     "WHAT?"  Hawthorne yelled.  "You want us to jump down that?"

     "It's the only way.  With our wings to slow us down, we should be able to

make it."

     "You can't glide!"  Angela reminded him.  "You can barely even open your

wings!"

     Brooklyn looked at Broadway.  "Could I hitch a ride?" he asked.

     Broadway smiled.  "Hop on."

     Brooklyn jumped onto Broadway's back.

     "When we jump, use your wings as a parachute."  Brooklyn told them.

     "Right."  Hawthorne exclaimed. Sighing, they spread their wings, creating a

shimmer in the human illusion as they did so.

     With a prayer, the three of them leapt off the landing, and began the free

fall into space.

     With a grunt of protest, Broadway spread his wings as far as they could to

slow the descent.  The edges of them banged against the railing of the stairs,

but it slowed him down considerably.

     They landed, and with a groan, Brooklyn leapt off.

     "Thanks, Broadway."  he sighed.

     "No problem."  he panted.  The four of them opened the door to the casino,

and ran through it into the dance hall.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     They were instantly lost in the noise.

     "How are we going to find them?"  Hawthorne yelled.

     Broadway turned, and saw a huge group of people.  Although it was nearly

drowned out by the music, (Wrong, by Everything But The Girl, Broadway

recognized.) they could hear the crowd chanting "Lex!  Lex!  Lex!  Lex!"

     "I think that might be a good place to start."  he pointed.

     The crowd cleared a little bit, just long enough so that the gargoyles

could see Lexington and Ophelia dirty dancing together.

     "Nice to see they're having fun."  Brooklyn muttered.

     "Come on.  We have to get them, and get out of here."  Angela sighed.

     They were too late.  Seconds later, Maria Chavez appeared, and blasted a

shadow bolt at the dance equipment.  The music ground to a halt, and the lights

suddenly came on.  Everyone looked around in confusion.  Lexington and Ophelia

turned, their eyes widening in realization and horror.

     Chavez grabbed Thompson Riley, who was the closest person to her, and put

her open hand on his temple.

     "Gargoyles!"  she yelled.  "If you come out now, with the ring, I'll spare

you."

     "Fat chance."  Broadway muttered. 

     "Otherwise, I subvert this entire building." Chavez called again, drawing a

confused look from Thompson.  Lexington and Ophelia, who were behind her,

glanced at each other, trying to keep from panicking.

     The people who were at the dance stood around, asking themselves what was

going on.

     "Lex and Ophelia are right behind her.  She doesn't even see them." 

Hawthorne pointed.

     "Then let's use that to our advantage.  If we can sneak..."  Brooklyn

began, but then Chavez subverted Thompson, and began to move on to others.. 

     There was a mad rush for the doors, as people raced to get out.  Brooklyn,

Broadway, Angela and Hawthorne struggled to get through the crowd, but were

failing.

     Chavez continued to subvert whoever she saw, and they subverted others. 

Lexington and Ophelia tried to get away, remaining unnoticed by the Servants.

     Brooklyn, meanwhile, turned around, and found the others gone.  He tried to

call out for them, but they were lost in the crowd. 

     Groaning, he turned, and saw Lexington and Ophelia about seven feet away.

     Sighing, he tried to wade through the crowd.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     Lexington frowned.  "There's no way we can get to the others."  he snapped. 

"We don't even know where they are, much less how we can get through the crowd."

     Ophelia thought for a second.  "I know how we can clear a few people."

     Lexington was about to ask how, when he realized his human appearence was

gone.

     He and Ophelia were gargoyles again.

     Several people who were nearby suddenly screamed, and ran even faster

towards the doors.  Lexington and Ophelia cried out as people battered into

them.

     "Brilliant strategy."  Lexington exclaimed, sarcastically.  Ophelia glared

at him.    

     "It worked.  In a few minutes, everyone'll be out of here, and we'll have a

bit more room."  she told him.  Lexington sighed.

     Suddenly, Brooklyn was there, his beak and horns visible once more.

     "Brooklyn!"  Lexington called.

     Brooklyn waded through the crowd, which was trying its best to get away

from him.  He got to them, and looked curiously at Ophelia.

     "Did you lose the illusion?"  he asked her.

     Ophelia nodded.  By now, the worst of the mob was out, and the dance hall

was mostly abandoned. "On purpose."

     Brooklyn was about to ask why, when Broadway and the others ran up to them.

     "What happened?"  Broadway asked.

     "Ophelia dropped the illusion."  Lexington explained.  "Do you have the

ring?"

     Brooklyn nodded, and removed it from his belt.

     "Say the spell, and we can get out of here." 

     Lexington nodded.  "Desflegrate, muri inter....ahhh!"  he cried, as a blast

of shadow hit him in the stomach.  He was knocked backwards.

     The gargoyles turned around, and saw Chavez, and almost thirty other

subverted people advancing towards them.

     "Lexington, say the spell!"  Angela hissed.

     Lexington tried again.  "Desflegr..." he started, but a barrage of bolts

flew at them.

     "They're waiting till I start, and blasting us!"  Lexington exclaimed. 

     "We've got to get somewhere safer to leave."  Broadway yelled.  "Let's get

to the roof!"

     The six gargoyles turned and ran.  The Servants followed them, Maria

leading, blasting shadows to keep Lexington from activating the spell.

     The gargoyles ran into the casino, (prompting gasps of shock from the

patrons, who had just seen people run out of the dance hall yelling about

monsters and psychopathic shadows) and up the stairs, but again, the servants

followed them.  They changed into pure shadow, and began to accelerate to them. 

Shadows blasted, and one hit Angela in the back.  She was knocked forward. 

Broadway caught her, and picked her up.

     The door to the roof burst open, and they rushed out.

     "Now, Lex!"  Brooklyn yelled.  Lexington cleared his throat, and began...

     But then, the stairwell door exploded, showering wood, glass and shadow at

the gargoyles.  Hawthorne was knocked back, and the impact jarred the first

piece of the ring out from her pocket.  It skidded, and went sailing over the

side of the building, under the railing.

     "Damnit!"  Hawthorne cried, turning.  With a sigh of relief, she noticed

that the piece of metal had landed on a windowsill, near the ground.  Groaning,

she jumped down, and went to retrieve it.

     The Servants raced up from the starirs, and Chavez suddenly materialized in

front of them.  The gargoyles' eyes flared, and they bared their fangs, prepared

to attack.

     "Oh, please."  Chavez sighed, and she blasted them.  The five of them were

painfully knocked backwards.

     Chavez strolled over to the side, and looked down.  Hawthorne had the ring,

and was preparing to scale the wall.  She raised her hand, and aimed. At the

right angle, a blast would knock her off of the side.  If she hit the ground,

she wouldn't survive.

     Brooklyn looked over the side, and saw Hawthorne climbing the wall, with

the piece of ring in her hand.  He then noticed Chavez preparing to blast her.

     "NOOOOOO!" he cried.  Using what energy the blast had left him, he dove off

the side of the roof, and fell down to catch Hawthorne.  He spread his wings,

but the bolt of pain was so agonizing that he screamed.  At the same time,

Chavez fired, and the blast hit Hawthorne in the back.  She cried, and fell

down, about to hit Fremont Street.

     Brooklyn winced as his wing screamed at him, and turned over.  His speed

accelerated.  He knew he had one chance at this.

     His acceleration exceeded that of Hawthorne's, and as he passed her, he

grabbed her.  He then reached out his other arm and his feet, and dug his claws

into the side of the building.  He felt a jolt as he deaccelerated, and a

dizzying sense of vertigo.  He looked down.  Another twenty-five feet, and they

would have hit the sidewalk. 

     Shuddering, he began to climb up the building again.

********************************************************************************
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     Chavez sighed, and prepared to blast them again.

     Angela looked at Broadway.  "If we attack her, then the Servants will take

us down.  You have to use your power."

     Broadway hesitated. 

     "I can't."  he whispered, his eyes closed.  "I'll lose control."

     "Broadway...you have to.  Brooklyn and Hawthorne are going to die in a

second if you don't!"  Lexington hissed.

     Broadway clenched his teeth.  "Fine.  But remember the pact."

     The three of them nodded.  Broadway sighed, and tried to call his power,

but couldn't make it work.

     "I can't.  I have to see someone in real danger."  he sighed, dejectedly.

     "Then look down."  Ophelia pointed.  Brooklyn and Hawthorne were scaling

the wall, defenseless against what would be fired at them.

     Broadway roared.  The dam in his mind burst again, and his thoughts filled

with rage.  His eyes flared, and he blasted the white light. It hit the

subverted humans, and Chavez and the Servants were knocked down.  Broadway stood

up, that twisted smile crossing his face.

     "Now!"  Angela called.  "Get Broadway to stop using the power!"

     The three of them called his name, and he turned around.

     "Stop it, Broadway!"  Angela yelled.  "NOW!"

     Broadway smiled, and the light died.

     "Oh, Angela."  he grinned.  "I could control it, this time!"

     Angela smiled.  But it died as she noticed some of the Servants coming

around.

     "It wasn't as powerful, either."  she hissed.

     "That's probably why it was so easy to call you back.  You restrained

yourself."  Lexington guessed.

     "Let's go down and get those two, before these things come around." 

Lexington pointed, indicating the Servants.  The other three agreed, and they

dove off of the roof.  They swooped down, and stopped in front of Brooklyn and

Hawthorne.

     "Here, take the ring."  Hawthorne told Lexington.  "I'm about to drop it."

     Lexington took it.  Broadway picked up Brooklyn, and Ophelia took

Hawthorne.  The six gargoyles found an updraft, and soared upwards, over the Las

Vegas skyline.

     As they passed the top of the Golden Chance, Brooklyn noted the Servants

lying down on the roof.  A few of them were up, but they were dazed.  Chavez was

gone.  She'd disappeared back into the shadows.

     "No way you could have taken them all."  he whispered in awe.

     Angela looked to him.  "Broadway did.  He used his power, but we kept him

under control."

     Brooklyn smiled at his rookery brother.  "All right!"

     Broadway grinned.  The six of them flew away, far from the Golden Chance.

********************************************************************************
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Horseshoe Hotel

     They landed on a hotel, and collapsed.

     "Thaks for saving my life, Brooklyn."  Hawthorne gasped.

     Brooklyn stared at her.  "I couldn't think of doing anything else."  he

replied.  "I'd be lost without you."

     Everyone stared at him, but he barely even noticed. 

     "Here's the second piece of the ring."  he told them, taking it out from

his belt.  Lexington layed down the first next to it.  They were exactly

identical.

     Hawthorne picked them up, and touched them together.  There was a spark of

green light, and then the two pieces were one, without so much as a line to

announce they had once been separate.

     "Cool."  Lexington muttered.

     Hawthorne closed her eyes, and her mouth dropped.

     "Oh, my God."  she said, half laughing.

     "What is it?"

     "You'll never guess where the third piece is."  Hawthorne snickered.

     "Where?"  Angela asked.

     Hawthorne opened her eyes.  "St. John's."

     Brooklyn looked confused.  "Where's that?"

     Lexington groaned.  "Not Newfoundland!"

     Hawthorne nodded.  Lexington moaned.

     "What's with Newfoundland?"  Ophelia asked.

     Lexington looked at Brooklyn.  "Remember that video we watched...that

'Jimmy Flynn' one?"

     Brooklyn looked shocked.  Broadway drew a blank.  "You wouldn't remember. 

You were out with Elisa, in that thing with the Silver Falcon." Lexington told

him.

     "They don't ALL talk like that there, do they?"  Brooklyn asked, horrified

     "In St. John's?  Not as bad, but you can still hear the accent."  Hawthorne

smirked.

     Lexington stood up.

     "I can't wait to hear THIS."  Broadway muttered.

     "Desflegrate, muri intervalia."  Lexington muttered.

     The flame wrapped around them, and then they left Las Vegas.

********************************************************************************
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Chapter Four

          Clan Newfie

Noseworthy Fish Processing Plant, St. John's, Newfoundland

     The eastern sky was beginning to brighten as the ball of flame reappeared. 

A few of the city's early risers saw it, but for the most part, St. John's

ignored the presence of six gargoyles suddenly appearing on the top of an

abandoned fish plant.

     Brooklyn looked at the eastern sky.  "Is it my imagination, or is it almost

sunrise?"

     Angela peered.  "Yep.  Dawn's almost here."

     "All right!"  Brooklyn cried anxiously.  "Finally, I'll be able to glide

again!"

     Hawthorne supressed a yawn.  "This 'jet lag' is starting to get to me, too. 

It's been a long time since I last turned to stone."

     "We might as well wait until sunset to find the next piece."  Broadway

suggested.  The others agreed. 

     "We need the rest.  And we should be safe enough roosting here."  Lexington

sighed.

     Hawthorne was thinking.  "The next piece is in an old stone building,

overlooking the sea."

     Ophelia looked at the St. John's "skyline".  "That describes half of the

city."

     Angela glanced to the left for a brief instant, and suddenly saw four

shapes gliding towards them. 

     "Wha..." her eyes widened, and she squinted.  They were gargoyles.

     The gargoyles turned, and landed in an alleyway nearby.

     She hopped up onto the ledge.

     "Where are you off to?"  Brooklyn asked.

     "I just saw more gargoyles!"  she cried excitedly.

     Brooklyn looked to the sky.  "I don't know if it's safe to check it out."

he warned, indicating that the sun would be rising soon.

     Angela groaned.  "I'm not a hatchling.  I know enough to be back before the

sun rises.  And besides, from the looks of things, it won't be up for another 45

minutes."

     Brooklyn sighed.  "Fine.  You can go.  We'll see if we can investigate

further tonight." 

     Lexington hopped up.  "I'm going, too."  he announced.  Ophelia frowned.

     Angela smiled at him, and the two of them glided off the building to check

it out.

********************************************************************************
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     A blue claw punctured the tire, and ripped free.  With a sickening whoosh,

the tire deflated, and the front end of the car sank down.  The gargoyle

laughed, and turned to his clan.

     "Hurry up, byes...sun's about to come up."  The gargoyle called.

     Another one, a greenish gargoyle with horns and webbed ears, laughed. 

"What's the hurry?"  he asked, as he smashed his hand through the windshield. 

"Few minutes more, and we takes off."

     The next gargoyle, a male with a reddish tinge, looked to the green one.

"Bonavista..." he called.  "Hand me the shaving cream."

     Bonavista obliged.  He threw the can of shaving cream at the red gargoyle,

who laughed, and smashed the window.  Spraying the cream all over the

upholstery, he chuckled.

     "Loveless is gonna get some shock when he comes and opens up his car, eh,

there, Witless?" he yelled at the blue gargoyle.

     "I tells ye all the time not to call me that.  My name's Whitbourne.  Call

me Witless one more time, and I swear, ye're goin off the side of the wharf." 

Whibourne growled.

     "We's done."  called the fourth gargoyle, who was so deep blue she could be

called black, with a shock of white hair.

     "Right, then.  Good old Steven Loveless.  He's quite the lad, my son." 

Whitbourne replied, grabbing Bonavista's shoulder.

     Bonavista looked at him.  "He sure is, bye.  Quite the lad, indeed."

     Then, there was a swooping sound.  Whitbourne looked, and there were

suddenly two gargoyles...one a lavender female with black hair, one a short,

bald brown one.  They stared at the Newfies curiously, then at the car.

     "Did you do that?"  the female asked.

     "And just why do ye want to know?"  the reddish gargoyle asked, dropping

the can and crossing his arms.    

     "Woodstock...settle down.  Hey, there."  Bonavista asked the brown one.

     "Uh, hey.  Why were you doing that to this car?"  he asked.

     Whitbourne chuckled.  "We does this to get back at a friend of ours.  He

plays tricks on us, so we pulls one over on him.  Last time, this buddy ups and

rigs our church so that it's got 'Witless'...that's my nickname...got spray

painted on the walls.  My name's Whitbourne.  This here's Clan

Newfie...Bonavista, Woodstock and Carbonear."

     Carbonear stared at them in shock, but regained her composure, and waved

weakly. Bonavista blew a kiss at Angela.  Woodstock grumbled something, and

leaned against the car.

     Angela's eyes widened.  "Quite the accent."  she whispered quietly to

Lexington. 

     The smaller gargoyle looked back at her.  "If the tape Brooklyn and I

watched is any indication, it gets worse."

     "I"m Angela, and this is my friend Lexington." Angela introduced herself to

the Newfoundland gargoyles.

     "So, what part of the Rock are you from?"  Carbonear asked.

     "The Rock?" Lexington asked, confused.

     "You know, Newfoundland.  Where d'you hail from, my son?"  Bonavista asked.

     "Uh, we're from New York City."

     The Newfies looked at them.

     "New York?"  Woodstock asked.

     "Ye's mainlanders!"  Whitbourne cried, feigning shock.

     "From the States, no less."  Bonavista gaped.

     "I knew they wasn't Newfs when they came here talking like that." Carbonear

exclaimed.

     Whitbourne looked at him.  "The States!  Jesus Christ!  They comes all the

way up from the States to St. John's just to come and has words with us!"

     "They gives us a lecture, and they barely even knows us."  Carbonear sighed

     Lexington stared at Whitbourne.  He looked exactly like Brooklyn...except

for the clothes, the accent, the color and the hair.  Whitbourne had short brown

hair which went to the nape of his neck, and was wearing clothes similar to the

illusory ones they'd been wearing in Las Vegas.  And his eyes were light blue, a

contrast to Brooklyn's hazel brown.

     "He looks just like Brooklyn."  Angela concluded, thinking the same thing

he was.

     "Who's Brooklyn?"  Whitbourne asked.

     "He's a friend of ours."  Lexington replied.

     "OK.  What, he's here with ye?"

     "Yes..." Angela began.  "He and some other friends of ours."

     "How many?"  Carbonear asked.

     "There's six of us all together."  Lexington told her.

     "Six of them..."  Carbonear whispered.

     "Go get them, then!  If we brings them back with us, we can have a good

laugh together.  With these States gargoyles."  Bonavista cried, excitedly.

     "Is that so smart?" Woodstock asked.         

     "Hush, you.  I swear to God, whenever we tries to do something, you tries

to go and spoil it."  Whitbourne laughed.  Woodstock scowled.

     Whitbourne turned to Lexington and Angela.  "So, where's the rest of your

clan to?"

     "Huh?"  Angela asked, confused by the accent.

     "Mainlanders."  Carbonear smiled.  "S'pose we has to speak proper when

they's around us."

     "S'pose so."  Bonavista shrugged.  "They's not like us Newfs, remember."

     Whitbourne smiled.  "Pity."

     He turned to Angela, and spoke in an exaggerated British accent.  "Where

are your friends?"  he asked, enunciating his words.

     Angela sighed.  "I don't know the name of the building.  But it's not far

off...about three minutes away by air."

       "OK.  We'll go and get your friends, and you can come back with us, and

spend the day at our place.  I can't wait to see if I looks like this Brooklyn

buddy of yours."  Whitbourne smiled.

     "OK.  What about the car?"  Lexington asked, pointing to it. 

     Carbonear laughed.  "To hell with the car, bye.  Loveless's just gettin'

his."

     Bonavista pointed skyward.  It had lightened considerably.

     "Look, if we's gonna get their chums, we'd better step off." he warned.

     Sighing, Whitbourne jumped to the wall, and began to scale it.  The rest of

Clan Newfie followed, and Angela and Lexington continued behind them.  When they

reached the top, Whitbourne beckoned Angela and Lexington to come to the front.

     Lexington peered at St. John's.  Sunrise was about 20 minutes away, but if

this church of theirs wasn't far off, they should make it.

     "Lead on, there, buddy."  Whitbourne told him.

     Lexington leapt onto the ledge.  "It's that way, I think."  he pointed

southward.  He and Angela dove off the building, and Clan Newfie followed them.

     "When you told us they talked strange, you were't kidding."  Angela noted,

in a whisper, so as not to offend them.

     Lexington shrugged.  "It's not as bad as the video.  Maybe if...WHEN we get

home through this, I'll show it to you."  he corrected himself, reminding her of

why they were in Newfoundland in the first place.

     Angela frowned, and the six gargoyles flew to the south.

********************************************************************************
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     Ophelia was the first to notice them.

     "Look!" she called.

     Brooklyn, Broadway and Hawthorne turned, and saw Angela and Lexington

returning.  Behind them were four gargoyles...one of whom looked uncannily like

Brooklyn.

     "Whoa..."  Brooklyn stared as they landed.  "It's like looking in a

mirror."

     Carbonear's eyes widened.  "Whitbourne, she's spot on.  This buddy looks

just like ye!"

     The Manhattan gargoyles blinked. 

     "Pardon me, but what did you say?"  Ophelia asked.  "I've never heard an

accent like that before."

     Bonavista rolled his eyes at Carbonear.  "Missy, I tells ye, you've to

speak proper around the mainlanders."

     Lexington coughed.  "Uh, Brooklyn, Broadway, Ophelia, Hawthorne, this is

Clan Newfie.  Whitbourne, Carbonear, Woodstock, and Bonavista."

     Bonavista gave an elaborate bow.

     "Uh, hi."  Brooklyn stammered.  "It's nice to meet ye...you."

     Bonavista laughed.  "I likes this fellow!"  he snickered, clapping Brooklyn

on the back.  "We knows him for all of ten seconds, and we already got him

speaking Newf!"

     Hawthorne gave Brooklyn a bemused smile.

     "We'll get more into introductions later.  Right now, c'mon back to the

church with us.  You can spend the day with us."  Whitbourne told them.

     Broadway looked at Brooklyn.

     "We might as well."  he told him.

     Brooklyn nodded.  "Is your roosting spot far off?"  he asked.  "Because the

sun's almost up."

     Carbonear shook her head.  "It's only five minutes away.  Right close by."

     Hawthorne shrugged.  "Let's go."

     The ten gargoyles hopped up onto the ledge.  Without even asking, Brooklyn

hooked his arms around Broadway, looking anxiously at the horizion.

     Whitbourne looked at him curiously.  "Now what are you at?"

     Brooklyn pointed at the bandage on his wing.  "My wing was hurt.  I can't

glide until sunrise."  What are you at?  What a wierd accent, Brooklyn thought,

hoping that the question meant 'What are you doing?'

     Apparently, it did, since it seemed to satisfy Whitbourne.  He turned, and

prepared to glide away.

     They jumped off the building, gliding to the west, to an old, abandoned

church.  The gargoyles landed on the roof, and clambered into the bell tower.

     "This here's where we turns to stone."  Bonavista explained.

     Carbonear laughed.  "He's being polite now.  Before, he told all our

visitors that this is where we goes and gets stoned.  Thanks to him, we don't

have too much company."

     "Visitors?"  Lexington asked.

     "Of course.  We gots lots of human friends, and they comes up to visit us

now and then.  Loveless is one of them...we got a wonderful relationship based

on mutual abuse, us and he do."  Whitbourne elaborated.

     "Humans don't know...well, they didn't know about us, and now that they

know, they're afraid of us."  Broadway scowled.

     "Afraid of ye?"  Whatever for?"  Bonavista asked, but then the sun rose,

and the ten gargoyles turned to stone.

     The day passed by uneventfully.  Eleven hours later, the sun rose, and the

gargoyles came to life again.

     Brooklyn flapped his wings painlessly.  With a hoot of glee, he removed the

bandage from his wing.  The wound was completely healed over, with nothing but

but an outline to indicate it had once been there.

     "Your wing's better, I see."  Hawthorne smiled.

     "Finally."  Brooklyn laughed.

     Broadway looked to Bonavista.  "Humans are afraid of us because they think

we blew up a building.  Plus, New York City isn't well known for its acceptance

of strange things."

     Bonavista laughed.  "We never has that problem.  If any humans are afeared

of us, it's probably cause they got on Whitbourne's bad side."

     Broadway glanced at Whitbourne.  "Your bad side?"

     Whitbourne glared at Bonavista.  "He has this thing in his head that I gots

some awful temper.  I don't know where he gets these fibs."

     Bonavista snorted.  "Maybe cause every time I says something you don't want

me t'say, we comes to scuffling?"

     Carbonear snorted.  "So ye sees how immature these two are."

     Brooklyn laughed.  "I guess that our looks is where the resemblance stops."

     "Oh, I don't know..."  Hawthorne sighed.  Brooklyn glared at her.

     Whitbourne stared at Brooklyn.  "You know...maybe we're identical twins,

and we got separated at birth."

     "When did you hatch?"  Brooklyn asked.

     Whitbourne thought for a second.  "I'se eighteen human years, so I thinks I

was born in...oh, 1960."

     Brooklyn smiled.  I beat you by about a millenium, he thought.  "I doubt

we're twins." he laughed.

     Broadway looked at the Newfies.  "Why do Newfoundlanders talk they way they

do?"

     Woodstock, who hadn't said a word, bristled.  "What's wrong with the way we

talks, now?"

     Broadway stepped back.  "Nothing's wrong...it's just I can't get used to

the accent."

     "You're lucky we're townies."  Bonavista laughed.

     "Townies?"

     "People from St. John's.  If we was from Burgeo, or Peterview, I doubt

you'd be able to understand a single word we said.  But townies have a 'lesser'

Newfoundland accent than other Newfoundlander's do."  Carbonear patiently

explained.

     "Why are you six here, anyway?"  Woodstock asked.

     Brooklyn sighed.  "Should we tell them?"  he asked the others.

     They shrugged.  Brooklyn sighed, and turned to the Newfs.

     "I'm afraid it's a long story."  Brooklyn told them.  "You might want to

sit down."

     Whitbourne, Carbonear and Bonavista glanced at each other questioningly,

and sat down.  Woodstock remained standing.

     And the travellers told them everything.

     From the tenth century, when they were turned to stone for a thousand

years, to the present, and the quest for Oberon's Ring.  Hawthorne showed them

the two pieces of the ring they had, now fused into one, and told them that the

reason they were in St. John's was to find the third piece.  They finished by

telling them that the ring was in a stone building overlooking the sea.

     When they finished, Whitbourne and the others were staring at them.

     "That's the wierdest tale I've ever heard."  Carbonear gaped.

     "You don't believe us, do you."  Angela sighed.

     "No."  Woodstock stated succinctly, but Whitbourne shushed him.

     "I thinks it sounds kinda farfetched, but I've seen a few of these

black-eyes that ye speaks about."  Whitbourne frowned.  "Plus, I considers ye as

friends, so, if you're goin' out, I wants to come with ye."

     "I believes ye."  Bonavista told them, happily.  "I believes in that kinda

stuff, and even if it's bull, I wants to help you out for a little bit of

excitement." 

     Carbonear sighed.  "I don't entirely believe it, but Bonavista's right. 

Even if it's an outrageous fib, we needs a little excitement.  It's getting

boring just trashing Loveless' car." 

     Whitbourne laughed.  "All right.  The three of us goes with you, anyway. 

Just for the action, now, mind ye.  I think you six are real fine people, so

we's going along for a bit of excitement."

     Woodstock rolled his eyes.

     "I can't believe you actually believe us."  Lexington exclaimed.

     "What, it's a lie then?"  Bonavista asked.

     "No, no...it's just that everyone else we've told has shot us down." 

Lexington corrected, glancing at Hawthorne.

     "Are you coming with us, there, bye?"  Carbonear asked Woodstock.

     Woodstock rolled his eyes.  "Well, they's no sense stayin behnd, is there,

Brilliant?"

     Carbonear sighed.  "If ye's gonna be rude bout it, I'll just not bother

speakin to you, then."

     Hawthorne paused.  "We don't have a real clue where it is.  There's lots of

old stone buildings overlooking the sea in St. John's."

     "Describe it for me, there, girl."  Bonavista asked.

     Hawthorne closed her eyes.  "It's a stone tower...on a cliff, overlooking

the sea.  But St. John's isn't that far off...it's on a cliff over the city. 

There's a tower, kind of round...and a path leading up to it..."

     Whitbourne snapped his talons.  "That's just Signal Hill!"  he whistled.

     "Signal Hill?"  Brooklyn asked.

     "Well, the Cabot Tower.  This ring of yours...if it exists...is in the

tower in Signal Hill Park.  It's just on top of the Narrows."  Whitbourne

replied.  "We just has to go get it, and it's done."

     "Well, let's go, then!"  Broadway exclaimed.  "At the rate we're going, we

could have all six pieces by tomorrow night!"

     Woodstock sighed.  "Do you buddies mind if I go out and has a smoke first?"

     Brooklyn glared at him.  "You smoke?"

     "Don't you?"

     "Uh, no."  Brooklyn muttered.  "I just never saw a gargoyle who smoked

before."

     "We all smokes here."  Whitbourne told him, fishing out a package of

cigarettes from his pocket.  "Mind if I comes out with you?" 

     Woodstock shook his head.

     "Carb, you coming?"

     "No thanks, bye."  Carbonear waved him on.  "I'm trying to quit."

     "YOU trying to quit?  Little miss 'Come on out with me and has a smoke,

there, Whitbourne'?"  Bonavista gaped.

     "Yes.  I'm quitting."

     "All right.  Your loss."  Whitbourne sighed.  "Bonavista, come on out, my

lad, and has a smoke with us."

     "No thanks.  I only gots three smokes left, and Marsha Tibbo's not coming

with more till Wednesday."

     "Who's Marsha Tibbo?"  Angela asked.

     "She's a friend of ours.  Brings us our smokes and our booze. Fine lass,

she is.  Fine lass."  Whitbourne explained.  "I don't suppose any of you'se

smokes, there?"

     "Right."  Broadway told him.

     Whitbourne sighed.  "Just you and me there, then, Woody."

     Woodstock already had the cigarette in his mouth.  "Let's go, then."

     He and Whitbourne left the bell tower, climbing up onto the roof.

     Brooklyn watched as they left.  "Smokes and booze."  he mumbled.

     "Yeah.  The bare necessities of life."  Bonavista smiled.

     "Shush, you.  It's people like you that give Newfoundlander's a bad name. 

We don't go drinkin every night, or anything.  Sometimes, on the weekend, we has

a little bit with some friends."  Carbonear explained.

     Lexington sighed.  "This is the most unusual clan I've ever seen."
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     "Blood of a bitch."  Whitbourne swore.  "You gots a light, Woody?"

     Woodstock fished for his lighter.  Whitbourne took it, and lit his

cigarette.

     Woodstock took back his lighter, and lit his own.  He took a drag, and

inhaled it.

     "So what do you think of them gargoyles from New York?"  Woodstock asked.

     Whitbourne smiled.  "I really likes them.  They's great.  Awful

storytellers, but they're right respectable."

     "Mmm.  Well, they're okay, I guess."  Woodstock muttered.  "Take a while

getting used to.  I like them too, though."

     Then, there was an odd rustling sound.

     Whitbourne stopped in the middle of a drag, and looked around.

     "Hear something?"  Woodstock asked.

     "Yeah.  Like a rustle, or something."

     Suddenly, a column of darkness rose from the roof.  It seemed to sway a

little, but then solidified into a human.  Whitbourne dropped his cigarette, and

choked.  Woodstock stared in amazement.

     The man had black eyes.

     "Hello."  he stated simply.

     "You're one of them black-eyes things Brooklyn was talking about!" 

Whitbourne scowled.  His eyes flared.  He didn't know how much of Brooklyn's

tale was true, but he knew enough not to trust a black-eyes.

     Two nights ago, Whitbourne and Carbonear were in the city, flying overhead,

when they saw some people breaking into a store.  They normally wouldn't care,

but it was a store that one of their friends, Robbie Hynes, worked at, and they

wanted to make sure he was okay. 

     Other than the black-eyes, the store had been deserted.  Robbie hadn't been

in any danger.  But the black-eyes had attacked Whitbourne and Carbonear.  It

had blasted a beam of shadow at Carbonear's eyes.  Her eyes had become black for

a second, but brightened to normal again.  She'd later told him that she didn't

know how, but she felt that the thing had been pure evil.

     "Awfully observant, aren't you?"  the man stated.  "Relax, I'm not going to

hurt you."

     Tentatively, Whitbourne and Woodstock relaxed.

     "Good." the man smiled.  "My name is Brendan LaPorte.  And as you can see,

I'm one of the Servants of Twilight the New York City gargoyles have probably

told you about."

     "If ye are one of them things, then why aren't you trying to subvert us?" 

Whitbourne asked, still nervous.

     Brendan laughed.  "You've got it all wrong.  We don't subvert people, the

Ring does.  Once Hawthorne has all of the pieces of the ring, then everyone will

become what I am now."

     Woodstock stared at him in shock.  But he had never seen a black-eyes

before.  Whitbourne had, and he wasn't particularly inclined to trust them.

     "Oh, they don't know they're doing it.  They aren't lying to you

intentionally...they honestly believe what they're telling you.  But you should

know that the reason we've been sent after them is not to kill them, but to stop

them from starting a greater set of events in motion.  Once they have the Ring,

then they won't be able to be stopped."

     Woodstock gaped.  "And ye wants us to help you stop them?"

     Brendan smiled.  "Like I said, you're very observant."

     Whitbourne laughed.  "I knows your kind.  You says all these lies and half

truths, and expect us to do what you want.  Well, bugger off, my son.  We's not

interested."

     The story just didn't add up, and Whitbourne didn't believe it for a

moment.  He wasn't going to trust this black-eyes.  From the expression in

Woodstock's eyes, it was evident that he didn't trust this person, either.

     Brendan darkened.

     "I think you are."  he frowned.  He stepped forward, and grabbed Whitbourne

by the front of the vest.  Woodstock tried to stop him, but Brendan stopped him

with one icy glare.  Woodstock stepped back, realizing that something was

definitely wrong.

     Brendan turned to the struggling Whitbourne.  He held fast, and soon

Whitbourne stopped squirming.

     "If you won't listen to reason, then maybe a little...extortion...might

make you see things my way."

     He let go of Whitbourne, and the gargoyle fell to the ground.

     "I have a proposition for you."  Brendan told him.

********************************************************************************
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Chapter Five

          Lines of Duty

     "And ye protects New York?"  Bonavista asked, genuinely interested.

     "Yeah."  Lexington replied.  "It's just our nature."

     "Our nature's just that we does what we wants to."  Carbonear sighed. 

"That usually means parties, and just having a good time."

     "Protecting's not ALL we do."  Brooklyn explained.

     "We have a lot of fun, together, too." Angela exclaimed.

     Carbonear looked at them curiously.  "What do you do, then?"

     Brooklyn, Lexington, Broadway, and Angela looked at each other. 

"Just...talk, watch movies, joke around...you know, stuff like that."  Brooklyn

stated.

     Bonavista laughed.  "You needs help."

     Carbonear looked at him.  "Actually, they sounds like they got a pretty

good life there."

     Broadway brightened.  "It has its moments."

     Then, Whitbourne and Woodstock returned, looking shaken.

     "What's with you two?"  Hawthorne asked.

     Whitbourne looked at her.  "Oh, we just smoked a bad one."  he mumbled.

     Brooklyn looked out at the sky.  "Are we ready to go, then?"  he asked.

     Carbonear and Bonavista bolted up.  "Let's go, then."  Carbonear exclaimed,

eager to leave.

     Whitbourne and Woodstock looked at each other. 

     "Is something wrong?"  Lexington asked, a little worried.

     "No!  No, nothin's the matter!"  Whitbourne cried, shocked.  Lexington

glanced at the others.  They all looked curiously at Whitbourne.

     "What's the trouble?"  he asked.

     "Uh, nothing."  Brooklyn muttered, frowning.

     The ten gargoyles each clambered out of the bell tower, and soared off. 

Brooklyn experimentally swooped, laughing with delight as he flew on his own for

the first time in a day.

     Lexington, meanwhile, moved closer to Broadway.

     "Did you notice anything odd about the way Whitbourne and Woodstock are

acting?"  he asked.

     Broadway looked over to the bluish gargoyle.  "He is acting a

little...strange, isn't he?"

     "I mean, Woodstock doesn't seem like a friendly sort anyway, but

Whitbourne...ever since he came back from that cigarette, he's been

acting...preoccupied.  As if something happened."

     Broadway shrugged.  "Well, maybe the cigarette fried his brain, or

something."

     In the meantime, Carbonear moved a little closer to Brooklyn and Hawthorne. 

She was fascinated by the New York version of Whitbourne, and, for some reason,

wanted to talk to him.

     "Hey, Carbonear!"  Hawthorne greeted warmly.  It was obvious that the new

gargoyles liked Clan Newfie just as much as Clan Newfie liked them.

     "Hey yourself, there, girl."  Carbonear smiled.

     Brooklyn swooped agin.  "It feels so good to be able to do this again!"  he

cried.

     "What was with your wing, anyway?"  Carbonear asked.

     Brooklyn sighed.  "It got torn in Nanaimo."  he told her, shooting a

friendly glance at Hawthorne, "and hurt really badly on Avalon."

     Carbonear nodded.  Brooklyn had told her about Avalon during the

explanation he'd given half an hour ago.

     "Can I ask you something?"  Brooklyn asked.

     "Go for it, buddy."  Carbonear replied.

     "Why are you, Bonavista and Whitbourne coming along?"

     Carbonear laughed.  "The excitement!  I thought we told you that!"

     Hawthorne sighed.  "No, we mean...why are you so willing to come along when

you don't even know what exactly you're getting into?"

     Carbonear looked to Bonavista.  "He's coming along cause he believes.  He's

the type of buddy what's after watching "The X-Files", and believes in magic and

all that sort of stuff.  When we was hatchlings, we played this game where he

was some kind of magician...and we was his helpers, or something.  That's just

the way he is."

     "That's something else I want to know."  Brooklyn asked.  "Whitbourne's

your leader, right?"

     "We don't have a leader, not in that way."  Carbonear explained patiently. 

"Whitbourne's just the buddy we all seem to follow around with.  It's more of

his spirit than any leadership qualities.  I mean, face it, Whitbourne's a champ

of a guy, but he couldn't lead his way out of a paper bag."

     Brooklyn glanced to Whitbourne, who was in a shoving match with Bonavista,

seemingly acting 'normal' again.

     "Actually, maybe that's why he's coming...he wants to be involved in

something he thinks is important.  I doesn't know why he picks this, but that's

probably his reasoning.  Then again, he's kind of reckless, so maybe that's

why...just for the hell of it."

     "But...you say you hatched, so there has to be gargoyles you came FROM." 

Brooklyn stated, troubled.  "So, where's the rest of the gargoyles?"

     Carbonear sighed.  "We doesn't know.  Woodstock thinks we were abandoned. 

That's part of the reason he is the way he is...the fact that he feels unwanted

hurt him badly, and he has a hard time opening up to anyone.  The three of us is

just really patient with him.  But we're not really sure about our parentage. 

It just doesn't bother us."

     Brooklyn's eyes widened at the prospect of gargoyles abandoning their own

eggs.  He just couldn't picture it.

     "Abandoned?"  Brooklyn muttered.

     "We don't know for sure.  They might have died, or something.  But we's

here now, and that's all that concerns us."

     "So, anyway, why are you coming along?"  Hawthorne asked, her curiousity

piqued.

     Carbonear thought for a second.  "To tell ye's the honest truth, I'm coming

along for the six of you."

     "Huh?"  Hawthorne blinked.

     "I don't know what it is, but I feels like...I have something in comon with

the six of ye.  You two, and your friends...Lexington, and Subway..."

     "Broadway."  Brooklyn corrected, appreciating the irony of her mistake. 

Broadway loved Subway sandwiches, and frequently begged Elisa to buy him one.

     "Whatever.  Ophelia and Angela, too.  But, for some reason, especially for

you, Brooklyn."

     Brooklyn's eyes widened.  He smiled nervously, and glanced worridly at

Hawthorne.  Hawthorne, however, was glaring at Carbonear.

     Carbonear laughed weakly, with an unreadable expression on her face.  "No! 

Not like that at all!  I means that I feels like there's something between us

that can't be explained.  I didn't mean I was in love with you." 

     "Oh."  Hawthorne relaxed.  Brooklyn was looking at her.

     She was worried that I'd go for Carbonear instead, he thought.  That's a

good sign.

     He looked to Carbonear.  She was stunningly beautiful too, but Brooklyn was

too much in love with Hawthorne to be concerned. 

     Carbonear sighed.  "Plus, I just wants to see what it is with your clan and

protecting.  Why you says you have to do this, when you say you're in danger if

you do."

     Brooklyn thought back to that old adage Hudson was so fond of repeating. 

"A gargoyle can no more stop protecting the castle than stop breathing the air. 

The world was a bit larger than the castle, but somehow Brooklyn knew the

principle was the same.

     "My clan is old fashioned like that."  Brooklyn explained.  "Protecting's

just second nature to us.  We do it because that's what we were meant to do...in

our minds anyway."

     He thought back to when he had refused to come along on this journey, and

how he was scared for himself.  He had every right to...Silhouette had killed

him, and only because of a 900 year old prophecy was he alive today...but he'd

realized that his duty to protect others had to overrule him.  Reluctantly, he'd

agreed.

     "I really didn't want to do this."  Brooklyn continued.  "But I realized

that I had to protect the world from this evil, and that my own fears couldn't

get in the way.  It's a duty to me, and to us all.  Protect the needy.  Plus,

I'm second in command of my clan, so I have to set an example.  But you

understand why I'm here...beacuse in my mind, I have to be."

     Carbonear sighed sadly, looking off wistfully into the distance, as if

something he had said had stirred up a painful memory.  "You sounds

so...purposeful.  All our clan does is, well, what we want.  We really don't

give a flying fiddler about protecting others."

     Hawthorne ahemmed.  "I used to be the same way...looking out for myself. 

But, when I got involved in this, I pretty much ended up the same way as

Brooklyn...bound by duty to do it.  I didn't really understand...but its like an

instinct now...to protect others."

     Carbonear looked at them.  "Part of me's saying ye's just

stick-in-the-mud's, but part of me wishes I had a purpose like that."

     "So, what do you do here?"  Brooklyn asked, but then, he felt a tap on his

shoulder.

     He turned, and Whitbourne and Bonavista were there, shaking their heads.

     "Jesus.  I thought you'se would have learned by now that you gots to speak

right when you're on the Rock."  Bonavista moaned, exaggerating his sadness.

     Whitbourne raised a finger.  "It ain't 'what do you do?', it's 'what're you

at?', see?"  he corrected.

     "What're you at?"  Brooklyn repeated, trying not to laugh.

     "See?  Byes, this one's learnin!"  Bonavista cried, whooping exctedly.

     "The thing I don't understand is why the Mainlanders speak so dull." 

Whitbourne explained.

     Brooklyn stared at him.  "Mainlanders?"

     Whitbourne laughed.  "You know...everyone 'cept us Newfs."

     Brooklyn looked to Hawthorne, who shrugged.

     "See, I'll give you an example.  Look at that building!" Bonavista cried.

     Brooklyn looked around.  "Where?"

     Bonavista stared at him.  "Where's what?"

     "Where's the building?"

     Whitbourne rolled his eyes.  "You see?  You Mainlanders doesn't understand. 

If ye just say 'Where', then it's too confusing.  Try 'Where's that to.' "

     "Where's that to?"  Broadway and Angela repeated in unison, coming into the

conversation.

     "Exactly.  See, they got it.  You try."  Carbonear smiled, getting into the

act.

     Brooklyn laughed.  "Where's that to."  he repeated, deadpan.

     "Like you mean it, now, bye."  Bonavista commanded, biting back a laugh.

     Brooklyn smiled.  "What, ye's tellin' me to says the thing, and then I says

it, and ye gets mad?"  he cried, in an exaggerated Newfoundland accent.

     Whitbourne and Carbonear stared at each other.  Broadway, Angela and

Hawthorne began to laugh.  Brooklyn looked proud of himself.

     "We've got to watch it, now.  He's givin us a run for our money." 

Bonavista stared.

     Lexington and Ophelia soared over.  "Brooklyn...what did you say?"  Ophelia

asked.

     "You're an honourary Newfoundlander now, my son."  Whitbourne clapped

Brooklyn on the back, speaking regally.

     Brooklyn looked to Hawthorne.  "Hears that?  I'se a true Newfoundlander,

now."  he told her, still talking in the accent.  Lexington began to laugh. 

Hawthorne grinned, and pushed him away.

     Signal Hill loomed up ahead of them, and the ten gargoyles began their

descent.

********************************************************************************
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Cabot Tower, Signal Hill National Historic Site

     Cabot Tower was nearly deserted that night.  Except for a couple of

tourists, who had just come to watch the sunset atop the Narrows and were now

leaving, and a few bored Park Guides, who were playing cards, there was noone

there.

     Which suited the arriving gargoyles fine.

     They landed on top of the tower, marvelling at the seemingly endless strech

of the Atlantic Ocean.  The sky was still a slight reddish tinge, a holdover

from sunset an hour and a half ago.

     "Red sky at night, sailor's delight."  Lexington mused, staring out.  "This

is spectacular."

     Hawthorne had her eyes closed.  "The ring is definitely here.  It's just a

few feet below us...on the top floor of this tower."

     "Let's be careful."  Brooklyn cautioned.  "There's probably going to be

some kind of trap."

     Angela bent down, and peered into the window below them.  "I see it!  It's

just sitting there on the floor!"

     "What?"  Broadway cried.  He leaned down, and looked for himself. The ring

was lying on the floor, giving off a dim gleam of reflected light from the

window.

     "She's right!  It's just...there!" Broadway called.

     Brooklyn frowned.  "I don't like it.  Silhouette wouldn't make this so easy

for us."

     Ophelia glanced down as well.  "Check for an illusion.  It may be a trap."

     Angela concentrated.  "It's...clean."  she whispered.  "That's the real

ring.  Nothing's hiding, it's just lying there."

     Lexington leapt down, and entered the room.  Apprehensively, he walked to

the ring.  Glancing around, he gingerly reached out one claw for it...

     And picked it up.  Nothing happened.

     Lexington frowned, and shrugged.  He walked back, and clambered out of the

window, scaling the wall.  With a grin, he handed the piece of metal to

Hawthorne.

     "That's kind of pathetic, isn't it?"  Bonavista frowned, disappointed.

     "He's right...this all seemed too easy.  There's probably Servants of

Twilight all over the place."  Ophelia hissed.

     They waited for a minute, anticipating an attack.

     None came.

     "Well,"  Angela sighed.  "Let's not look a gift horse in the mouth."

     Hawthorne nodded, and took out the rest of the ring.  She touched the third

piece to it.  Again, there was a green spark, and the three pieces were fused. 

Now the ring was exactly half of a circle.  They were halfway there.

     "The fourth piece is in Georgia."  Hawthorne stated.  "In Atlanta."

     "I feels cheated."  Whitbourne scowled, crossing his arms.

     "This is unbelievable."  Brooklyn frowned.  "Why would this be so easy?"

     "Try not to be disappointed."  Broadway smiled.  "Both other times, we

nearly got killed trying to get the ring.  I'm a little grateful for the change

in pace myself."

     Brooklyn smirked.  "You're right.  It's just a little surprising, that's

all."

     He turned to Whitbourne and the others.  "Thanks for the, uh, help.  It was

really nice of you.  Sorry it couldn't have been a little more exciting."

     Whitbourne looked at Woodstock, who nodded.  Whitbourne looked dismayed,

and sighed.

     "You's not leaving now, are ye?"

     Hawthorne stepped forward.  "We have to.  We can't waste much time."

     Whitbourne frowned.  "But won't ye stay for a party we was gonna have? 

Since we's such great chums, and all, I thought maybe you'd like to stay

awhile."

     Carbonear and Bonavista turned, and stared at him in surprise.

     Brooklyn sighed.  "We really want to.  But we can't.  Time isn't on our

side."

     Broadway stepped forward.  "Maybe, once this is all over, we can come and

visit."

     Angela smiled.  "This has been really unique.  I'd like to come back

sometime."

     The Manhattan gargoyles all waved.  "Goodbye."  they said in unison.

     "Wait!"  Woodstock yelled.  "Please, won't ye stay?  We've been planning a

party for weeks.  You can just stay for a little while, if you wants to....but

please?"

     Lexington tapped Brooklyn.  "If we stayed for just a little while...like

half an hour or so, it probably wouldn't hurt.  Besides...the sun just went down

here an hour and a half ago.  It would still be up in Atlanta anyway."

     Brooklyn sighed.  "Fine.  We'll stay.  Just for a little while."

     Woodstock looked relieved.  Whitbourne gave a smile, but his eyes seemed to

give off an air of unhappiness.

     "Let's go, then, byes....we got a party to throw!"  Whitbourne called.  He

leapt onto the ledge, and flew off.  Brooklyn, Hawthorne, Broadway, Lexington,

Angela and Ophelia followed.

     But before Woodstock could take off, Carbonear stopped him.

     "What's with you?"  Woodstock asked.

     "What do you mean, 'we's been planning a party for weeks'?"  Carbonear

asked.

     "First thing I've heard of it."  Bonavista growled. 

     Woodstock hesitated.  "Uh, Witless and I've been setting it up as a

surprise."

     Bonavista and Carbonear glanced at each other.  "I don't buy that." 

Carbonear glared.

     Woodstock's eyes flared.  "Thinks what ye wants to."  he told her.  He

pushed her out of the way, and soared off of the tower.

     Carbonear and Bonavista looked at each other. 

     "Something's amiss here."  Bonavista told her.

     "I knows that."  Carbonear sighed.  "Ever since them six came here, life

does nothing but get complicated."

     With a sigh, the two of them leapt up, and glided away, following the

gargoyles who had already left.

********************************************************************************
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     They arrived at the church, and clambered into the bell tower.

     "Where are the others?"  Lexington asked.

     "To."  Hawthorne added, laughing.

     Whitbourne shrugged.  "I thought they were with us.  They must be back

there."

     In a few seconds, Woodstock entered.  Soon after, Carbonear and Bonavista

came in.

     Woodstock looked at Whitbourne.  "C'mon down with me.  We'll go and get the

party supplies."

     Whitbourne sighed.  He opened the door, which led to the staircase, and he

and Woodstock left.

     Carbonear sighed.  "Something's up with them two."

     Angela nodded.  "Whitbourne seems upset about something."

     Lexington shuddered.  "Whitbourne's not the one who worries me.  Woodstock

kind of gives me the creeps."

     Bonavista looked at him.  "My son, I hates to admit it,  but right now I

agrees with you." 

     Brooklyn stared at the others.  "What, do you think they're up to

something?"

     Carbonear blinked.  "Do you?"

     "Actually, I'm a little disgusted that you could even consider it. 

Whitbourne especially.  I've known him less than a night, and I know he wouldn't

do something to try to hurt us."  Brooklyn defended him.

     "We're not saying they're up to something."  Lexington interrupted. 

"They're just acting wierd."

     Brooklyn seemed to relax.  "Sorry.  It's just I'm feeling a little on edge

over how easy that seemed.  I keep thinking that something's trying to trick

us."

     He sat down.  The group began to talk amongst themselves...Broadway and

Angela asking Bonavista what life in Newfoundland was like.  He laughed, and

began to tell them some wild stories.

     Carbonear walked over to Brooklyn and Hawthorne.  Brooklyn smiled, and

patted the floor next to him.  She grinned, and sat down.

     "So, what's new?"  she asked.

     Hawthorne sighed.  "We're just waiting to leave so we can go to Grande

Prairie, and get the fourth piece of the ring."

     "This thing is really important to you guys, ain't it."  Carbonear stated.

     Brooklyn sighed.  "We've both nearly died for it.  I HAVE died for it."

     Carbonear nodded.  "You told me that, when you explained."

     "Right.  But these things have both nearly killed us, too.  In Las Vegas,

she fell off of a casino, and I had to catch her.  On Avalon, I got knocked down

in midair, and she barely caught me."

     Carbonear gave a brief smile.  "And you two obviously mean a lot to each

other, too, then."

     Hawthorne's face twitched.  "What do you mean?"

     "Well, if you're goin' around saving each other's lives, then you got to

mean somethin' to each other."

     Hawthorne looked at Brooklyn.  "Well...we're a little more than just

friends."

     Brooklyn's mouth dropped, minisculy, and he gaped at her in shock.

     Carbonear's mouth tightened.  "I see."  she muttered.

     She stood up.  "I'm just going outside for a while, before Whitbourne and

Woodstock comes back.  If they asks where I'm to, just tell them...just tell

them I left for a little while."  she smiled.

     She waved, and left the tower.

     Brooklyn and Hawthorne watched her go. 

     "What do you think of her?"  Hawthorne asked.

     Brooklyn turned to face her.  "What?  Oh, she's great.  I really like her. 

She's really nice."

     He looked into her eyes.  "What did you mean by more than just friends?"

     "Well, we are, aren't we?"  Hawthorne asked him.  "I mean, I know how you

feel about me, and I'm still not quite sure about what I feel about you.  But I

know it's not just friendship."

     Brooklyn smiled.  "I guess we are."

********************************************************************************
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     "Lexington."  Ophelia called.  Looking at her, Lexington walked over and

sat down next to her.

     "What is it?"

     "There's something I've been meaning to ask you since that dance."  Ophelia

revealed.

     "Oh?"  he replied.

     She cleared her throat.  "Why did you get so jealous of Thompson Riley in

Las Vegas?"

     "Who was Thompson Riley?" Lexington asked.

     "The guy you pushed out of the way."

     "Oh, him!"  Lexington exclaimed.  He began to laugh nervously, and turned

away from her, so as not to look in her eyes.

     "Well, why did you?"

     Lexington looked skyward.  "Well...uh..."

     "It wasn't because you wanted to dance with me, was it?"  Ophelia asked,

moving in a little closer.  Something about the way he was acting around her was

unnerving her, and she had a sneaking suspicion what it was.

     Lexington stammered for a minute.  "Well..."

     "Admit it.  You were jealous."

     Lexington looked at her.  "Well...you see, I just wanted us to be close to

each other."

     Ophelia raised an eyebrow.  "So..."

     "Because if the ring was in there, then we shouldn't have been separated." 

He was obviously lying, making up an excuse.

     Ophelia's expression darkened.  "I want the truth."

     Lexington gulped.  Something wasn't right, here.  She was the one who was

in love with him, and she was acting as if it was nothing.

     Then, his eyes brightened.  She's playing hard to get, he thought.  Well, I

can fix that.

     "You know, the truth is, I just had an urge to dance with you."  Lexington

smiled, moving a little closer.

     "An urge."  Ophelia frowned, looking uncomfortable.

     She's good at this, Lexington thought.  I could swear she's really not in

love with me.

     "Yeah.  An urge.  You just looked so...beautiful...dancing, that I felt

like I had to dance with you."  he cleared his throat.  He inched closer again.

     "Lexington, what's come over you?  You're acting like it's mating season,

or something."

     Lexington became confused.  "Me?  You were the one telling me that you

liked me in Las Vegas..."

     "When did I say that?"  Ophelia interrupted him.

     "When I was moping about Angela..."

     "I didn't say I liked you, I said you had a lot of qualities that would

make a girl like you.  I was trying to help you out, not make a pass at you." 

Ophelia grinned. 

     Lexington's mouth began to twitch.  "I see."

     Ophelia chuckled.  "Lexington, I don't like you like that.  You just looked

so sad that I had to help you out.  We're friends."  She patted him on the head. 

"Good friends.  Nothing more."

     Quietly fuming, Lexington got up.  "Okay.  So in other words, I've got all

these qualities, but that's still not good enough for you, right?"

     Ophelia blinked.  "I didn't say that..."

     "Don't patronize me.  I'm not some stupid hatchling, that'll take your

little speech there and swallow it."

     He was furious, now.  He'd been thinking that she liked him, getting his

hopes up that they could maybe be something together, and she'd just rejected

him like a toy.  The rage that had been building up inside him was growing, and

flowing out at Ophelia.  Around the room, some of the others were looking up,

realizing something was happening.

     "The way you're acting now, you're dumber than a hatchling.  I was trying

to comfort you, and you assume that means I want you?"  Ophelia shot back.  Now

she was angry.

     "Oh, why wouldn't you want me?  Remember?  I'm so smart, funny and

sensitive..."

     "I think I'll take that back.  You're stupid, annoying and dense.  Don't

flatter yourself."

     "What, and lower myself to your standards?  I'm single, not desparate!"

     "Uh, guys?"  Broadway interrupted meekly.  "Is anything..."

     "SHUT UP!"  Lexington and Ophelia roared at him.  Broadway backed down,

glancing nervously at the squabbling couple.

     Lexington turned back to Ophelia.  "I can't believe I was so stupid to

think you wanted me."

     "That makes two of us.  I can't believe you were that stupid, either."

     "Ophelia..."

     The female turned, and stalked off in the direction Carbonear had left. 

Lexington crossed his arms, and scowled.

     "What was that all about?"  Bonavista asked.

     Lexington snorted.  "Women."    

********************************************************************************
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     Whitbourne and Woodstock, carrying cases of alcoholic beverages, began

their way back up the stairs.

     "Is it just the beers we's bringin up?"  Woodstock asked.

     Whitbourne shook his head.  "Nope.  I've got a bottle of vodka, too.  We's

using that for the plan.  The plan!  I hates this, Woody.  I don't want to go

through with it."

     Woodstock stared at him.  "You knows what happens if we don't."

     Whitbourne looked at him.  "Yeah.  But I'm never goin out with you to has a

smoke ever again.  Goes out for a smoke, end up betraying my friends."

     "We're betraying them to save us!"  Woodstock reminded him.

     Suddenly, Brendan LaPorte appeared on the stairs.  "Is everything going

according to plan?"  he asked, excitedly.

     Whitbourne sighed.  "Yes, bye.  But I doesn't want to go through with

this."

     Brendan frowned.  "Remember the deal, gargoyle."

     "I remembers the deal!  I'm just saying that this isn't right!  We're

selling them out!"  Whitbourne yelled.

     "Oh, Whitbourne.  Think of the big picture, here.  They have to be

stopped."  Brendan laughed.

     He held out his hand.  In it was a small glass phial filled with a red

liquid.

     "Use this."  he told them, handing it to Woodstock.  Woodstock stuffed it

in his pocket.

     "Do you know what you have to do?"  Brendan asked.

     Whitbourne sighed, and closed his eyes.  "Yes."  he muttered sadly.  "Yes,

we do."

     "Good."  smiled Brendan.  He vanished.

********************************************************************************

********************************************************************************

********************************************************************************

********************************************************************************

****************

Chapter Six

          Shadow Puppets

     The door opened, and in walked Whitbourne and Woodstock.  Carrying two

large cases of beer.

     "Party supplies!"  Bonavista yelled.  He raced to the alcohol, opened one

box, and pulled out a beer.  He threw it to Whitbourne.

     "Is you having one?"  Bonavista asked Brooklyn.

     "Oh, no."  Brooklyn balked.  "We can't."

     "Why not?"  Woodstock asked.

     The Manhattan gargoyles all spoke at once, saying they didn't drink. 

     "I would,"  Hawthorne sighed, "but we don't have time.  The sun'll be down

in Chicago soon, and we should be on our way."

     Whitbourne looked dissappointed.  "Oh, come on."  he begged Brooklyn,

standing next to him.

     "No."

     "Come on!  What kind of party would it be?"

     "No!"  Brooklyn exclaimed, half laughing.

     "Just one...for all of ye.  One for the air."  Woodstock tried to persuade

him.

     Brooklyn looked heavenward.  "Look, we can't."

     Broadway came up to him.  "We should probably find Ophelia and leave." he

told him.

     "Oh, please..."  Whitbourne begged.

     Brooklyn sighed, and looked back at the others.  They seemed to be amused.

     "Oh, fine."  Brooklyn sighed.  "We can stay for just ONE.  Just one."

********************************************************************************

********************************

     She met Carbonear about ten minutes later.  Relieved she could talk to

someone instead of just being angry alone, Ophelia landed, and walked over to

her.  With a sigh, she sat down next to her.

     "Hello."  she said to Carbonear.

     Carbonear turned.  "Hey."  she said listlessly.

     "What's wrong?"

     She sighed.  "I'm just havin personal problems."

     Ophelia sat back.  "That makes two of us."

     Carbonear dangled her feet off of the ledge.  "It's Brooklyn."

     "What about him?"

     Carbonear sighed.  "I thinks I'm in love with him."

     Ophelia's eyes widened in understanding.  "I see."

     "The thing is, he's in love with Hawthorne.  And he's too much in love with

her for me to tell him how I feel.."

     "I see."  Ophelia repeated again.

     "And the thing is...I feels something about him, that the two of us were

destined to be together...not him and Hawthorne.  In my mind, anyway, he's

making the wrong decision.  Of course, I'm of a biased opinion here..." 

Carbonear laughed hollowly.

     "You could say that."

     "You know...before he came, I was considering mating with Whitbourne...but

now, I thinks I'se changed my mind.  Whitbourne's too...immature.  He's really

nice, and I loves to hang around him, but I just don't think he's right for me

anymore."

     Ophelia sighed.  "You see Brooklyn as the next step."

     "Spot on!  But then, I sees how happy he is with Hawthorne, and I realize

that I have no right to feel this way."

     Ophelia shook her head.  "You have every right to feel like you do.  But

Brooklyn likes you as a friend...a really wonderful friend.  He said that he

likes you a lot, but I think he's speaking platonically.  He's deeply in love

with Hawthorne, though, and nothing will ever change that."

     Carbonear looked at her.  "That doesn't explain the feeling.  Whenever I'm

around him, I gets this overwhelming feeling that we're so right for each other,

and that I have to be an important part of his life.  Doesn't that count for

anything?"

     Ophelia felt like an idiot for being so concerned about her own problem,

when Carbonear's seemed so much more devastating.  She's here pining away for a

love she can never have, Ophelia thought, and I'm worried about how to make

someone feel better.

     "Carbonear...he sees you as a wonderful friend.  He's only known you for a

day...and if he can consider you a true friend in that short of a time, there

must be something between you."

     "I don't want to be just friends with him, though!"  Carbonear cried.  She

calmed down.  "I knows that I can't ever go any further, but I can't help it."

     Ophelia moved a little closer.  "You'll find someone."

     "Not someone like him.  He's mature, nice, good looking..."

     "Whitbourne looks exactly like him."

     "Yeah, but I bets that Brooklyn doesn't consider beer marathons a sport."

     Ophelia's eyes widened.  "You make my problem seem so trivial."

     "And what's troubling you tonight?"

     Ophelia sighed.  "It's Lexington.  I like him a lot as a friend, but he

completely misunderstood.  In Las Vegas, he was upset that Angela didn't like

him, so I tried to console him.  Trouble is, he took that as a sign that I was

madly in love with him.  And I just told him I wasn't, and I think I really hurt

his feelings.  We got in a fight, and I said some things I shouldn't have.  Now,

we aren't speaking, and I feel like such a fool for flying off the handle like I

did.  I want to know how to apologize to him without ending up killing him or

making him feel worse."

     "What did you say to him?"

     Ophelia thought.  "I can't remember.  I called him stupid, and dense and

annoying."

     "And he got hurt over THAT?"  Carbonear exclaimed sarcastically.

     "I know.  It's just...he was yelling at me, and I just started yelling

back.  I shouldn't have..."

     "Okay.  Well, he likes you, I take it?"

     "I guess so.  He wouldn't be so hurt if he didn't."

     "Then you just have to explain to him that it wasn't meant to be.  He'll

just have to learn to accept that."

     "But I don't want to hurt his feelings...and I'm afraid he'll blow up

again, and we'll get in another fight..."

     She hunched over, and rested her chin in her hand.  "I'm now convinced that

love is too complicated for the likes of me, Carbonear."

     Carbonear nodded in agreement.  "Well, I'm still not quite ready to make a

solemn oath to become an old maid for the rest of my life..."

     Ophelia burst out laughing.  Carbonear joined her, the sound of their

laughter a welcome change from the otherwise quietness of the St. John's night.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     At the church, Lexington was sitting on the floor.  He couldn't stop

giggling.

     "Ye's buzzed, aren't you?"  Bonavista asked.

     "Don't be so stupid."  Lexington told him, taking another drink, his mind

completely off of his troubles with Ophelia.  "I'm not buzzed."  And then he

giggled again.

     Only Hawthorne, Whitbourne, Bonavista and Woodstock seemed relatively

unaffected by the alcohol.  Lexington was in the giggle phase...whenever he

looked at something that he found funny, which by now was everything, he

giggled.  Brooklyn was slightly bleary eyed, and Angela was a little unsteady on

her feet.  Broadway was sitting demurely on the floor, having an occasional sip

of beer.

     Brooklyn looked at the clock on the wall.  9:15 p.m. 

     "We should go now."  Brooklyn said, setting down his empty beer bottle.  He

felt guilty for drinking...he was sure that he shouldn't be doing this.  Not

while they should be out finding the ring.

     "Go now?"  Woodstock asked him.  "We've barely just begun!"

     "But I..."

     "Oh, come on, Brooklyn.  Stay, and has another drink!"  Whitbourne

exclaimed.

     "No, we can't..."  Broadway began.  Lexington continued to laugh, his tail

moving from side to side.

     "It's really not a good idea."  Brooklyn protested.

     Bonavista took another beer, and tossed it to him.  Brooklyn caught it, and

stared at it.  Bonavista took another, and opened the cap.

     "C'mon, Brook.  Has another drink."  he told him.  Hesitantly, Brooklyn

took two of his talons, and twisted the cap.  It opened.

     Bonavista, Whitbourne and Woodstock were staring at him.  So were Broadway,

Angela and Hawthorne.  The Newfies were smiling, urging him to drink it.  His

own gargoyles were simply staring at him quietly.

     With a sigh, Brooklyn took a drink.  He smiled, and took another.

     Soon, he'd finished.  The Newfies cheered.

     Brooklyn wiped his mouth.  "I suppose it wouldn't hurt to stay a little bit

longer." he exclaimed, grabbing another beer.

     Broadway, Angela and Hawthorne looked at each other, shrugged, and took

another beer each.  There was no sense trying to leave.  Regardless of their

protesting, Clan Newfie would just try to convince them to stay, and wouldn't

let them leave anyway.

     Woodstock tossed Lexington another beer.

     "Thanks!"  Lexington yelled, a little too enthusiastically.

     Whitbourne regarded them sadly, then looked at his beer.

     If I has to do it, I'm not after doing it sober, he thought.  That way,

I'll not have the guilty consciense.

     With a sigh, Whitbourne had another drink.

********************************************************************************

********************************

One Hour Later

     "And then, we were assigned as honor guards to Oberon and Titania.  But a

week and a half later, Silhouette came, and we were forced to flee.  I'm the

last unsubverted gargoyle of Avalon...besides Angela."  Ophelia explained,

painfully.  She didn't want to think about it.

     Carbonear stared at her, wide-eyed.  "I still has trouble believng these

tales!"  she muttered.

     Ophelia grinned.  "I have a hard time believing this world.  This is the

first time I've ever been in the real world...and it's amazing!" 

     She hugged her knees closer to her.  "I've never known anything else

besides Avalon before last night, and already, I've been dancing, and made truly

wonderful friends..."  she smiled at Carbonear.

     Carbonear grinned.  "My life story's not half as interesting as yours, but

I thinks you might like it.  It kind of gives my views on the world."

     Ophelia glanced at the moon.  They would have to go soon...but if they

wanted her, they could come and get her.

     Carbonear ahemmed.  "The four of us hatched sometime in 1960.  I know that,

cause we's eighteen human years old.  But we was alone.  There was noone else

there in the bell tower...that's where we hatched."

     "That was your rookery?"  Ophelia asked.  She always associated rookeries

as dark, damp places, ideal for the hatching of gargoyle eggs...not a dusty old

church tower.

     "I guess so.  Anyways, that's where we was born...with noone to look out

for us.  We were alone...the only four gargoyles in St. John's, maybe in all of

Newfoundland.  I'm told we would have died, too...there wasn't anyone to take

care of us, so... but anyways, two teenagers broke into the tower, looking for a

place to stash their booze.  They came up to the tower, and they saw us.  One of

them was frightened, and ran off...but the other was different somehow.  He

decides he's going to adopt us, in a way, and he starts taking care of us.  He

moves in up there...he was living on his own...and starts tending to us.  Using

the little money he had, he bought everything he could afford that we

needed...food, clothes...and he just started taking care of us.  His name was

Jason Doyle, and he gave us everything.  Even our names.  Carbonear's the name

of the town he grew up in, Whitbourne's where he moved to when he was eight,

Woodstock's where his grandmother lived, and Bonavista's where his family had a

cottage when he was smaller.  He took care of us...brought us to the people he

trusted, that he knew would help take care of us.  He lost a lot of friends,

because they thought he was mad, going to such fuss over a couple of monsters,

in their words.  But a few people...like June Tibbo, Marsha's mother, and Robbie

Hynes, who owns the conveniece store nearby...took up this oath, and we all

became friends.

     "Then, on August 14, 1985, Jason was killed in a car accident.  He was

driving drunk, and drove right into a transfer truck.  He was killed instantly. 

The four of us was lost, since if it hadn't been for Jason, we would have died,

alone in that bell tower.  I was devastated, but we got over it, eventually, and

we threw ourselves into his group of friends, trying to give back what he gave

to us.  We couldn't, though.  No matter how hard we tried, we couldn't figure

out how.  So, we became Clan Newfie...living for the moment, because we didn't

know how to live any other way.  Never as gargoyles, either.  We was never

exposed to the gargoyle way, so we acted like human.

     "One day, we broke into a library, and Bonavista found some ancient book. 

It was a book about gargoyles...about us.  We were so excited...it was a clue to

our past.  You has to understand, we knew nothing about us.  We didn't even know

that we were called gargoyles.  But we discovered everything about our

kind...but how we were protectors, most of all.  The others didn't see it as

important, but I saw it different.  The gargoyles in the book weren't what we

were...that is,  we were too human to be gargoyles.  Our human side had been

brought out, and we wasn't true gargoyles anymore.  So, that's why we is what we

is.  Not protecting, just...existing."

     She finished, and looked to Ophelia.  "That's probably why I'm so attracted

to Brooklyn.  Not just for him, but for what he represents...what I never could

be.  A true gargoyle...protecting the people he cares about.  That's part of

what I wants to be."

     Ophelia frowned.  "I'm sorry."  she told her.

     Carbonear suddenly had a puzzled look on her face.  "They's something else,

too.  Something that ties directly into this Servants of Twilight business."

     Ophelia blinked.  "What?"

     "Two nights ago, Whitbourne and I ran into some of these shadow creatures

you was talking of.  They was breaking into a store, and we tried to stop them. 

But they attacked us.  One of them shot out a blast of shadow into me eyes."

     Ophelia gasped.

     "But NOTHING HAPPENED."   Carbonear exclaimed.  "You told us that it would

have turned my eyes black, and nothing happened to me.  When I almost got

subverted, as ye say, I felt the evil there, and later on, I told Whitbourne. 

Then, I saw you six, and I realized that my not being subverted had something to

do with the six of you."

     "That's not possible!"  Ophelia exclaimed.  "The prophecy said that only

the Ringbearer, the Leader, the Protector, the Traveller, the Truthfinder and

the Illusionist were immune!  Are you sure?"

     "Whitbourne said my eyes turned black, and that they came back white." 

Carbonear shrugged.  "Maybe that prophecy of yours is off."

     "Somehow, I doubt that."  Ophelia muttered.  "The others should know about

this." 

     She stood up.

     "Where's you off to?"  Carbonear asked.

     "Back to the church."  Ophelia stated.  "Brooklyn and the others should

know that you're immune."

     She leapt off the side of the building.  Carbonear followed her, and they

soared away.

********************************************************************************

********************************

     "Oh!  Don't haul on the rope, don't climb on the mast...if you see a

sailing ship, it might be your last!  So, get the civvies ready, for another

round ashore!  A sailor ain't the sailor ain't the sailor anymore!"  Brooklyn

and Whitbourne sang, clanking their bottles together.  Brooklyn laughed.

     "My....my God, but you're a good singer."  he giggled, his voice extremely

slurred.

     Whitbourne wobbled a bit.  "You're no...slouch..."

     "You're gonna fall over."  Brooklyn warned him.

     "I'm NOT going to fall."  Whitbourne corrected him.

     "You're too drunk to stand!"  Brooklyn reminded him.

     Whitbourne stared at him, and wobbled around, very unsteady on his feet. 

"So's you...but I'se not complerain...complainin..."  Whitbourne slurred.  Then

he blinked, and he was on the floor.

     "How'd I get down here?"  he asked, confused.

     "Here, let me help you up."  Brooklyn smiled, but he suddenly sat down

heavily on the floor.  Whitbourne burst out laughing, and popped open another

beer.

     All eight of them were totally smashed.  Brooklyn and Whitbourne had spent

the last half an hour singing, to the delight of the others, who clapped at the

end of every Newfoundland sea chantey they finished.

     Broadway and Angela were sitting down, staring at each other.  Angela took

a drink, throwing back her hair.  Broadway tickled her, and she spillled her

beer all over him.

     "Oh, I'm sorry!"  Angela laughed.

     "Oh, GREAT."  he sighed.  "Now I've gotta wash...up..."

     He got up, and weaved drunkenly towards Hawthorne, Lexington and Woodstock,

who were playing cards.  He tried to say something, but fell down, and began to

laugh at the ceiling.

     "Keep it DOWN."  Hawthorne hissed, kicking him in the shoulder.  Broadway

stopped, but began to giggle again.

     "Okay, Hawthorne...it's your turn."  Lexington informed her.

     "I just went, didn't I?"

     "Okay, Woodstock...it's your turn."  Lexington tried again.

     "It's not!  Is it?"

     "Yes!"  Lexington exclaimed.  He belched, and giggled.  "I just played that

six of..."

     "That's a three."

     "That THREE of spades, so..."

     "They's hearts."  Whitbourne sang out happily.

     "They are NOT!"  Hawthorne protested.

     "Look, shut up!"  Lexington whined.  "Just play the damn card!"

     Woodstock set down a card.  "I wins!"  he called.

     "You do not!"  Lexington yelled, throwing down his cards.

     "I do so!  That's the last card!  I'm OUT."  Woodstock insisted.

     Lexington's eyes flared.  "Do you want to fight about this?"

     "I'm not fighting you."

     "I'll fight you, Lex!"  Broadway called up.

     "Get up then!  Come on!  I'll wipe the...the...where are we?"  he looked

around in confusion.

     "The castle."  Angela called.

     "I'll wipe the castle with you!"  Lexington repeated.

     "Oh, shut up."  Brooklyn muttered.  "Witless, let's sing another song."

     "What song?"

     "Sing 'I'se the Bye's' for us, there, bye."  Bonavista requested.

     "We can't sing that!  That's stero...ster...that's not normal."  Whitbourne

yelled.

     He sat up.

     "Is'e the bye's that builds the boat...come on, Brook!"

     "And I's the bye's that sails her!"  Brooklyn almost screamed.

     "I'se the bye's that catches the fish, and takes em home to Liza!"  the two

of them sang hoarsely. 

     Bonavista got up, tears in his eyes.  "Bravo!"  he cheered.  "Bravo!"  He

kicked over a case of beer, sending several empty bottles flying.    

     "Broadway, look what ye did!"  he yelled, angry.

     "It was you, you tit!"  Broadway yelled back.

     And then, Carbonear and Ophelia returned.

     Their eyes widened at the site.

     "Good God."  Carbonear whispered, about to laugh.

     Ophelia walked up to Lexington, who was sitting down, finishing his fifth

beer.

     "Lexington..."  she whispered, mildly amused.

     Lexington's eyes widened.  "Oph....Ophelia!"  he cried.  He got up, and

lurched towards her.

     Ophelia stepped back. 

     Lexington looked puzzled.  "Do you wanna dance again?"

     "Uh...no.  Not right now."  Ophelia told him.  The reek of alcohol off of

him was overpowering.

     "Oh, come ON."  he protested.  "Dance with me."

     He grabbed her wrists.  She wrenched out of his grasp, and slapped him

across the face.  HARD.

     He touched his cheek, surprised.

     "You hit me!"  he cried.  Ophelia just stared at him.

     "I thought you liked me!"  Lexington yelled, uncomprehending.

     Ophelia leaned in closer.  "Guess again."

     She turned around, and stalked off.  Carbonear watched her leave, and

looked at the others uncomfortably.

     "Uh...I guess I'll go and have words with her."  she smiled weakly.

     Lexington touched his face again.  Even though he was hammered, he couldn't

believe that she'd slapped him.

     Bonavista came, and stood next to him.  "Don't worry about it."  he

advised, downing another beer.  "Women aren't worth it."

     Lexington stared at him.  "But what about whatsherface, over there?"

     Bonavista looked over.  "Angela?  That's different.  I loves her.  Right,

Ang?" Angela snorted.

     "I love her too!"  Broadway called.

     Bonavista looked at him.  "I loves you, too."

     Broadway felt his eyes well up with tears.  "That's so sweet!"  he

muttered.

     Woodstock got up.  Drunk as he was, he remembered the plan, and how

important it was.

     He slipped the phial from his pocket.

     "What's that?"  Hawthorne asked, laughing.

     "It's a...new...beverage...I think..."  Woodstock stared at it curiously. 

Honestly, he couldn't remember what it was.

     But he remembered what he had to do. 

     He took the bottle of vodka, and untwisted the cap.  With a sigh, he opened

the phial, and dumped in it's contents.  The vodka flared brilliant red for a

second, and then returned to normal.

     He took out several plastic cups, and poured five glasses.  With a smile,

he offered one to each of the Manhattan gargoyles.  They all drank theirs, and

laughed.

     "That was good."  Angela sighed.  "Is there any more?"

     "Tastes like...cherries."  Lexington giggled, smacking his lips.

     "How about you pours me some of that?"  Whitbourne called over.

     "I don't think that's best, my son."  Woodstock replied.

     "And why's that?"  Bonavista asked, but he didn't have to wait long for an

answer.

     Within seconds, the drunken blearyness was gone out of Brooklyn, Broadway,

Angela, Hawthorne and Lexington's eyes.  They stared at the glasses in

confusion, then at each other.

     "Whoa..."  Brooklyn muttered, putting a hand to his head.

     Then, suddenly, he looked in amazement at Woodstock.

     "You...you drugged us!"  Brooklyn cried, and, with a dizzying slump, he

crumpled to the ground.

     Lexington and Hawthorne stared at each other, and then their eyes rolled

back in their heads.  They collapsed, unconscious, to the floor.

     Broadway fell down next.  But Angela slightly wobbled, and fell to her

knees.  With a cry, she looked to Whitbourne and Bonavista.

     "W...why?"  she asked weakly, before she fell to the ground.

     Whitbourne and Bonavista stared at each other.

     "What kind of new beverage is that, bye?"  Bonavista asked.

     Then, the column of shadow appeared.  Brendan LaPorte materialized, and

smiled.

     "The two of you played your parts well."  he appraised.

     Bonavista saw a hint of reason shine through his intoxication.  "Played

your part?" he asked.

     Whitbourne squinted at the Servant drunkenly.  "Excuse me, but we's just in

the middle of a drink.  Pull a seat up there, bye!"

     Brendan scowled.  "Oh, sober up."  he frowned.  A blast of shadow eminated

from his hand, and swirled around the three gargoyles' heads.  As it dissipated,

they stared around, utterly sober.

     "Whoa..."  Whitbourne put a claw to his head.  "Quickest soberin' job I'se

ever seen."

     Then, he saw the still, unconscious forms of the Manhattenites on the

floor.

     "Well."  he said bitterly.  "You got what ye wanted."

     "Whitbourne..."  Bonavista stared at him incredulously, "what is going on?"

     Woodstock fielded the question.  "We didn't want to do it, Bonavista.  But

we had no choice.  This buddy here threatened to subvert the four of us if we

didn't help him get the Mainlanders.  We were to deliver them, with the help of

the drug in that there glass bottle.  But they isn't gonna be hurt.  When they

wakes up, their minds'll be cleared.  And we've got to convince them to give up

the search for the ring."

     Brendan gave an appraising smile.  "How much we'd like to believe that,

huh?"

     Whitbourne spun around.  "What?"

     Brendan gave him the sort of look that one usually gives a naive child. 

"Oh, come on.  You didn't honestly believe that 'we have to stop them by

whatever means necessary' bull I gave you, did you?  Actually, I'm rather glad

you did.  It was an integral part of the plan."

     He strode up to Woodstock.  "I think I'll tell you the truth now.  My

friends, you've signed their death warrants."

     Bonavista gaped, and stared disbelievingly at Whitbourne and Woodstock.

     "You're going to kill them?"  Whitbourne's eyes widened.  Brendan nodded.

     "Like hell, you are!"  Woodstock snarled.  He grabbed Brendan by the front

of his jacket.

     Brendan smiled, and subverted him.  Woodstock's eyes darkened.

     Whitbourne gasped.  "That wasn't in the deal, bastard!"  he yelled, his

eyes flaring.

     Brendan smiled as Woodstock set him down.  "Deal's off."  he smirked.

     Woodstock turned, and before anyone could say anything, he subverted

Bonavista.

     "You're so concerned, Witless,"  Woodstock leered, turning.  "Does that

mean you wants to join them?"

     Whitbourne ran.  Before they could stop him, he dove out of the bell tower.

     Bonavista stiffened.  Before he could pursue him, though, Brendan stopped

him.

     "Leave him be."  Brendan beckoned .  "He won't be able to do anything. 

Besides,"  he pointed at the unconscious gargoyles, "we've got bigger concerns."

********************************************************************************

********************************

     "I can't believe it!"  Ophelia yelled.  "DRUNK!  He gets drunk, and has the

nerve to ask me to..."

     Carbonear sighed.  "I doesn't think he was the instigator in that

particular scene."

     "Whitbourne."  The two sighed in unison.

     "But still, it was pitiful.  I came to talk to them, and every single one

of them was drunk.  Even Angela, for Oberon's sake."  Ophelia muttered.  To top

it off, I was thinking about apologizing to Lexington, too, after we told

Brooklyn about you.  But now..."

     Carbonear was about to add something when there was a swoop.  There stood

Whitbourne, panting, and out of breath.

     "I'm surprised you can even stand, much less glide."  Carbonear smirked.

     Whitbourne wasn't laughing.  "I needs your help.  The others is gonna be

killed!"

     "What?"  Ophelia asked, jumping to her feet.  "Killed?"

     Whitbourne nodded.  "And it was my fault.  But there's no time!  We has to

save them!"

     "Hold on.  Your fault?" 

     "Yes, yes!  I betrayed them!  I didn't mean to...I was trying to save us,

Carb!  But I has to set things right.  We's got to save them!"

     He raced to the edge, and jumped off.  Carbonear and Ophelia followed him,

not asking questions, going at the limits of their endurance.

     They arrived at the bell tower.

     "Bonavista..."  Carbonear whispered, looking at what had once been her

friend.  He was standing in the chamber, talking to Brendan LaPorte.

     The gargoyles were still unconscious on the floor, but they were alive.

     "What the..."  Ophelia began, but Whitbourne shushed her.

     "Why ain't we killin' them now, and has it done with?"  Bonavista asked,

regarding the gargoyles with undisguised contempt.

     Brendan shook his head.  "I'd rather wait until they wake up.  When they

do, they'll be weak and helpless for a while, so there's no danger.  Besides, I

want them to know exactly what it is that's killing them."

     The door opened, and Woodstock walked in.  He carried a gun, and several

rounds of ammunition.  Silently, he handed them to Brendan, who loaded the gun.

     "This is serious."  Ophelia whispered.  "If he shoots them, that's within

the rules of the prophecy.  They'll stay dead!"

     "What'll we do, then?"  Carbonear asked.

     Ophelia thought for a second.  "I have a plan."

********************************************************************************

********************************

     "How much longer?"  Woodstock asked, impatient.

     "The unconsciousness only lasts for a little while, but the effects wear

off in relation to body weight.  That little one there should wake up first." 

Brendan laughed, pointing at Lexington's still form.

     Bonavista frowned.  "They's six of them, you know.  One's missing."

     "She doesn't matter.  As long as even one of them dies, then their whole

prophecies screwed over.  You know they can't win.  They walked right into our

trap."

     Suddenly, Lexington's eyes fluttered open.  He groaned weakly, and then his

eyes widened in horror as he felt a cocking gun being placed next to his left

temple.

     "Welcome back."  Brendan smiled, kneeling.  "Any last words?"

     "Wha..."  Lexngton gasped weakly, his voice a barely audible whisper.

     "Oh.  Cat's got your tongue.  Pity."  Brendan sighed.  His finger began to

squeeze the trigger...

     ...but then Carbonear ran out into the scene.

     "Stop!"  she yelled.

     Without a break in his concentration, Brendan turned around and calmly shot

Carbonear in the stomach.  She fell lifeless to the ground.

     Bonavista and Woodstock shrugged it off.

     "Now, where were we?"  Brendan began.  Lexington's eyes widened at the

sight of Carbonear's body on the floor.

     "No..." he whispered.

     Brendan laughed.  "You shouldn't worry about her.  Stress doesn't do much

for that baby smooth complexion of yours."  He grabbed Lexington's cheek, and

shook it.  He set the gun against his temple, but then Whitbourne and Ophelia

jumped out.

     Brendan shot them both.  They were both killed the second the bullets

entered them.

     "Enough of the interruptions."  Brendan frowned.

     Then, the bodies disappeared.

     Everyone...Lexington included, gaped in shock.

     "What the hell..." Woodstock gasped.

     Then, Carbonear, Whitbourne and Ophelia appeared again.

     And again.  And again.

     "What?"  Brendan shouted.  He shot one of the copies of Whitbourne.  The

bullet passed through him, and embedded in the wall behind him.  Whitbourne

wavered, and vanished.

     "Illusions!"  Brendan cried.  He began to shoot blindly at them, but all of

the ones which disappeared remanifested again in a split second.

     Bonavista leapt right through one of the Carbonears, and turned around in

anger.  Then, he saw Brooklyn, Lexington, Broadway, Hawthorne and Angela fade

away and disappear.

     "They's gone!"  Woodstock yelled.  The illusory Carbonears, Whitbournes and

Ophelias disappeared as well.

     Brendan went into a rage.  He threw the gun down.

     "They've travelled!"  he shouted.  "They're gone!"

     He raved.  "Find the person doing the illusions.  They'll pay for my

failure!"  he cried, and he vanished.  Bonavista and Woodstock turned into

shadows and melted away.

     Once they were gone, the unconscious gargoyles reappeared.  Then,

Carbonear, Ophelia and Whitbourne...the REAL ones, entered the tower.  Ophelia

ran up to Lexington.

     "Are you all right?"  she hissed.

     Lexington nodded weakly.

     "You have to say the spell, and get us out of here."  she whispered.  The

illusion casting had left her weak, and she was listless, but she knew the

urgency of the situation.

     Lexington cleared his throat.  "The others..." he croaked.

     "They's fine.  They should wake up soon."  Whitbourne smiled.

     And, then, Woodstock and Bonavista reappeared.

     "Wha..."  Bonavista yelled in surprise.  The two Servants began to blast

them.

     "Lexington!"  Ophelia screamed, narrowly dodging a shadow bolt.  "Cast the

spell!  Atlanta!"

     "Desflegrate, muri intervalia!"  Lexington whispered weakly.

     The ball of flame wrapped around them...with Whitbourne and Carbonear

inside of it.

     The eight gargoyles vanished.

     And as Woodstock listened, he swore he heard Lexington scream in agony.

Part IV                                And In The Darkness Bind Them

Prologue

                A Change In Strategy

Avalon

        They stood before her, nervously.  As they well should.

        Silhouette, looking remarkably patient, regarded Maria Chavez with

a faint smile.  Travis Marshall and Fox Xanatos stood nearby, their arms

crossed, looking bored.

        Silhouette saw this, and smiled.  "Be a little more patient.  I'll

try to call him again, and if he doesn't answer, he'll be dealt with."

        She turned, and closed her eyes.  [BRENDAN LAPORTE,] she thought,

sending the projection through the mind of every Servant of Twilight, [I

WANT YOU ON AVALON RIGHT NOW.]

        A column of shadow appeared in front of the throne, and Brendan

Laporte appeared, looking very upset.

        "I had them!"  he cried, throwing his hands in the air.  "I was

just looking for them now!"

        "Cry me a river."  Silhouette stated patiently.  "You let them slip

through your fingers.  And don't try to blame it on the two gargoyles you

used, either.  Your plan was flawed, as was Captain Chavez's.  You both

failed, and by all rights, I should punish you."

        Maria and Brendan looked at each other, fear reflected in their

eyes.

        Silhouette laughed.  "But,"  she continued, "I won't.  I'm very

patient.  First of all, you put effort into it.  Your methods were

imperfect, that was the only problem.  Your approach to the problem was

wrong."

        Titania's Mirror, relocated from the former queen's chambers to the

throne room, suddenly swirled, and showed the eight gargoyles...the six

important ones, plus the two from Newfoundland who had inadvertently become

tied up in the whole affair.

        "I see now that simple tricks and betrayals won't work against

them."  Silhouette explained.  "In Las Vegas, we just tried to kill them. 

Too simple, easy to fail.  St. John's was better, more devious, but, in the

end, not good enough.  So what we need to do is rethink the strategy."

        She turned back to Brendan.  "The Truthfinder was one of the

drugged gargoyles, right?"

        Brendan nodded.  "Out like a light."

        "So, she's out of commission for a while.  We can twist that to our

advantage."

        Travis perked up.  "It's my plan that has to go next, isn't it."

        Silhouette nodded.  "The fourth piece is in Atlanta."

        Travis thought for a minute.  "So, if we used an illusion...try to

make it so that they see something other than a plan to kill them, couldn't

that work?  Especially if we make sure the Truthfinder can't interfere."

        Silhouette raised an eyebrow.  "Go on."

        Travis was on a roll.  "I've got it.  Where in Atlanta is the ring,

first of all?"

        The image in the mirror shifted again, to show a park.  The ring

was sitting at the bottom of a pond.

        "That's Piedmont Park."  Maria pointed out.  "My husband and I went

there on our vacation to Atlanta ten years ago."

        "Piedmont Park."  Travis sighed.  "I think I've got a plan.  I'll

need Maria's help...and I'll need a gargoyle.  Subverted."

        Curious, Maria stepped forward.  "What do you need me for?"

        "It's a long story.  But, my lady, I'll need one of the strongest,

most...intimidating gargoyles you have."

        Almost on cue, Tybalt solidified in the throne room.

        "My Lady, I..." he began, but Silhouette cut him off.

        "Tybalt, how would you like to help out with something important?"

        "The gargoyles?"  Tybalt asked.  "Why not?"

        Travis smiled.  "It'll have to be a powerful illusion.  Tybalt

won't have to be changed, but Maria and I will.  It'll take a bit of

effort, too."

        "Not a problem."  Silhouette smirked.  "Explain this plan of

yours."

        "It involves Maria and I going...incognito.  Undercover."

        "I'm listening."  Silhouette sat back.

        Travis explained his plan.  Throughout it all, Silhouette's smile

kept growing.

***************************************************************************

***************

Lafayette's Meat Shop, Atlanta, Georgia

November 3, 1996

        The ball of flame reappeared in a vacant lot, behind a meat shop. 

Nobody seemed to notice, partially because no one was outside.  As the

gargoyles materialized, they realized they had just appeared in the worst

torrential downpour any of them had ever seen.

        Lexington screamed, and his body twisted in agony.  He collapsed

again, and was still.

        Carbonear held her head, and stumbled back.  "What a ride."  she

muttered.

        She spun around, and saw Lexington lying on the ground, completely

still.

        "Lexington?"  she called.  He didn't answer.

        "What happened?"  Whitbourne asked, shaking his soaked hair out of

his eyes.

        Ophelia stepped over to the unconscious gargoyle.  "Lexington?" 

she asked, pulling him out from the tangle of the others.  Brooklyn,

Broadway, Hawthorne and Angela were still unconscious, and looked like they

would be for some time yet.

        She knelt down, and noticed Lexington's chest wasn't rising. 

Curious, she put her cheek next to his mouth and nose.  No air brushed up

against it.

        "Oh, no."  she whispered.  "He's not breathing!"

        Carbonear ran over.  "What?"

        "He's not breathing!"

        Carbonear knelt down.  She felt his neck.  "He's got a pulse. 

Here, move out of the way.  I thinks I remembers first aid."

        She knelt over him, and tilted his head back.  She pinched his

nose, and began mouth to mouth respiration.  After three breaths, Lexington

coughed, and began to breathe on his own.

        Ophelia gave an audible sigh of relief.  "Thank God."  she

muttered.  "I thought he was dead..."

        "He almost was."  Whitbourne crouched down.  "I could hear that

scream when he did...whatever.  What exactly happened, and where are we to,

anyway?"

        "Let's get out of the rain, first."  Ophelia suggested.  "There's

an awning over there."

        Whitbourne and Carbonear nodded, and began dragging the five

unconscious gargoyles over to the awning.  It was dry there, and

Whitbourne, Carbonear and Ophelia began to shake themselves off, trying to

find some semblance of dry.

        "I think we're in Atlanta."  Ophelia began, looking around. 

        "Atlanta, GEORGIA?"  Carbonear exclaimed.

        "How should I know?  I just remember the name from Hawthorne saying

it.  I don't even know what Georgia is."

        Whitbourne frowned.  "Buddy says three words, and we're whisked

away three thousand miles.  Blood of a bitch."

        "They should be waking up soon."  Ophelia changed the subject,

indicating the five unconscious gargoyles.  Almost in response, Lexington's

eyes fluttered open.  He cried out, and sat up quickly.

        "Wha...where are we?"  he asked.

        "Atlanta."  Carbonear responded.  "We think."

        "You're pretty lucky, Lex."  Ophelia told him.  "You weren't

breathing.  Carbonear saved your life."

        Lexington looked first at Ophelia, looking confused and sad for a

second.  Then, he turned to Carbonear. 

        "Thanks...I guess."  he muttered, putting a hand to his head.  "My

head..."

        "What happened?"

        "It was the two of you!  When you were caught up in the spell, it

felt like my head exploded.  There were too many people...too many...are

the others all right?"  he asked.

        "They're fine.  Still unconscious, though.  The drug must have hit

them harder than it hit you."  Ophelia smiled.  "I'm glad you're all

right."

        Lexington looked at her.  "You're sure?"

        "Why wouldn't I be?"

        Lexington rolled his eyes.  "Considering the fight we had, and

considering that you slapped me when I was...you know, drunk, I thought you

hated me."

        "I don't hate you."  Ophelia closed her eyes.  "First of all, I was

surprised when you started coming on to me, and then you started yelling at

me for trying to help you.  I just want you to understand that I don't like

you like that."

        "It wasn...wait.  What's that sound?"

        "It's the rain, you dolt."  Carbonear exclaimed.

        "Besides that.  Listen."

        The gargoyles ears perked up.  Besides the street noise, none of

them could hear anything, save the pouring of the rain.

        Then Ophelia heard it.  A battle cry.  A gargoyle's battle cry. 

Coming towards them.

        "It's a gargoyle."  she frowned.  "And he doesn't sound happy."

        The second she finished saying it, a shadow bolt flew through the

air.  It hit the awning, and the canvas covering collapsed onto the

gargoyles.  Struggling to get free, they tore through, searching the skies

for their attacker.

        They didn't have to search long.  He landed in the vacant lot,

about thirty feet away.

        Ophelia's eyes widened.  "It's Tybalt!"  she hissed.

        Lexington's eyes flared.  Carbonear and Whitbourrne stared at each

other.

        Tybalt stepped forward.  "You don't know how long it's taken me to

track you down."  he yelled.  Two minutes, he thought to himself.  All he

had to do was find them with Titania's Mirror, step through, and presto,

but they didn't need to know that.

        He laughed, and sent another shadow bolt screaming at the

gargoyles.  It hit the awning, and tore through it.  Shreds of canvas went

flying everywhere.

        "We're going to have to fight him."  Ophelia stated.

        "I can't."  Lexington muttered.  "That drug's still leaving me

woozy."

        Ophelia looked to the Newfoundlanders.  "Guess that leaves the

three of us."

        Carbonear and Whitbourne looked at her incredulously. 

        "Us?"  Carbonear asked.

        "It's not like you haven't done it before.  You saved us in

Newfoundland."  Lexington pointed out.

        "That was different.  We was just playing along with her lead." 

Whitbourne explained.

        Another shadow blast flew through the air.  Pebbles from shattered

brick began to rain on the four gargoyles.

        "Well, you'll have to go for it now.  Follow my lead.  Again." 

Ophelia ordered.  She ran out of the hiding place, with Carbonear and

Whitbourne nervously following.

        Tybalt smiled, and looked up.  They were moving right under a group

of several electrical power lines. 

        Idiots, he thought.  They walked right into it. 

        He raised his hand and blasted a shadow bolt at one of the power

lines above them.  With a hiss of sparks, the line fell directly on top of

the three gargoyles.  The electricity arked through them.  They cried out,

and fell to the ground, unconscious.

        Tybalt smiled.  He grabbed a nearby wooden stick, and pushed the

downed power line away from them. 

        "And that's that."  he smiled, brushing his hands off on his

loincloth.  He beckoned to the shadows, and Augustine stepped out.  The

plan required that several of the gargoyles be separated from the others,

so Tybalt had requested someone else to help him carry them.  Strong as he

was, Tybalt knew he couldn't carry three or more gargoyles away.

        "Take the Illusionist, too.  She might be able to see through the

illusion.  We won't take the chance."  Tybalt ordered.  He strode over to

the others.

        Augustine picked up Ophelia, and began walking over towards the

four still unconscious gargoyles.

        "Why don't we just finish them off now, while they're unconscious?" 

he asked.

        Tybalt frowned.  "We could...but no.  Silhouette doesn't think

it'll work, since they tried it in Newfoundland and it failed.  Besides,

won't it be a little more fun to kill them when they know who's doing it?"

        He began walking to where Brooklyn, Hawthorne, Angela and Broadway

were lying.

        "Make sure one of them is the Truthfinder."  Tybalt called over. 

"We...hello...."

        Tybalt suddenly spotted the still form of Broadway.  He laughed,

and knelt down.

        "So, not even that trick with your eyes could save you this time,

could it, Protector."  Tybalt sneered.  He picked up Broadway, and stepped

back to Augustine.

        "Let's go back to the gatehouse.  The humans will be here for their

phase of the plan in a few minutes."  Augustine warned.  He carried Angela

on his other shoulder.

        "Fine."  Tybalt sighed.  He desolidified...and Broadway faded to

shadow along with him.  Augustine, Ophelia and Angela did the same.

        Lexington, still crouched under the torn awning, stared in shock. 

He looked over to where Brooklyn and Hawthorne still lay.   They were

unconscious, still, showing no signs of waking.

        He turned, and saw Whitbourne and Carbonear, crumpled in a heap on

the ground.  They'd been electrocuted, Lexington remembered.  He crawled

through the mud over to them, and felt for a pulse and breathing.  They

were both fine.  In time, they'd snap out of it.

        Suddenly, a station wagon turned into the vacant lot.  Gasping,

Lexington dove for cover.  There was no way he could move the others, weak

as he was, before the people in the car found them.  He crossed his talons,

hoping they were very unobservant.

        They weren't.  The car pulled right up to where Whitbourne and

Carbonear lay, and stopped.  The doors opened, and two middle aged people

stepped out.

        "Here's two of them."  the man reported, nudging Carbonear with his

foot.  "Out cold."

        The female took out a flashlight.  She searched the lot for a

second, finally coming upon the still forms of Brooklyn and Hawthorne.

        "Two more here."  she reported.  "Tybalt and Augustine were

planning on taking the Truthfinder and Illusionist.  That leaves two more."

        Lexington scurried beneath a pile of old crates, hoping he wouldn't

be discovered.  The two humans searched the parking lot for 10 minutes,

finding nothing.

        "They're gone."  the woman reported. 

        The man sighed.  "That's okay.  They aren't important.  We've got

the Leader and the Ringbearer.  The only one that we should be on a lookout

for is the Protector, and Tybalt might have taken him with him."

        "We'd better hope so.  What about the Traveller?"

        "He doesn't worry me.  Let's go.  I think the rain is starting to

fill me up."  the man sniffed.  "I'm glad the house's previous residents

'agreed' to let us use it.  Have the windows and doors been taken care of?"

        "Yes."  the woman informed him.  "They won't be able to escape. 

Let's get these four in the car."

        The two people began to drag Carbonear, Brooklyn, Hawthorne and

Whitbourne into the back of the station wagon.  With some effort, they

loaded them in.  The two humans closed the door, and got in the car.  With

a roar of the engine, they backed out, and drove off into the night.

        Lexington looked up, and realized that he was totally alone in the

lot.

        He sighed, and sat in the crate, taking advantage of it's meagre

shelter from the rain.

        Where have I heard those voices before?  he thought.  Those two

sound so familiar...

        He shook his head.  That didn't matter.  What did matter was that

he had to figure out some way to save the others.  But how?

        Feeling the hopelessness well up inside of him, he sat back. 

        What am I going to do?  he asked himself, coming up with no answer.

***************************************************************************

***************

423 Junction Street

Two Hours Later

        With a groan, he awoke.  Slowly, he opened one eye, then the other. 

He didn't recognize where he was.  It wasn't the church, that was for sure. 

It almost resembled a bedroom.

        With a start, he sat up in the bed, and sank back down.  His head

protested, and told him to stay put and keep as still as possible.  He

wasn't in the mood to argue.

        Instead, he slowly tilted his head to one side.  He WAS in a

bedroom...one filled with pictures of a happy family, of children, and with

a radio in the corner, playing some oldie music.  The room was comfortable,

wherever it was.

        He settled down, nestled into the blankets, deciding to go back to

sleep.  If someone was going to go to the trouble of putting him into a

soft,  comfortable bed, he might as well appreciate it.

        Where were the others?

        The thought came to him suddenly, and he sat up again, a little

more slowly.  No one else was in the room. 

        "Hawthorne?  Lexington?  Broadway?"  he called out, only vaguely

surprised when they didn't answer.

        With a frown, Brooklyn threw the covers away, and tried to get out

of the bed.

        He made it, barely, and slowly trudged over to the window. 

Outside, visible through the splattering of rain on the windowpane, was a

street filled with human houses, and, in the distance, the lights of a

city.

        "Where am I?"  Brooklyn asked himself.

        "Atlanta."  came a voice from behind him.

        He spun around.  Standing there was a middle aged woman, looking

concerned to see him out of bed.

        "You're all right, anyway."  the woman told him.  "That's good to

see.  How do you feel?"

        "All right, I guess."  Brooklyn answered.  He looked down at

himself.  He still looked like a gargoyle, so the woman wasn't seeing him

as human.  "Who are you?"

        "Oh.  I'm Gloria Cromwell.  You're in my house."

        That voice sounds so familiar, Brooklyn thought.

        "Can I ask what I'm doing here?"

        Gloria smiled.  "Recuperating, one would hope.  My husband and I

found you lying in a vacant lot in the pouring rain.  You might have caught

pneumonia if you'd been there much longer."

        "Was there anybody else with me?"  Brooklyn asked.

        "Three others."

        "Three?  Nobody else?"  Brooklyn frowned.  Gloria shook her head.

        "The thing that puzzles me was that there were signs of a...fight,

or something.  Two of your friends were lying near a downed power line, and

one was unconscious right next to you."

        "Where are the three that were with me?"  Brooklyn asked.

        "Downstairs, in the living room.  Would you like to go see them?"

        Brooklyn didn't answer.  He began to walk, slowly, towards the

stairs, leading down to the living room.

        This is really wierd, Brooklyn thought.  Why isn't this person

screaming in fear when she sees me, instead of tucking me into her bed and

looking out for me?  And why does her voice sound so damned familiar?

        He walked in the living room, to find Hawthorne, Whitbourne and

Carbonear sitting on the couch, absently watching television.  A middle

aged man, probably the woman's husband, was sitting in an armchair, reading

a magazine.

        "What in the..."  Brooklyn asked, seeing the unusual sight.

        Hawthorne looked up.  "You're awake!"  she cried out, hoarsely. 

The drug had left her under the weather as well..  She pushed over,

offering Brooklyn a seat next to her.

        Hesitantly, he sat down.  The others were watching "Picket Fences",

but not paying attention.

        "Will someone explain what's going on?"  Brooklyn asked.  "Why are

Whitbourne and Carbonear here?  Where are we, and what happened to the

others?"

        Carbonear set down the remote.  "When you was drugged in

Newfoundland, you went out.  A Servant of Twilight was about to kill you,

but Whitbourne, Ophelia and I managed to save you.  We got Lexington to

cast the spell, and he accidently brought the two of us along."

        "So, anyways, here we was, not knowing what's going on, when a

gargoyle attacked us.  Lexington and Ophelia recognized him...called him

'Tybalt', or something...but that didn't go so well.  Something happened to

a power line, and it fell on top of me and Carb and Ophelia.  When we woke

up, we was here.  Ophelia, Lexington, Broadway and Angela were gone." 

Whitbourne finished.

        The man looked up.  "I've explained this to them already, but my

wife and I found the four of you, and took you home, two hours ago.  Your

friends have been awake for half an hour.  You could have died out there,

and you don't seem quite rested up...you and your friend there especially. 

When you're back to health, you can go look for your friends, but it might

be best for you to stay here for awhile and rest up.  I'm Justin Cromwell,

by the way.  You've already met my wife, Gloria."

        His voice, too, Brooklyn wondered.  What the hell...

        "Um...well, thanks very much."  he told the couple. 

        "Don't mention it.  What kind of people would we be if we turned

away from others in need?  Be they human or...gargoyle."  Gloria smiled. 

Justin nodded in agreement.

        "Gloria, perhaps we should go to the kitchen.  Our guests probably

want to talk, and they must be hungry."  he stated, getting up from the

armchair.

        The couple walked away, into the kitchen.  Brooklyn turned and

watched them go.

        "Something about them gives me the creeps."

        It was Hawthorne who said it.  She had turned to Brooklyn, and was

staring at him, concerned.

        "You too?  I mean, I knows lots of humans who don't have a problem

with gargoyles, but this pair seems too...nice...to be true.  The whole

thing stinks."  Whitbourne frowned. Carbonear shot him an appraising look,

but neither Brooklyn or Hawthorne noticed.

        Brooklyn scowled.  "There's something about them...I don't think

they're telling us everything.  And their voices sound too familiar...like

I've met them before."

        He looked towards the picture window.  "Whatever's going on, we

have to find Lex and the others somehow."

***************************************************************************

***************

Gatehouse, Piedmont Park

        "Wake up."

        Broadway felt his head being shaken roughly, and his eyes snapped

open.  Instantly, he regretted it.  A bright light was being shone in his

eyes, much too bright, and it seemed to be driving like a needle into his

mind.

        "Turn the light off!"  he yelled hoarsely.  The light went

brighter.

        "What's the matter, Protector?  Can't take the light?  From the way

your eyes lit up when you attacked me, I thought you might appreciate it."

        "Tybalt."  Broadway spat, placing the voice.  "Where are the

others?"

        Tybalt smirked.  "Two of them are here.  In fact, they're the only

ones supposed to be here.  But when I saw you lying there, helpless on the

ground, I saw the perfect opportunity for a little revenge."

        Broadway turned to one side, and saw Angela and Ophelia, in chains,

struggling to break free.  Augustine stood nearby, just standing there. 

Broadway struggled, realizing for the first time that he was chained up

too.

        His eyes flared.  "Let them go."  he warned.

        Tybalt laughed, turning off the flashlight..  "Or what?  You'll do

that little trick?  Bzzzt, wrong.  You have to see them in danger.  Being

restrained doesn't constitute that, I'm afraid.  And besides, who says it's

them we want to do anything to?"

        With a smile, Tybalt punched Broadway in the face.  Broadway was

knocked back, hitting the wall behind with a satisfying thud.

        "All I plan to do to them is keep them here.  In fact, they're

probably the safest ones in your little troupe right now."

        Broadway shook the cobwebs out of his head.  "What?"

        "Well, you certainly aren't safe, because I intend to have a little

fun killing you.  But the others...unfortunately for them, they've fallen

into the care of a sweet husband and wife team.  Let's just say those two

will care for them till it hurts."

        Tybalt began to laugh.  Broadway looked to Angela and Ophelia, and

his mouth tightened.

        I've got to find some way out of this, he thought.

***************************************************************************

***************

423 Junction Street

        Justin Cromwell came up from the basement, carrying a bottle.

        Gloria stepped away from the oven, where a bubbling stew was

cooking.

        "Have you got it?"  she asked.

        Justin frowned.  "Maria,"  he sighed, "read what it says."

        Maria Chavez, in the Gloria Cromwell disguise, knelt down and read

the label.  Most of it was so much gibberish, but the symbol of the skull

was all she needed.  "Poison."  she smirked.  "Simple, yet effective."

        Justin Cromwell, a.k.a Travis Marshall, grinned.  "They won't be

able to tell what hit them.  It's not fast acting.  One hour after they eat

it, they'll be dead.  But they won't know what hit them until it starts to

be digested. Very painful."

        Gloria looked up.  "You're sure it'll work?"

        Justin frowned.  "Of course it'll work.  And as long as either the

red one or the light blue female eat it, it's all over.  Bye, bye,

prophecy."

        He peeked out the door, where the four gargoyles were deep in

conversation.  "They don't stand a chance."

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

*********************************************

Chapter One

                In The Dark

Holton Apartment Building, Manhattan

        Matt Bluestone opened the bag of chips, and settled down on the

couch.  He flicked on the remote control, and began listlessly flipping

through the channels.  All three major networks...NBC, CBS and ABC were

down, presumably because of the Richmond situation.  Matt frowned, and

began searching through the other channels.  Fox was still on, as was CNN,

but all they were showing was continuous coverage of the Richmond Plague. 

Curious, Matt listened in for a second.

        "Welcome back to CNN Coverage of the Richmond Pandemic - Day Nine. 

As we said earlier, our top story...doctors at the CDC have dismissed all

rumors that the experimental drug Cyantomycin is a preliminary cure for

Richmond, and reiterate the fact that while progress is being made in the

search for a cure..."

        Bull, Matt thought.

        "...are not optimistic that a treatment will be found anytime soon. 

We go now to our correspondant in Atlanta, at the CDC, Gillian Greenspan. 

Gillian, what are....BZZZZZZZ........"

        Matt stared at the remote for a second, not quite understanding

what had just happened.  One minute, a news report, the next...snow.

        Matt began flipping channels.  Every single television station he

was capable of recieving was gone.  Nothing...not even that annoying

Community Arts and Events Channel was there.

        With a groan of disgust, he shut off the TV.  Instead, he looked

out the window.

        From the vantage point of his apartment, he could see the lights of

midtown Manhattan, most of which were out.  The city seemed to be a hulking

dark mass, and only a few of the skyscrapers in the city were lit at all,

showing that there were still some people inside free of subversion.

        The Eyrie Building was, of course, totally dark and silent.  The

fact that David Xanatos was subverted was common knowledge to him, seeing

as he'd been talking with Elisa a day or so before.  He'd been mildly

surprised to hear that Goliath and Hudson were staying in her apartment,

considering the way that the two gargoyles felt about their castle, but he

had to admit it made sense.  A subverted Goliath would probably not be a

pretty picture.

        Matt decided to call in on Elisa, just to see how she was doing.

        He picked up the phone, and was just about to dial her number when

the phone went dead.

        His eyes widening, he pressed the hook again.  Still no

dialtone...just a series of clicks.

        "What the..." he frowned, stunned by the unfairness of life.  No

phone meant he couldn't contact her.  He couldn't use e-mail...the server

had gone down, and besides that, she didn't own a computer.

        Don't worry.  She's probably all right, he thought, not entirely

convinced.

        He walked back over to the window, and started to stare again.

***************************************************************************

***************

Greenwich Apartment Complex

        "Well, there go the phones."  Elisa sighed dejectedly.  She placed

the phone back in the reciever, and ran a hand absently through her hair.

        "Who were you trying to call?"  Maggie asked.  She was sitting at

the kitchen table, absently playing cards with Claw.

        "My sister.  No word from her, either...and I'd be the first one

she'd call if she couldn't get through to Mom or Dad."

        Elisa turned to the window...where Goliath still sat, staring out

the window, totally silent.

        Elisa was beginning to think he was nearing emotional collapse.  He

hadn't said a word since sunset, when he'd awoken, had barely moved...he

simply sat.  Occasionally, Elisa thought she could see tears rolling down

the gargoyle's cheeks.

        He's completely lost, she thought.

        She got up, and walked over to his side.  He didn't even glance at

her.

        "Hey."  she began.

        Slowly, he turned around.  His eyes were so bloodshot they were

nearly red.  But his face was what alarmed her...the face of someone who

had given up all hope.

        "Oh my...Goliath...are you going to be all right?"  Elisa inhaled

deeply.

        Never changing his desolate expression, he began to whisper.

        "I don't know."

        Elisa grabbed him, and hugged him.  "It'll be all right."  she

sighed.

        Goliath patted her on the back.  "I wish I could be as optimistic

as you.  But I..."

        He paused.  An eyebrow raised.

        "What is it?"  Elisa asked, suddenly alarmed.

        Goliath began to look at one of the fluorescent lights on the roof. 

It began to flicker, as if someone was playing with the light switch.

        Elisa turned to the window.  All the buildings outside were totally

dark.

        "Oh no..."  Maggie exclaimed.

        In response, the lights died.  The entire apartment was plunged

into darkness.

        Goliath's eyes lit up, providing a bit of meagre light, but not

nearly enough.  Elisa got up, and stumbled around, looking for something to

provide light.  She stumbled over Cagney, nearly falling to the floor.

        "Watch it, cat!"  she swore, getting up.  Making it to the kitchen,

she began to search blindly for something in the cupboard.

        "Goliath, could you come here?  I could use a little light."  she

called.

        The gargoyle stood up, and began to walk carefully towards the

kitchen.  Regardless of his efforts, he bumped against a table, and a vase

fell to the floor.  It shattered.

        "I'm sorry."  he apologized.

        Elisa turned back.  "Don't worry about it."

        Goliath finally made it to the kitchen, and looked at the cupboard. 

The light from his eyes illuminated the cupboard, and Elisa grabbed her

prize...a flashlight.  She turned it on, hoping that there was enough juice

in the batteries.

        "This'll help...for a while.  I don't have any batteries besides

the ones in here."  Elisa scowled.  "I don't understand why the emergency

lights wouldn't come on..."

        "We have bigger problems."  Goliath growled.  "If any Servants of

Twilight decide to attack us, we'd be defenseless...or at least

disadvantaged.  I may have better night vision than the three of you, but

in the pitch dark I'm not that helpful.  I can't see in total blackness,

and my eyes aren't THAT bright."

        Elisa scowled.  "We'll have to worry about that when the time

comes.  Hopefully, it won't."

        She turned in what she thought was the general direction of the

window, and tried, not for the first time, to project a thought at

Brooklyn, Broadway, Lexington and Angela.

        Hurry up, you four, she thought.  I don't know how much longer we

can hold out.

***************************************************************************

***************

Holton Apartment Building

        When the lights went out, a wild and crazy plan began to formulate

in Matt's mind.

        He was sitting in the chair, doodling on a writing pad, when the

power went down.  After searching for candles, and nearly shattering his

knee on the corner of his desk fumbling through the dark, the utterly

senseless idea of going to Elisa's apartment came to him.

        Come off it, he thought.  That's the stupidest thing you could

possibly do in these circumstances.  It's a ten minute drive to her

apartment normally.  How long do you think it would take walking?  Add to

that the fact the city's in total darkness right now, and that there's

Servants of Twilight all over the place...

        I don't have to walk.  There's no traffic on the streets.  I could

drive there.

        What would you do there?  She's already hosting two

gargoyles...what good could you possibly do?

        But I need to know she's safe...

        No.  You want to make sure you're safe.  Here, you're all alone,

and noone's here to look out for you.  You want safety in numbers.  Admit

it, Matthew Charles Bluestone, you're just scared of being alone.

        And yes, he could admit it, that was part of it.  But he also did

want to honestly make sure Elisa was safe.  But should he risk going out of

the frying pan into the fire, when he was probably safer right here?

        Almost on cue, a woman's scream came from outside.  Someone had

probably been caught outside when the power went down, and must have been

caught by muggers or looters.  Or Servants.

        That could have been Elisa, Matt thought.  It wasn't, but it could

have been.

        He got up.

        "I might as well admit it."  he said out loud.  "Either I go to her

apartment, or I go insane in here with worry."

        The woman screamed again.

        "And I don't think I'll chance going insane."  he continued. 

Sighing grimly, his rational mind not believing he was doing this, he began

to search his desk for the car keys.  He spent three minutes groping

around, and finally found them.  With a detached sigh, he blew out the

candles, allowed a few minutes for his eyes to accustom to the darkness,

and stepped out of his apartment.

        He walked carefully down the deserted stairwell, and finally came

to the door.  There was no one in the building's lobby, so he didn't have

to answer any questions.

        He walked outside.  A wind had picked up, and the gusts forced him

to squint, to avoid the blowing dust.  Fortunately, his car was parked near

the front door, so he didn't have far to walk.  He unlocked the door,

smiled as the car light came on, and hopped in.  He started the car, and it

came to life with a roar.  Smiling, Matt turned on the police lamp, looked

over his shoulder, and began to back out of the parking lot.

        The drive was easier said than done.  Even though no cars were

moving on the streets, there were still plenty parked there.  The owners,

subverted as they drove, had left their cars there.  The occasional one was

still running.  Matt had to frequently slow down, or drive in the middle of

the road to avoid the cars.

        At least I'm not driving blindly, he thought.  The police lamp,

added to the headlights, made visibility a sight better than it would have

been had he had headlights alone.  He smiled. 

        Too late, he heard a rustling sound.  Alarmed, he turned to the

passenger side, and saw Hudson sitting in the front seat. 

        "Wha..." Matt panicked.  He slammed on the brakes.

        Hudson smiled, his black eyes twinkling in the reflection of the

cars headlights.

        "Good evening, lad."  he greeted.  "What's a nice young man like

yourself doing out on a dark night like this?  It wasn't hard to find you,

the only automobile in Manhattan moving with the bright lights on.  So,

being my normal, friendly self, I though I'd pay you a visit."

        "Hudson..."  Matt gasped.  If he was subverted, then the chances

were that Goliath and Elisa were subverted too.

        But more importantly, the odds were that Matt himself was about to

find out what life as a Servant of Twilight was like first hand.

        The shadows began to drift from Hudson's eyes...

        ...and Matt opened the door and bolted.

        Cursing, Hudson evaporated.  Matt didn't look back to see.  He ran

across the street, into the nearest building.

        He ran up the stairs, and burst into a room full of offices. 

Cursing, he began to peer through the darkness, looking desparately for a

back exit.  But having the lights in the car on had destroyed any progress

his eyes had made in adjusting to the darkness.

        Just then, he heard the rustling noise.  Wondering briefly how he'd

failed to notice it in the car, he spun around to vaguely see Hudson's

form.  Matt gasped, and crept behind a desk.  Hopefully, Hudson wouldn't

find him.

        Hudson began to call out.  "You might as well come out, lad.  If

it's any consolation, I didn't come looking for you. You just happened to

be in the wrong place at the right time.  And if it wasn't me that found

you, there were a hundred other Servants that would have.  Be smart, and

give yourself up now."

        Fat chance, Matt frowned.  He groaned, and began to wish he'd paid

more attention to his rational mind.

        Told you so, his logic seemed to shout at him.

        Hudson fired a shadow bolt.  It hit a desk, and a computer

exploded, adding a brief flash of light to the room.

        "What were you thinking when you decided to go for a drive in a

pitch dark city?"  Hudson asked.  "I thought you would have had a bit more

common sense than that, lad."

        See?  Even he agrees with me!  Matt's rational mind gloated.

        "Oh, shut up."  Matt whispered.

        His eyes were somewhat adjusted now, and he saw what he'd been

looking for...another exit.  Glancing back, he began to crawl towards the

door.

        "Oh, no, you don't."  Hudson smiled, seeing him.  He morphed into

shadow, and flowed towards the door, tauntingly pacing Matt until the two

of them reached the door.  Hudson became gargoyle once more.

        Matt felt like screaming.  He closed his eyes, trying to picture

himself back in the apartment.

        Hudson snapped his fingers, and Matt's eyes were forced open.  The

human stood up, perfectly still.  Once more, the shadows came

forth...unresisted this time, and the thing which had once been Matt

Bluestone smirked.

        He experimentally wiggled his fingers.  "So, what now?"

        Hudson smiled.  "We wait.  Soon, Brooklyn and the others will be

dead, and we can move on to the next step."  Deep down inside, it felt

callous and cruel to be wishing members of his own clan dead, but Hudson

was beyond caring.

        Matt looked around.  He could see perfectly, now.  "Where are

Goliath and Elisa?  I thought they'd be with you."

        "Goliath and the lass are...unenlightened, as of yet.  At least,

that I know of."

        Matt frowned.  "Unenlightened?  Not subverted?"

        "Aye.  But, of course...we could try to remedy that..."  Hudson

pointed out.

        "Where would they be?"

        Hudson sighed.  "If they aren't already subverted, they would

probably be at her apartment.  They would have a bit more sense than you."

        "Hey.  This was the best mistake I've ever made in my life."  Matt

grinned.  "Let's try go make them see the light."

        Hudson and Matt turned into shadows, and melted away into the dark.

***************************************************************************

***************

Greenwich Apartment Complex

        "Is it bigger than the television?"

        "How big is the television?"  Maggie shot back.

        "MY TV set."  Elisa clarified, testily.  "Look, whose idea was it

to play twenty questions, anyway?"

        "Yours."  Goliath added, patiently.

        Elisa shot him a withering glance.

        The four stranded were trying to pass the time, simply waiting for

the sun to rise.  They were all worried, but Elisa felt that doing other

things to keep their minds of the four travellers and the Servants of

Twilight would help ease the tensions.  And she was right...it was helping

a little bit.  Not much, but a little bit.

        Elisa got up and streched.  "I've got a cramp in my spine from

sitting down for so long."

        Goliath frowned, and touched his foot.  "It's tingling."  he

reported.

        Elisa laughed. 

        "What?"  Goliath asked.

        "Nothing...it's just I can't picture a gargoyle's foot going

asleep."

        "Asleep..."  Goliath repeated.  He began to bang his foot on the

floor, trying to get the feeling back in it.  Elisa began to laugh harder,

grateful to see he was a little more light-hearted..  Maggie began to

smirk, and even Claw, who had been solemn since the escape from the

Labrynth, cracked a weak smile.

        Goliath turned to them, and smiled.  "If my efforts to 'wake up' my

foot are what you're laughing at..."

        "Yes...that's it."  Maggie laughed.

        Then, there was a rustling sound.

        "Is the skylight shut?"  Maggie asked.

        Elisa frowned, and looked.  By the light of the moon, she could see

that it was. 

        "Uh huh..." she began.

        Suddenly, a lamp fell off of a table near the door.  It shattered

on the floor.

        "Something else is in this apartment."  Goliath stood up.  His eyes

flared. 

        Elisa picked up the flashlight, and shone it around the apartment. 

At the door, the two figures of Matt Bluestone and Hudson stood there,

amidst the wreckage of the lamp.

        "May we come in?"  Matt asked sheepishly.  The flashlight clearly

showed his black eyes.

        Elisa dropped the flashlight.  As it hit the floor, it went out.

        "Elisa, run!"  Goliath yelled.  Elisa continued to stare towards

the door.  A blast of shadow came towards her, and would have hit her, had

not Goliath dove to get her out of the way.  He took the blast to the

stomach, and crashed to the floor.

        Elisa got up, and looked at the skylight.  If she ran, she might be

able to make it outside, and get to the fire escape.  But what about

Goliath, Maggie and Claw?

        Almost as if he could read her thoughts, Goliath stood up. He

turned to Elisa. 

        "Get out of here.  We'll try and hold them off."  he ordered.

        Elisa nodded, and ran towards the skylight.  She undid the latch,

and opened the window.  Looking back worridly, she scrambled outside.

        Matt began to dash for the skylight, in pursuit, but Maggie,

growling, blocked his way.

        "Move."  Matt ordered.  Maggie smiled, and savagely kicked him in

the stomach.  Matt went flying into the wall, and crumpled to the floor.

        Hudson, meanwhile, had moved behind Goliath.  The lavender gargoyle

spun around, and earned a punch in the mouth.  Stumbling back, Goliath

tripped over the couch.  He fell onto the cushion, but leapt off before a

blast could hit him.  Regretfully, he began to fight back, driving Hudson

into the corner.

        "Sorry, old friend."  Goliath whispered.  With a lash of his tail,

he knocked Hudson down.  Hudson cried out, and hit his head on the wall.

        Matt saw this, and discorporated.  He flowed behind Goliath, and

resolidified.  Too late, Goliath turned around.  Matt's eyes glinted, and

he was about to spread the shadow sickness...

        ...but then Claw dove from behind, and tackled the subverted to the

floor.

        Matt snarled.  He turned his head around, and subverted Claw.

        Goliath turned to Maggie.  "There's no room in here.  We have to

get outside!"

        Maggie looked at Claw, and nodded in agreement.  The two bolted for

the skylight, and just barely made it out before the barrage of bolts came.

        The cool night air welcomed Goliath, but he paid no attention. 

Instead, he frantically looked around for Elisa.  She was there, hooking up

the fire escape.

        "Goliath...this thing's practically dismantled."  she cried with

dismay.  "I couldn't get down..."

        Goliath raced over to her, and grabbed her.  "Come on."  he told

her.  He ran for the edge of the roof, but was blocked by the shadow blasts

coming from within the apartment.  Hudson, Matt and Claw materialized on

the balcony, and began the assault anew.  Goliath was hit in the shoulder,

and he dropped Elisa.  She fell, and hit the balcony.  Instinctively,

Goliath moved to stand in front of her, but Hudson expertly fired a blast

between them.  Chunks of stone flew out, one hitting Elisa in the temple. 

She was knocked backwards, and tumbled off the side of the balcony.

        Gasping, Goliath turned and dove off to catch her.  He dropped

beneath her, and caught her roughly.  She was unconscious, and the right

side of her head was bleeding.  But she was otherwise fine.  She would wake

up momentarily.

        With a wry smile, Goliath soared towards a neighbouring building.

        He landed, and set her down gently beside an air duct.  She moaned,

and her eyes fluttered open.

        "What..."  she began.

        "Ssh.  It's all right."  Goliath shushed her.  "You're safe."

        He stood up, and saw the four figures behind him.  Suddenly, he

realized that that assessment of the situation no longer applied.

        Hudson, Claw, Matt, Maggie.  All subverted.  They had gotten Maggie

while he was rescuing Elisa.

        At the same time, the four of them raised their hands, and fired. 

The bolts came flying, and nearly hit Goliath.  He ducked in time, though,

and the bolts hit a nearby power line.  The line fell.

        Goliath turned, and grabbed Elisa.  She didn't question, merely

nodded with acceptance.  Goliath cradled her in his arms, and dove off the

side of the building, narrowly escaping the constant blasts.  They weren't

followed.

        "Where can we go now?"  Elisa asked, the fear evident in her voice. 

        Goliath looked at her, her face that of a scared little girl.

        What would it take to drive such a strong woman to this?  he asked

himself. 

        He realized that he was probably in the same state. 

        Before now, the only time he'd been as frightened as this was the

time when, as a hatchling, some of the older gargoyles had allowed him to

go on a hunting run with them.  He'd been separated from them, and they

didn't find him before sunrise.  He'd spent the entire night alone, lost

and frightened. When he awoke at night, and there was still no one to come

to save him, he'd been more terrified than he'd ever been in his life. 

Granted, it was the fear of a young, inexperienced child, but it had never

been equalled...until now.

        Goliath looked down into Elisa's face, and realized that he was

more afraid now than he had ever been in his entire life, and probably ever

would be.

        "I don't know."  he replied, finally, answering her question.  "I

don't know."

***************************************************************************

***************

Central Park

        As they landed, they nervously glanced around.  No sign of any

Servants.  Good.

        Goliath glanced behind them.  "This place should be safe for a

while, but I'm not eager to spend any great length of time outside."

        "We might not have another choice.  The castle's gone, we can't go

to either my or Matt's apartment, Mom and Dad aren't anywhere to be found,

the Labrynth's gone..."  Elisa ticked the points off on her fingers.  "We

have nowhere to go.  Even if we wanted to do the extreme thing and go to

Avalon, I'd imagine it's the same as here."

        She looked away.  "Maybe if we left the city..."

        Goliath shook his head.  "To go where?  From what we have seen, the

rest of the world is almost as bad as it is here.  We'd only be delaying

the inevitable."

        Elisa nodded.  "You're right.  It's like that 'gray goo scenario'

Anastastia Reyn...er, Titania told us about in Austrailia.  Soon the whole

world will be like this, unless Brooklyn and the others beat Silhouette."

        Goliath frowned.  "They might not make it fast enough to save us. 

I'm not nearly as optimistic as I was when their quest began."

        "You weren't that optimistic to begin with."  Elisa pointed out. 

She looked at her watch, frowned, and pressed the button to light it up. 

"Two in the morning.  Five hours to sunrise."

        Goliath closed his eyes.  "When I turn to stone, you'll be alone. 

I won't be able to protect you."

        Elisa scowled.  "This is just so unfair.  Why did this all have to

happen?  What did we do to deserve all this?"

        She waved her hand.  "Look around.  The city's dead.  The world's

dying.  In a few days, everywhere will be like this.  Why?  Because some

psycho Child of Oberon decided it looked better like this.  What did

Hudson, and Matt, and Derek, and everyone else in the world do to deserve

to become living shadows?"

        She kicked over a nearby garbage can, and trash spilled out all

over the place. 

        "Calm down!  If we're going to live through this, then we have to

keep a hold of ourselves."  Goliath hissed.  She was in a rage now, a far

cry from her depression ten minutes before.  Goliath suspected that if a

Servant of Twilight had chosen that moment to walk by, Elisa would have

kicked its head off.

        Elisa turned around, and sat down on the ground.  "I just wish

that...."

        She froze, staring behind Goliath.  The gargoyle turned around, and

saw the four subverted they had tried to leave behind.

        "And just why were you trying to sneak away like that?"  Maggie

asked, patronizingly.

        Amazingly, Claw began to speak.  "Running away from destiny often

takes you places you don't want to go."  the formerly mute pseudo-gargoyle

stated.  "Like here."

        "It's the end, and ye know it.  We're only trying to help you." 

Hudson raised a finger.

        "Help us?"  Goliath retorted.  "You're trying to subvert us!  Force

us to give up our souls, become creatures of darkness and shadow like you!  

Hudson, you were my friend once, and you know that this is wrong!  All of

you!  Try to fight what's been done to you!  You can break free!"

        Hudson shook his head sadly.  "We could, that's true.  But why

would we want to?"

        Goliath and Elisa stared at each other.

        "The name 'Servants of Twilight' is misleading.  We serve no one,

save Silhouette, and she gives us unheard of freedom.  The eyes are a small

price to pay for what we get in the deal."  Matt explained patiently.

        "But what about forcing it on people who don't want it?"  Elisa

asked.  "I know you didn't want it, Hudson.  You were fighting against it

when it happened to you."

        Hudson regarded her patiently.  "I didn't understand, lass.  I

couldn't, until I knew what it was like.  Subversion was the best thing

that happened to me through all my years.  And it will be the best thing

that will happen to you."

        "It's not going to happen to me."  Elisa corrected him, angrily.

        The elder smiled, bemusedly.  "Believe that, if ye want."  Hudson

sighed, and he calmly subverted her.

        Elisa's eyes took agonizingly slow to darken.  As Goliath watched

in horror, the air seemed to be driven out from him.

        But he didn't really accept it, not until she turned around and

glanced at him with a sadistic smirk.  The air seemed to be driven out from

him, and a slow horror overcame him.

        "He was right, Goliath."  Elisa laughed.  "I've never felt so free

in all my life."

        "No....please, no..."  Goliath whispered.  He squeezed his eyes

shut, praying that it was all an awful dream.  From beneath his closed

eyelids, the tears streamed out.

        "Don't cry for me, Goliath."  Elisa said softly, sounding almost

concerned.  "Be happy.  For me, and for you, because now you can share..."

        "NOOOO!"  Goliath roared.  He knocked Elisa backwards, and she

landed in the grass.  He ran towards Hudson, but a shadow blast knocked him

down.

        Hudson turned to Matt and the two Mutates.  "The three of you

leave.  This would better be done by the people he knows best."

        Matt, Maggie and Claw looked at each other, shrugged, and vanished.

        Hudson turned to Goliath.  "Now, it's time, lad."

        Elisa picked herself up from the grass, and brushed herself off. 

"We can do this the easy way, or the hard way."

        Goliath looked up, and stared at Elisa.  "I don't care."  he

whispered.  "I don't want to live without you, anyway."

        Elisa frowned.  "Touching."

        Goliath felt the tears roll down his cheeks.  To hear her speak so

callously of the love they shared...it felt like a sword through his heart. 

He had meant what he said, too.  To see Elisa like this...it felt as if his

soul had died, and what trouble was it to lose a dead thing?

        He was alone, now...totally alone.  Better to be subverted than to

face the nightmare without anyone at his side.

        He opened his eyes, and looked at Hudson.  "Do it."  he said.

        Hudson looked surprised.  "Glad you're seeing things our wa...."

        He paused, and looked up.  Elisa did the same.

        "What would she want with the two of us?"  Elisa frowned.

        "It's urgent."  Hudson stated.  "That's all we need to know."

        "Should we finish with him, first?"

        Hudson looked at Goliath.  "No time.  We have to get there right

away."  As soon as he finished, he discorporated.  Elisa did the same. 

Goliath was alone in the park.

        He sat down, and sighed.  He was safe.

        But Elisa was gone.  The Elisa Maza he knew and loved had ceased to

exist.

        Goliath sat there for a long time, the tears streaming down his

lavender cheeks, waiting for the sun to rise.

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

*********************************************

Chapter Two

                Truth Or Consequences

423 Junction Street

        "They's been in the kitchen for a while."  Carbonear frowned,

looking towards the doors.

        Hawthorne yawned.  "They said we probably needed something to eat. 

They're probably cooking it now." 

        "I can't even think about eating."  Whitbourne frowned.

        Brooklyn sighed, and resumed pacing.  "What worries me is the

others.  No one in that vacant lot except us, signs of a fight..."

        "They were there."  Whitbourne looked up.  "Ophelia helped us save

ye, and Lexington cast the spell.  And I saw Angela and Broadway."

        "Something else bothers me.  We got to Atlanta fine, but how are we

to get home?"  Carbonear asked.

        Brooklyn stopped pacing, and sat back down, groaning.  "Getting you

home, finding the others...this leading thing's getting too out of hand. 

We've still got a piece of the ring to find yet."

        Hawthorne concentrated.  "I can see where it is...at the bottom of

a little pond somewhere in a park.  Kind of close by here."

        Brooklyn frowned.  "That's no help.  The Cromwell's won't let us

leave."

        He spoke the truth.  Before Brooklyn had woken up, Carbonear had

asked to leave.  The Cromwell's politely, yet firmly, refused.

        Whitbourne stood up.  "They're in the kitchen now.  What's to stop

us from packing off?"

        He walked to the door.  He tried to pull, then push it open, but it

wouldn't budge.

        "It's locked from the outside."  Whitbourne scowled.  "What kind of

fools would want to lock themselves in their house?"

        "Fools that want to keep us in.  And I have a sneaking suspicion we

wouldn't be able to open or break those windows."  Brooklyn sighed,

realizing.

        He got up, and tapped the glass.  It wasn't glass at all, but

incredibly strong plastic.  And no amount of pushing would open the window.

        He raised an eyebrow.  "We're prisoners in a suburban house."

        Brooklyn and Whitbourne sat down.  "What's more, we have no clue

where the others are.  That's what worries me the most.  Somehow, we have

to get out and find them.  They might be in trouble."

        "They probably are."  Carbonear frowned.  "That Tybalt buddy looked

as if he was after giving them trouble.  But why would he just take those

four?"

        Hawthorne frowned.  "Maybe if we could figure out what Broadway,

Lexington, Angela and Ophelia have in common, we could figure out this

whole puzzle."

        Brooklyn blinked.  "Maybe.  What was it that Woodstock slipped to

us, anyway?  I can barely think!"

        Whitbourne frowned, and looked away from the others.

        Carbonear was staring at him oddly.

        Whitbourne looked up, and noticed her stare.  "What?"

        "What was you saying back home about that drug?  You were

practically taking the blame for it."  Carbonear whispered.

        Whitbourne glanced around nervously.  "Me responsible?"

        Briefly, he considered telling the truth.  He'd come close to it in

Newfoundland, before they'd rescued the others.

        "Yes, yes!  I betrayed them!  I didn't mean to...I was trying to

save us, Carb!" he'd told her.  A practical admission of guilt.  But he'd

been flustered, then.  Now, he had a possibility to escape from the

consequences.

        A clean slate.

        "That's a silly idea.  ME responsible?  What will ye be thinking

next, that I'm after robbing banks and smoking dope, too?" he laughed.

        Carbonear blinked.  "I'm sorry, it's just...."  she began, but she

cut herself off.  Brooklyn and Hawthorne were staring at them curiously.

        "Are you two finished?"  Brooklyn asked.

        Whitbourne nodded.  "Let's get to finding a way out of here."

***************************************************************************

***************

Lafayette's Meat Shop

        It was a long time before Lexington left the lot.

        Shivering, soaking wet, tired and hungry, he stood up, and decided

that he would have to rescue the others.

        But where am I going to find them?  he asked himself.  How am I

going to know where to look?

        Sighing, he began to pat his stomach.  He hadn't eaten

since...Nanaimo, if you didn't count the six beer he'd drank in

Newfoundland.  He was going to have to find something to eat fast, or else

risk collapsing of starvation.

        Groaning, he took a step forward, and tripped.  He landed face

first in the mud.

        "Wonderful."  he growled.  "What a fabulous freaking night."

        He looked up, and saw for the first time that there was a meat shop

right there.  He could easily break in and find something to eat.

        Break in.

        Lexington rolled his eyes, and began to drum his talons in the mud. 

What a time for morals to interfere.  Should he break in?  Here he was,

sworn to protect the innocent from crime, about to help himself to someone

elses livelihood.

        Still, though, he had a mission, and he couldn't very well

accomplish it if he was about to keel over from hunger at any second.

        Sighing and telling himself it was for the greater good, Lexington

got up, and slowly walked towards the back loading door.  With a swipe of

his claws, the lock shattered.  He easily pushed the door open.  No alarms

went off.

        Lexington walked through the back of the meat shop.  Freezers lined

the wall, and he opened them one by one.  Everything was frozen or raw

anyway.

        "Come on...he must have pepperoni, or ham, or something..." 

Lexington sighed.

        Sure enough, in the last freezer were several packages of ham. 

Sighing, Lexington took one.  It wasn't frozen, probably only there for a

little while.

        Lexington sliced open the package, and greedily ate the ham.  He

patted his stomach.  It wasn't much, but it would tide him over.  He shut

the freezer, and walked out of the shop. 

        He held up a hand.  The rain seemed to be dying down.

        "At least one thing's going right tonight."  Lexington smiled

grimly.  He began to scale the wall, and jumped onto the roof.

        "Where to start looking?"  he frowned.

        Tybalt and Augustine had flown off to the west, so that should be a

good place to start.

        Rolling his eyes, Lexington leapt off the roof, spread his wings,

and soared to the west.  They had mentioned something about a gatehouse,

too, so that could mean an industrial park, or a normal park.  Or an

entrance to practically any major business or estate in Atlanta.

        "It's like looking for a needle in a haystack, and I don't know

where the damned haystack is to begin with."  Lexington complained.  Down

below, he spotted a park, about six blocks over from the street he was

currently over.

        Might as well start there, Lexington thought.  He dove down.

***************************************************************************

***************

Gatehouse, Piedmont Park

        Ophelia struggled to break loose of the chains.  She failed, once

again, and sat back dejectedly against the wall.

        "Why won't these things break?"  she asked.

        "They're magically enhanced."  Augustine replied, from where he was

sitting.  "Nothing short of magic can break them.  Face it, ladies, you're

here for a long time."

        Angela frowned.  "Well, thanks for the help."  she stated,

scowling.

        She turned over to where Broadway was sitting.  He was

blindfolded., just in case he saw anyone in danger and called his power

forth.

        "Are you all right?"  she called.

        Broadway searched blindly for her.  "Me?  Never better."  he

replied sarcastically. 

        Just then, Tybalt walked in. 

        "I just got off the telephone device with the two humans.  They say

that the plan is in place.  What a marvellous thing!  You simply speak in

it, and people far away can hear you!"  he told Augustine.

        Broadway laughed.  "Bravo!  You figured out a telephone.  What's

next on your list of accomplishments, Tybalt?"

        Tybalt's eyes flared.  "First of all, regardless of how much more

superior I am to you, I am still from Avalon.  I've never even heard of a

telephone until now.  Secondly, you look like the only accomplishment you

can handle is eating everyone else's helping at dinner.  And finally, you

already know what my next trick is, anyway."

        He walked up to Broadway.  "I call it 'Protector's End', or, 'Death

of a Gargoyle', for short."

        And then, quite deliberatly, he spat in Broadway's face.

        Tybalt smirked.  Broadway scowled.  "If I was free of these..."

        "But you're not, are you?  You can't do anything, unless you can

twist yourself free by losing five hundred pounds."

        "Tybalt,"  Angela called over, "why are you so hellbent on

tormenting and destroying him?"

        Tybalt stiffened, and slowly turned around.  "You should know,

Angela."  he explained.  "You were there when he attacked me, and nearly

killed me.  You were there when I was forced to beg for my life."

        "It wasn't his fault!  He lost control of his power!  He would

never want to kill anyone, especially if what they're doing isn't their

fault!"  Angela protested.

        Tybalt's expression almost seemed to soften a bit.  "It's not that

I want to..." he whispered softly.

        Ophelia and Angela stared at each other.  Broadway's jaw dropped in

shock.  Augustine looked up from where he was about to drift to sleep.

        "What did you say?"  Broadway asked.

        Tybalt's face twisted.  "I said...nevermind what I said.  You..."

        He began to fume silently, and left the room.  Seconds later, he

poked his head back in.

        "As soon as I think of the most painful way possible, you're dead,

Protector."  he warned.

        He left.  Broadway sat back, frowning.

***************************************************************************

***************

        Scowling, Tybalt walked outside the gatehouse.  It was well within

the park, so no one on the street would see him.  And the park was closed

for repairs, which wouldn't be going on in the rain, so he was safe there.

        Why had he almost said that?

        He didn't know.  And he hated not knowing things that bothered him.

        For a brief instant, it seemed as if a surge of empathy for the

Protector had shone through the corrupted darkness of his soul.  For the

first time since his subversion, which felt like less than a day ago, a

glint of the old Tybalt had risen through.

        So what does that mean?

        Tybalt didn't know.  Unaware that he was being watched, he looked

heavenward, and sighed.

        "At least the fact that the Protector will soon be dead should

console me."  he whispered.

        But he wasn't so sure.

***************************************************************************

***************

        Almost too late, Lexington spotted him.

        Twenty minutes ago, he had landed in Piedmont Park, perching on a

tree branch.  Rubbing his eyes to keep the fatigue out, he stared at the

gatehouse. 

        I can't spend too long here, he thought.  There're probably

hundreds of gatehouses in Atlanta. 

        Still, a couple of minutes more won't hurt. 

        He positioned himself near the front of the gatehouse, and yawned. 

No rest for the wicked, he thought.

        It took twenty minutes for anything to happen.  Lexington caught

himself nearly nodding off to sleep several times.

        Then, just before he was about to give up hope, and leave to check

another gatehouse, he saw a red gargoyle walk out.

        He couldn't make out any features from this far off.  But there

were only two reddish colored gargoyles that he knew were in Atlanta at the

moment...Brooklyn and Tybalt.  In either case, it was one of the gargoyles

he was looking for.

        Hoping it was Brooklyn, Lexington climbed down the tree, trying not

to make any noise.  He crept a little closer, hoping to see his friend's

face...

        As he moved closer, he saw it was Tybalt.  He couldn't help but

feel a little dissappointed.

        Why?  he asked himself.  Where Tybalt is, you're sure to find

Broadway, Angela and Ophelia.  Maybe even the others.

        Lexington shrugged.  He began to inch a little closer.  Tybalt

walked back inside.

        When Lexington reached the building, he glanced around, looking for

a window.  He found one on the southside, and hesitantly pushed aside the

bushes to see through.  Sure enough, Broadway, Angela and Ophelia were in

there.  All three were in chains, and Broadway was blindfolded.  Augustine

and Tybalt were in there, too, but of Brooklyn, Hawthorne, Carbonear and

Whitbourne there was no sign.

        Well, at least I've found some of them.  But how to get them free?  

he asked himself.

        It was one of the many questions he realized he had no answer to.

***************************************************************************

***************

423 Junction Street

        "Angela, Ophelia, Broadway, Lexington."  Brooklyn repeated the

names, writing them down on a scrap of paper.  "What do they have in

common?"

        "The lot of them wears them skimpy clothes..."  Whitbourne began,

but Carbonear punched him in the arm.

        "Each of them has a power.  Truthfinder, Illusionist, Protector,

Traveller."  Hawthorne added, a bit more seriously.  "It might have

something to do with their powers."

        Brooklyn scowled, and snapped the pencil.  "It's hopeless.  It's

like one of those Riddler puzzles from Batman."

        Carbonear looked at the kitchen doors.  "I hates to be rushing ye,

but the way those two's in the kitchen...I doubt they's making toutins."

        "Making what?"  Brooklyn looked up.

        "Toutins.  You know, when you're making pancakes, and you has the

batter..."

        Brooklyn held up his hand.  "Uh...I'm not exactly a chef.  You'd be

better off talking to Broadway about that.  If we can ever find him."

        Hawthorne looked at him.  "Don't worry.  He'll turn up."

        Brooklyn smiled, and took her hand.  "I'd like to be so

optimistic."

        Whitbourne sat back, and opened a candy dish on the coffee table

next to him.  Grabbing a mint, he popped it into his mouth.  As he sucked

on the peppermint, he began to realize that he felt incredibly guilty for

hiding the truth.

        He looked at the other three, trying to figure out the puzzle of

the four names.  The only one who suspected anything was Carbonear, and

even she wasn't quite sure what to think.  As far as Brooklyn and Hawthorne

were concerned, Whitbourne was completely in the clear.

        And that made him feel like dirt.

        He was part of what had happened in Newfoundland.  He should be

owning up to it.  Instead, he was letting Woodstock take the blame.

        Normally, Whitbourne would have let the feelings slide.  He was

used to it...back home, whenever he did something wrong, he'd pretend

nothing had happened, and usually the people involved would forget about

it.

        But something was different this time.  Before, they'd been

harmless tricks played on humans.  This time, he'd helped to toy with

friends' lives...gargoyle friends, the only gargoyles he'd ever seen

outside of Clan Newfie.  So, he felt incredibly remorseful.

        Minutes later, he decided to come clean.

        Brooklyn was doodling with half of the broken pencil when

Whitbourne turned around.

        "I...has a bit of a confession to make."  Whitbourne began.

        Brooklyn and Hawthorne looked up.  Carbonear turned to face him.

        "I...I helped Woodstock slip you the drug.  That's why I was acting

so wierd when I came down from the cigarette.  A black-eyes came, and tells

the two of us...Woodstock and I...that it would be in our best interests to

get the six of ye out of commission.  That the ring was what was causing

the subversion, and that you wouldn't be hurt if we helped.  We refused,

but then he threatened to subvert Clan Newfie if we didn't help.  We had no

choice.   We didn't want to...and for what's it's worth, I'm sorry."

        He had closed his eyes as he related the tale.  As he opened them

again, he found Carbonear and Hawthorne staring at him, looks of disbelief

on their faces.  Brooklyn, his jaw dropped, his expression that of

betrayal.

        "This is a joke, right?"  he asked, desparately.

        Sadly, Whitbourne shook his head.  Brooklyn's mouth shut, and he

looked away.

        "I don't believe this."  Brooklyn exhaled.  "First, I'm knocked

out, come to in Georgia, find half of my friends gone, stuck in some house,

realize that I have to find a ring, rescue my friends, and get you two

home, and now I find out one of my friends was in on a plot to kill us? 

I...I just don't know what to say."

        Whitbourne sighed.  "I can't even begin to say how sorry I am."

        Hawthorne looked at him, frowning.  "Why didn't you come right out

and tell us?"

        Whitbourne thought for a second.  Why hadn't he?  He had made a

pretty stupid judgement call, hadn't he?

        "I was afraid.  Buddy with the black eyes was after saying that if

I told, he'd subvert us all.  I just panicked, I guess."

        "You just panicked.  That's really great."  Brooklyn muttered.

        He turned to Whitbourne.  "Did it honestly never occur to you to

come and tell us?  We could have defeated him.  He was one Servant of

Twilight, Whitbourne.  Against ten of us, he wouldn't have stood a chance. 

But because of you, we were drugged, and nearly killed."

        Carbonear nodded.  "What was ye thinking, bye?  Bonnie and

Woodstock were subverted anyway, even though you didn't tell the rest of

us.  If you hadn't gotten away, Ophelia and I would have never found out. 

These buddies would have been killed!  You never were much for thinking

things through, Witless, but for the love of God..."

        Whitbourne growled.  "I'm sorry!  What more does ye want?"

        Brooklyn glanced around, as if trying to think of what to say.  He

began tapping his hands together.

        "I'm not even angry.  I should be exploding, and just letting you

have it, but I can't.  I've made mistakes in my life, too, so I can't be

setting myself on a pedestal, yelling at you for mistakes I've made

myself."

        He sighed.  "I can say I'm really dissappointed, though.  I

honestly thought better of you, Whitbourne.  I know I'm not perfect myself,

but still, it hurts when you almost die as a result of someone elses

carelessness.  You should have known better, but you didn't.  I guess I'll

just have to live with that."

        Brooklyn sat up straight.  "Thank you for telling us, Whitbourne. 

I appreciate your honesty."  he told the Newfoundlander coldly.

        Whitbourne raised an eyebrow.  "But I..."

        "Thank you.  Let's just forget this happened."  Brooklyn sighed. 

The bitter dissappointment in his friend was etched on his face, plain for

all to see.

        "Let's get back to trying to figure out how to rescue the others." 

he decided.

        Hawthorne and Carbonear looked at each other, then to Brooklyn.  He

felt their glances, and looked up.

        "Problem?"  he asked.

        Carbonear shook her head.  "Nothing."

        Whitbourne began to stare intently at the ground.  He had expected

Brooklyn to start yelling at him, accuse him of being a traitor, and had

steeled himself for it. But Brooklyn's reaction had surprised him.  And,

oddly, made him feel worse inside.

        It was more bitter to accept the fact that instead of angering

Brooklyn, he had deeply dissappointed him to the point where the

Manhattanite was ignoring him.  As he watched Brooklyn purposely avoid

looking at him, Whitbourne realized a simple truth...it's better to be

hated than simply ignored.

        Feeling the lowest he ever had in his life, Whitbourne continued to

stare at the ground.

***************************************************************************

***************

Gatehouse

        Tybalt was totally silent after he walked back in, looking

obviously dismayed. 

        "What's the matter?"  Augustine asked, an eyebrow raised.

        Tybalt didn't reply.  Instead, he walked up to Broadway, and

punched him again.  Broadway's head was driven back, but he didn't say a

word.  Tybalt frowned, and retreated to the corner, sitting down.

        "Why don't you just kill me now, then?"  Broadway asked Tybalt,

tauntingly.  "If you're so anxious to..."

        "Much as I'd like to,"  Tybalt shot back, "I have to wait for the

word from the two humans, saying your other friends are dead, first.  Don't

worry, you'll get what's coming to you." 

        He glanced up to the window, and scowled.  He couldn't wait until

the menaces were dead, and then he could get on with his life.  As a

subverted, a member of the new order of things.

        What a promising life that would be.

        "Relax, Protector."  he smiled.  "Enjoy the wait."

***************************************************************************

***************

        Well, Lexington thought, this puts a crimp on things.

        He sat back in the bushes.  Eavesdropping, he had heard the entire

conversation.  Now he had to either help the three in there, or try to find

the others, who were in more danger, because they would be killed first. 

But he had no idea where the others were.  However, Tybalt and Augustine

probably knew.  Meaning that he'd have to weasel it out from them, first.

        Meaning that he'd have to rescue these three.

        But how?

        The beginnings of a plan began to formulate in his mind.  Broadway

was in there, so he could use his power.  But he was blindfolded, and he

had to see someone in danger before he could use it.

        So, Lexington would have to go in, get past Tybalt and Augustine,

get the blindfold off...

        ...and let Tybalt and Augustine try to kill him.

        Not the best of plans...but it would have to do.

        With a sigh, he crept away from the bushes, and sneaked towards the

front door.  He nervously glanced around, and walked in.

        The entrance room was an information desk, filled with pamphlets

about Atlanta's park system.  Wondering why Tybalt would chose to put his

hideaway here, Lexington looked around.  There were two doors...one of

which was open.  Lexington peeked in, and saw it was the one with the

others inside.  Noone noticed him.

        Lexington frowned, and closed his eyes.  He'd have one chance at

this...

        Quickly dropping to all fours, he ran into the room.  Augustine

shot up, and began to blast him.  Tybalt, reacting in surprise, tried to

grab him.  Dodging the shadows and his would be captor, Lexington jumped

and tore the blindfold off of Broadway's face.  The blue gargoyle blinked

in shock.

        "Lexington!"  he yelled.

        "Watch me very closely."  Lexington hissed.  Angela and Ophelia

looked at each other curiously.

        Lexington suddenly stood perfectly still.  A shadow blast hit him

in the side, and he was thrown to the other side of the room.  He hit the

wall, and winced in pain.

        "The more, the merrier."  Tybalt smiled.  "Find something to tie

him up with."

        Lexington paled.  If they didn't try to kill him, his whole plan

was for naught.  And then, they would be totally screwed, since noone would

be able to rescue them.

        So, Lexington did the only thing he could.  With a cry, he turned

and attacked Tybalt.

        Tybalt was thrown backwards.  With a snarl, he lashed out at the

smaller gargoyle, trying to throw him off. Lexington slashed Tybalt's face,

his eyes glowing, his face desparate.  But Augustine ran up behind.

        "Lexington, look out!"  Ophelia cried.

        Too late, Lexington turned.  Augustine punched him in the bridge of

the nose, and Lexington crumpled to the ground.  Tybalt roared, his eyes

reflecting his fury.

        With a wry smile, Tybalt picked Lexington up off the ground.

        "What are you, suicidal?"  Tybalt asked.  He drew out the knife

from his belt.  "Because you were asking for this..."

        Lexington smiled.  "I sure hope Broadway didn't hear that."

        Tybalt paled.  He looked to Broadway, who was smiling oddly.  His

eyes were white.

        "No..."  he whispered.  "Not again..."

        The light arked out, striking Tybalt and Augustine square in the

stomach.  They cried out, and fell to the ground.  The chains which bound

Broadway seemed to explode, and the beams of light came again, nearly

disintigrating the chains which kept Angela and Ophelia prisoner.

        "Thanks, Lex."  Ophelia sighed.  "Right on time."

        Angela stood up, and walked slowly over to Tybalt.  She growled,

and picked him up.

        "Where are the others?"  she asked.

        Tybalt began to stutter.  "S-s-some place called 423 Junction

Street. Just please, keep him away from me!"

        Lexington brushed himself off.  "Broadway, come on back down."

        Broadway shook his head.  "Tybalt tried to kill you, Lex.  He's not

getting away with it this time."

        Lexington frowned.  "No, seriously, it's okay.  Broadway.  I

planned it."

        Broadway laughed, and grabbed Tybalt away from Angela.

        "So, you didn't learn the first time, did you."  Broadway smirked. 

Tybalt's eyes widened in fear, and he whimpered in fright.

        "Broadway, stop it right now.  We have to save the others..." 

Ophelia began.

        "Quiet."  Broadway snapped.

        "No, Broadway.  Listen.  You're losing control again...ungh!!" 

Lexington cried out as Broadway blasted him.  He was driven back into the

wall again.  Angela's eyes widened in shock.

        "Broadway, what are you doing?"  she screamed.

        "He was getting in the way."  Broadway replied defensively.

        "He's lost himself!"  Ophelia yelled. 

        "Lost?  More like found."  Broadway smiled grimly.  He turned to

Tybalt.  "So we meet again."

        Tybalt screamed.  Calmly, Broadway blasted him.  Tybalt went flying

across the room.

        "Broadway, stop!"  Angela shouted.  She ran up to him and grabbed

him by the shoulders.  "You have to come back to us!  Remember the pact? 

The ringbearer's covenant?  Well, now's the time.  Come home, Broadway. 

For me."

        Broadway looked dismayed.  "But I have to protect you..."

        "You aren't protecting now.  This is overkill.  You've hurt

Lexington..."

        "But..."

        "Broadway,"  Ophelia interrupted.  "You don't need to do this. 

Killing Tybalt won't accomplish anything...it's not him that's evil, it's

what's been done to him."

        Broadway's eyes closed.  "Why are you trying to confuse me?"  he

yelled.         

        "We're not trying to confuse you, we're trying to bring you back. 

Look at Lexington.  You've gone too far, and it's time to come home."

        "Remember in Las Vegas, you were telling me about the point of no

return?"  Angela yelled.  "You're about to cross it, Broadway.  Stop it!"

        Broadway's body seemed to shudder.  With an agonizing cry, his eyes

stopped flaring, becoming the same emerald-green they'd always been.  He

sank to his knees, and with a sob, collapsed on the floor.

        Angela knelt down, and held his head.  "Broadway..."

        He opened his eyes.  "Is Lex all right?"

        Lexington was getting up.  "I'm fine."  he muttered, grimacing. 

"Other than the worst headache I've ever had in my life, I'm fine."

        Broadway looked into Angela's eyes.  "You saved me again."  he

smiled.  "I was gone, but you brought me back."

        Angela laughed.  "Ophelia and Lex helped too.  Besides, what kind

of friend would I be if I didn't help you out?"  Relieved as she was that

Broadway hadn't become dejected again, she secretly wondered why he was

internalizing this.

        She leaned forward, and kissed him.  "My love."  she added.

        Broadway blushed.

        Angela stood up.  "The others are at some place called 423 Junction

Street."

        "Sounds like an address."  Lexington noted.

        "Wherever it is, Tybalt even said that they're in grave danger.  We

have to help them."

        Broadway stood up.  "What about these two?"

        Ophelia frowned.  "Leave them.  If they try to follow us..."

        In response, Tybalt and Augustine vanished.

        Lexington whistled.  "I think they got the hint."

        "Let's just hope that they're not waiting for us there.  Are you

going to be all right, Broadway?"  Ophelia asked.

        "I think so."  came the unsure reply.

        "Good.  Let's go.  We have to get to the others before they wind up

dead."  Angela warned. 

        The four left the gatehouse, and scaled the wall.  Noticing that

the rain had stopped, they jumped off, and soared away.

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

*********************************************

Chapter Three

                False Pretenses       

423 Junction Street

        "Stew's on!"  Mrs. Cromwell cried, carrying in two bowls of the

stuff.  She set them down.

        Mr. Cromwell came out with two more bowls of stew.  "This should

fill the four of you up.  How are you feeling?"

        "Much better, thank ye.  Would it be possible for us to leave now?" 

Carbonear asked.

        Mr. Cromwell raised an eyebrow.  "Well, perhaps you should eat a

bit, first.  Then we'll see."

        "Mr. Cromwell...we really appreciate the hospitality, and we've

already thanked you for possibly saving our lives...but, we have to leave. 

Our other friends may be in danger."  Hawthorne frowned.  Absently, she

removed the half of the ring from her pocket, and began to toy with it.

        Mrs. Cromwell's eyes widened at the sight of the talisman. 

"Uh...well, we'll see.  Have something to eat, dear.  It's my patented

onion stew."

        With a sigh, Hawthorne picked up a spoon, and dipped it in the

stew.  She took a bite, and set the spoon down.

        "Delicious."  Hawthorne smiled.  She tilted her head towards the

door.

        "Aren't you going to eat something?" 

        With a sigh, Brooklyn took the spoon, and filled it with the broth.

        "May I ask ye why ye aren't intimidated by us?"  Whitbourne asked,

suddenly.  Surprised, Brooklyn set the spoon down, not having eaten its

cargo.

        The Cromwells looked at each other.  "Uh...there was a clan of

gargoyles where we originally came from..."

        "Where was that to?"  Carbonear asked.  She pushed the bowl of stew

away, deciding not to eat.

        "Uh...Minneapolis.  Minnesota...dear, there goes the phone."  Mrs.

Cromwell reported.

        "That must be...the insurance broker.  You might as well come,

Gloria, we need your input.  We'll be back in a few minutes, and we can

discuss your leaving then."  Mr. Cromwell assured them.  The couple turned,

and left for the kitchen.

        "I didn't hear a phone..."  Carbonear muttered.

        Brooklyn dumped the stew in the spoon back into the bowl.  "I'm not

going to eat that."

        "It's tasteless."  Hawthorne informed him.  "Although it smells a

bit funny."  She turned over the ring.

        "I keep sensing that the next piece is nearby here.  Not in the

house, but fairly close by."

        Brooklyn looked at the ring, the half circle, and sighed.

        "What is it?"  Hawthorne asked, looking up.

        His mouth twitched.  "It's nothing."

        "Brooklyn..."

        The red gargoyle sighed.  "It's just that...every piece of the ring

we get, we come closer to having to battle Silhouette.  That isn't

something I'm looking forward to."

        "What, you think I am?"

        "Yeah, but, you aren't going on your second time around."  Brooklyn

pointed out.

        "What do you mean?"   Carbonear asked.

        "It's a long story."  Brooklyn frowned.  "Back in New York,

Silhouette killed me, but because of the prophecy, I was brought back."

        Carbonear's eyes were widened.  In the explanation back in

Newfoundland, they had left the segment about Brooklyn's death and

resurrection out of the tale. 

        Whitbourne gaped in shock.  "Second time around..."

        Brooklyn didn't say anything to him.  He glanced at the blueish

gargoyle, his exprtession a conflict of emotions, ranging from anger to

sorrow.

        Whitbourne rolled his eyes, suddenly angry.  "Go on out and say it. 

You knows you want to.  If I had my way, you'd be on your third, right?"

        Brooklyn frowned.  "I didn't say a word."

        "That's the problem!  You don't have to completely ignore me! 

Don't play out this mature leader charade any more.  I knows you wants to

say something to me, so say it.  Do you want to scuffle?  Come on, we'll

scuffle.  But for the love of God, don't you ignore me.  I said I was

sorry, and I can't say no more.  I can't go back in time and make things

right again.  Much as I'd like to, I can't.  All I can offer is an apology. 

And if you can't accept that..."

        "I can't, all right!  I can't!  Are you happy?"  Brooklyn snapped. 

Hawthorne glared at him.

        "Calm down, now."  she warned him.

        Brooklyn stared at her.  "I'm...I'm sorry.  But he's right.  I

can't accept an apology."

        He turned to Whitbourne.  "Do you really want me to be angry with

you?  Because if you do, I will.  I'm not sure how to deal with you.  I

thought you were my friend, but then you pull a stupid stunt like this!  I

can't deal with it, all right!"

        Brooklyn wrung his hands, and closed his eyes.  "Don't start with

me, all right?  Don't make this any worse than it already is."

        Whitbourne sighed.  "Right, then.  I'll not be bothering ye again."

        Brooklyn frowned, about to say something else.  He opened his

mouth, closed it again, and sat down.

        Carbonear looked at him.  "Brooklyn, can I speak with ye for a

second?"

        "What about?"

        Carbonear tilted her head towards the dining room.  "Privately." 

she insisted.

        Brooklyn rolled his eyes, and sighed.  "Fine." 

        He got up, and picked his way to the dining room, which was

connected to the living room by means of a double door.  Carbonear

followed, and shut the door behind the pair as they entered.

        "What is it?"  Brooklyn asked.

        "Why did you start that up all over again?" Carbonear frowned.

        "Start what?  He exploded at me for not being mad at him!"

        Cabonear sighed.  "I know you're right in dealing with it this

way...I mean, blowing up in his face wouldn't help us much, and ye's

probably just doing what you does as a leader back at your clan...but you

seem kind of upset about it."

        "Of course I'm upset about it.  He helped try to kill us."       

        Carbonear wrung her hands in frustration.  "That's not what I

means.  You're having problems dealing with this, is what I'm after saying. 

You don't know how to deal with it, so you let it slide.  And it's hurting

ye, and it's hurting Whitbourne."

        Brooklyn sighed.  "I just don't know what to think.  On the one

hand, he betrayed us, and almost got us killed.  On the other hand, he just

made a mistake, which I've made before too.  The reason I'm not yelling is

because I really don't feel like I have the right to judge him."

        "Wisdom beyond your years.  But ye has to understand, he doesn't

see things anything like you does.  He's not a natural leader.  He's not

with this sense of honor, or leadership that ye's with.  It's from growing

up in two different backgrounds.  You in New York, as a leader, him in

Newfoundland, as a human."

        "As a WHAT?"

        Carbonear sighed.  "We knew nothing of our gargoyle heritage until

three years ago.  Up till then, we hung around with humans, living their

lifestyle.  That's why Clan Newfie's so unique, cause we wasn't raised as

gargoyles.  We didn't even know we was gargoyles.  We were called

dragons...but that's how we grew up.  He isn't used to making such life and

death decisions.  The most dangerous thing he's ever decided before is

whether to let someone he knew was drunk drive home or not."

        Brooklyn sighed.  "I understand that.  And I'm accepting these

things.  I know he's not used to leadership.  It's just common sense,

Carbonear..."

        "To you!  To him...or even me...God knows I'd have panicked too. 

He didn't know how to deal with it.  Common sense had no meaning there,

because it was a completely new situation to him."

        "All right.  I see the point."

        "And he DID try to set things right.  He helped save you, and he

tried to come clean by telling you, when he could have pinned it all on

Woodstock.  He's trying his best to make this up to you, and he feels you

aren't accepting that.  Trust me, I knows Whitbourne.  He may come across

as this fun loving party animal, but deep down inisde he feels just as

abandoned as we all does.  Maybe that's why he's so sensitive.  You have to

take that into account when you judges him."

        She snickered.  "Funny...I never pictured myself giving this

advice.  Up till tonight, the most I ever did was have some fun with

Whitboune, Bonnie and Woodstock, and with the humans...having parties,

listening to music and the like...and now I finds myself helping in magical

quests with gargoyles from New York, B.C, and some magic island

God-knows-where."

        Brooklyn smiled.  "You're doing fine, though.  You're a natural at

this, Carb."

        "Since when do you call me Carb?"

        "Since now, I guess.  But...back to Whitbourne...you're right.  But

what do you want me to do?  Lose my temper so he knows I still care?"

        "No!  By the Jesus, no.  The only reason I'm telling you this is

because you two was great friends, and I want you to realize these things

about him before you goes and moves on."

        The leader sighed.  "I just feel so upset.  I want to be his

friend, and I realize it's natural for people to screw up once in a while. 

But now, when I look at him, I don't see someone who's trying to set things

right, I see someone who was in on a conspiracy to kill me.  I trusted him,

and now I feel like I trusted the wrong person."       

        "You didn't pick the wrong person to trust...you just trusted in a

normal person."  Carbonear explained.  "Like I said, Whitbourne hasn't come

up against the things you have.  You face this sort of thing practically

every day."

        "Not on this scale..."

        "You know what I mean.  He doesn't.  Clan Newfie's biggest crisis

to date was when we were born, and we were completely alone, with no one to

care for us.  And that was solved when we were discovered by a human who

took it upon himself to care for us, and I was but three weeks old, then. 

He wasn't much older.  And, you're after being a leader in your clan,

right?"

        "Second in command."

        "Close enough.  We doesn't need a leader.  Whitbourne doesn't have

the leadership skills, or the crisis management tactics you do.  All he had

were his instincts, and he weren't sure how he was to react to them."

        She moved a little closer to him.  "He made a mistake...just like

every living human and gargoyle on this world does.  At one time or

another, we all makes mistakes.  I'm not asking you to forgive him totally,

because, regardless of what I says, he did commit a wrong, and many a man

would get angrier for less than what he did to ye.  But at the very least,

try to move forward from this.  People make mistakes, but they learns from

them, too.  He has to learn from this.  We all do.  He's just got a little

farther to go.  So perhaps, when you finally decide what you're going to do

about him, help him learn from his mistake, instead of shunning him.  And

then, maybe in time, the two of you will forgive each other, and be as

great friends as you were back in Newfoundland."

        Brooklyn smiled.  "You'd make a great rookery mother."

        "Great what?"

        "A rookery mother.  When a clutch of eggs hatches, usually a female

of a previous clutch is assigned to watch over the children.  When the

hatchlings get a little older, and start to squabble, then the rookery

mother would try to solve them.  My rookery mother hated me.  She kept..."

        "I get the idea."  Carbonear laughed.  "Maybe if I was your rookery

mother, it might have turned out differently."

        Brooklyn laughed.  "Anyone would have been better than ours.  If

you asked Lexington about it, he'd go on for hours about how much he hated

her."

        Carbonear chuckled.  "Anyway...does you see what I'm saying?  We

have to help Whitbourne along.  So set this aside.  Let it go."

        "I promise.  Rookery mother..."

        "Good.  That should be one pressure off your mind.  I hates to see

you all...you know, pressured like that."

        "And why's that?"  Brooklyn asked.

        "Well, I cares for ye too much to see..."

        "Care for me?  What do you mean?"

        Carbonear paled.  Oh, God, did I say that out loud? she asked

herself.

        "Uh...I mean...I hate to see anyone pressured."

        "You can't lie very well.  What are you trying to say?"

        Carbonear sighed.  "Guess it's my turn in the spotlight, eh."

        Brooklyn's brow creased.  Carbonear sighed again.  It had all come

out so easily when she was telling Ophelia.  Of course, now she was about

to tell the person she was confused about.

        "Remember when I said that I was helping you because of you?  How I

said I felt close to ye?"

        "Uh huh..."

        "And how I said I wasn't in love with ye?"

        Brooklyn frowned.  "Oh."  he whispered.  "I get it."

        "The thing is, it's not some silly little girl crush, or something

totally physical...but there's something almost...spiritual."

        "Spiritual."

        "Exactly!  A feeling that the two of us was meant to be

together...or at least to share in something special together.  That

there's a bond between us."

        Brooklyn sighed.  To think that two weeks ago he was resigned to

the fact that the only eligible female gargoyle he had a chance of getting

was out of reach, and now he found himself the focus of a love triangle. 

And he was just beginning to see what an undesirable situation that was.

        Brooklyn searched for something to say that wouldn't hurt her

feelings.  "Carbonear...it's not that I don't like you..."

        Carbonear sighed.  "Here it comes."

        "...but we're really good, close friends, and if I can call you

that after knowing you for a little less than six hours, you know I mean

it."

        "And you're in love with Hawthorne."

        Brooklyn nodded sadly.  "I'm sorry."

        Carbonear blinked back a tear.  "It's okay.  I just...when I first

saw you on the roof of that building in St. John's, I felt this...instinct,

for the lack of a better word.  I felt like something like fate meant for

us to be together, and that maybe I'd met...you know, the one you wait for

all your life.  That's what it felt like."

        Brooklyn sighed, and scratched the back of his neck.  "I'll

admit...I was starting to feel something odd, too.  But it just isn't meant

to be.  I just love Hawthorne so damn much...and I think she feels the same

way.  At least, I hope she does.  But my feelings for her won't ever

change.  I hope you can understand that."

        Carbonear nodded.  "Perfectly.  I'm not angry...you can't help the

way you feels.  And if your heart's after telling ye to choose her, then

you should go.  She loves you, too.  She might not show it, or admit it

just yet, but I can tell it's true.  In time, the two of you will be

together...and I hope you have some beautiful youngsters..."  she laughed.

        Brooklyn smiled.

        "Just...just remember me, okay?  I'll not be after telling you this

again, or going with some emotional display...but if you'll remember me,

that's all I'll ask of ye."

        She sniffed.  "And yes, I realize this sounds corny...."

        The two of them both laughed.  Brooklyn stepped forward, and hugged

her.

        "Don't worry."  he sighed.

        "Tryin' not to."  Carbonear replied, a single tear running down her

cheek.

        Brooklyn stepped back.  "Is there anything else you'd like to say

to me?"

        Carbonear shook her head.  Brooklyn smiled, and opened the door.

        The two of them walked out.  Whitbourne stood up, to the

encouragement of Hawthorne.

        "Brooklyn,"  he began, "Hawthorne and I was having words while the

two of ye was in there.  I apologized, and she's decided to accept it."

        Brooklyn looked curiously at Hawthorne, who nodded.  She frowned,

and put a hand to her head.

        Whitbourne continued.  "So, anyway, we talked, and I came to the

conclusion that if you isn't mature enough to come to terms with the fact

that I'm terribly sorry for what I did..."

        "Apology accepted."

        "...then that's your...what?"

        Brooklyn rolled his eyes.  "I'm accepting your apology, Whitbourne. 

I'm still angry, but I realize that it was a mistake.  I'm far from

perfect...I make mistakes too.  So I've decide that instead of ignoring

you, or fighting with you, I'll accept what you did as an experience in

your life, as something you did and will learn from.   Maybe...maybe, in

time, I'll get completely over it, and I'll be able to completely trust you

again, but for now, I can just accept it."

        He extended his hand.

        Whitbourne grinned, and eagerly shook it.  "Friends?"

        Brooklyn shook his head.  "Not just yet."

        Whitbourne's face fell.  "Oh."  he muttered, his voice sounding

disappointed.

        Brooklyn and Carbonear sat down.  Hawthorne groaned, and closed her

eyes.

        "Are you all right?"  Brooklyn asked.

        "I'm fine.  I've just got a headache, that's all."

        Carbonear frowned, and picked up the spoon that was in the stew. 

"Didn't you have a taste of this?"  she asked.  Hawthorne nodded.

        Frowning, Brooklyn leaned down, and carefully sniffed the stew.  "I

can't smell anything wrong with it."  he informed them.

        "I probably just have a bit of the flu from lying out in the rain." 

Hawthorne sighed. 

        The gargoyles looked at each other, concernedly.  At the slightly

ajar door to the kitchen, where they were hiding, Maria Chavez and Travis

Marshall smiled.

***************************************************************************

***************

        "They're in there."  Ophelia frowned, looking through the living

room window.

        Lexington looked in.  "They don't seem to be in any trouble."

        "Why are Whitbourne and Carbonear there?"  Broadway asked.

        Lexington looked up at him.  "I accidentally brought them along

with us.  It wasn't pleasant."

        Broadway scowled, and peered in again.  "Why would they be sitting

in someone's living room, chatting?"

        He tapped on the window.

        "Something feels wrong about this house."  Angela shivered.  "I

can't place my finger on it..."

        The four in the living room didn't seem to notice the tapping. 

Mumbling, Broadway began to tap a little louder.

        "Are they deaf?"  Lexington growled after they didn't answer.  "Try

going harder."

        Broadway clenched his fist, and gave one solid bang on the window. 

It buckled, but didn't even come close to breaking.

        "That's a strong window."  Ophelia noted.

        Brooklyn looked up.  His mouth curved into an expression of

surprise, and he got up.  The others looked to the window.

        Brooklyn walked up to the window.  "Where were you four?"  he

asked, his voice muffled through the glass.

        "Being entertained."  Lexington frowned.  "What are you doing in

there?"

        "We can't leave."  Carbonear explained.  "The owners won't let us,

and we can't get through the doors or windows."

        As a demonstration, Brooklyn punched the window as hard as he

could.  It buckled.  Nothing more.

        "Well, you have to find some way out of here.  We still have to

find the Ring, and it'll be sunrise in a couple of hours."  Ophelia pointed

out.

        At that moment, the Cromwells stepped back into the living room. 

They took one look at the window, with the four gargoyles on the other

side, and blanched.

        Angela frowned.  Something really didn't feel right about this.

        She closed her eyes, and it came to her.  Illusion.

        "Those two aren't real."  she stated.

        Ophelia spun around.  "What?"

        "The humans.  They're not who they seem to be."

        Brooklyn, still at the window, scowled.  Angela's brow furrowed,

and Mr. and Mrs. Cromwell gasped.  Their images faded away, to be replaced

by that of Maria Chavez, and Travis Marshall.

***************************************************************************

***************

        Travis and Maria cried out in anguish as the illusion melted away. 

In their minds, they could hear the screams of Silhouette and the others on

Avalon, as the power of the illusion they had created seemed to backlash,

then cut out.  With a groan, they collapsed to the floor.

        Brooklyn, Whitbourne, Carbonear and Hawthorne gasped as they saw

the Servants of Twilight for the first time.  Lexington, Broadway, and

Ophelia gaped in shock, and turned to Angela.  A frown was on her face, but

she seemed somehow satisfied.

        Travis stood up, his eyes now clearly black.  "Clever, gargoyles." 

he smiled.  "But not nearly clever enough."

        He blasted Whitbourne with a shadow blast.  The blue gargoyle flew

backwards, crashing into the wall.  A picture of a family shattered,

falling to the floor.

        Snarling, Brooklyn leapt at Maria.  She dodged his attack, and

blasted.  The bolt missed, striking the door.  It exploded in a burst of

wooden splinters.  Lexington, Ophelia, Broadway and Angela, seeing the

oppurtunity, rushed in.

        At that same moment, Tybalt and Augustine appeared. 

        "You called?"  Tybalt asked Travis.

        Travis simply pointed at the newcomers.  With a smile, Tybalt began

advancing towards Broadway.  The larger gargoyle's eyes flared, causing

Tybalt to flinch in fear.  But it wasn't the power, Tybalt realized...so he

jumped Broadway.  The two went tumbling into the wall, sliding into the

couch.  Instantly, they began to strike wildly at each other.

        Angela rushed over to Brooklyn, who was in a tense standoff with

Travis Marshall.  The subverted kept raising his hand, feigning a strike,

but never actually firing a blast.  Brooklyn looked at Angela.  Wordlessly,

she nodded, creeping behind Travis.  Before the Servant of Twilight could

do anything, Angela tackled him, pinning him to the ground.  Brooklyn,

smiling grimly, stepped forward.  With one punch, Travis was knocked out.

        "That's for the hospitality."  he frowned.  "Thanks for the help,

Angela."

        "No problem."  the female smiled.

        Things were faring worse in the battle with Maria Chavez. 

Lexington and Carbonear had her cornered, and were about to finish her off. 

Suddenly, Maria smiled, and became a shadow.  Lexington gasped.

        "Look out!"  he cried.

        It was too late.  Maria solidified, and grabbed Carbonear's chin. 

With a smirk, she spread the cancerous darkness.

        Carbonear's eyes darkened...but then flared to white.       

        "WHAT?"  Lexington and Maria cried simultaneously.

        Carbonear growled, and punched Maria in the stomach.  She doubled

over, and the Newfoundlander kicked her.  Maria went flying into the

kitchen double door.

        "My Jesus..." Carbonear gasped.  "I actually fought her!"

        "How did you do that?"  Lexington demanded, confused.  "You aren't

immune!"

        Carbonear frowned.  "I don't know.  It just felt...easy to resist."

        Whitbourne groaned, meanwhile, but felt four hands grab him.  He

looked up, and saw Hawthorne and Ophelia.  Hawthorne really doesn't look

well, he thought.

        Then, he saw Augustine, and realized they had bigger problems.

        Augustine was frowning.  "I've got to hand it to you eight, you're

resourceful."  h admitted.  Then, he fired a blast of shadow.  Whitbourne,

Hawthorne and Ophelia were all driven backwards, crashing into the coffee

table.  It splintered.  Laughing softly, Augustine picked up a jagged

fragment of wood, and brandished it like a weapon.  He chuckled, and turned

around.  Brooklyn's back was to him, completely defenseless.

        Whitbourne gasped.  He bolted up, and jumped onto Augustine's back. 

Augustine roared, and drove the piece of wood right through Whitbourne's

calf muscle.  Whitbourne screamed in pain, and lashed out.  He scratched

Augustine's face.  Brooklyn gave Augustine a savage kick to the stomach,

and he faded away.  Whitbourne sank to the ground, and began to inspect the

wound.  Drops of blood stained the carpet around him.

        "You saved my life."  Brooklyn gasped.  He looked down at the

wound, and his eyes widened.  "Oh my." 

        "Don't mention it."  Whitbourne frowned painfully.  He whimpered,

and gingerly touched the skin around the wound.

        Brooklyn knelt down, and inspected the leg.  "That'll heal at

sunrise.   It's not too serious.  But are you going to be all right?"

        Whitbourne groaned, and moved to remove the piece of wood.

        "Don't do that."  Hawthorne told him, walking over.  "That'll start

the bleeding again."

        "What do I do?  Leave it here?"

        'It'll be sunrise in a couple of hours.  Wait till just before,

then take it out.  You'll turn to stone, and it'll heal.  The less time

that wound's open, the better." 

        Brooklyn took his hand.  The anger that he had been feeling was

still there, but it was suddenly eclipsed by gratitude, and the realization

that Whitbourne had done this to make up for his past mistakes.

        "Thanks again for saving my life."  he said again. 

        He knelt down.  "I think you're learning."

        "How to be useful to ye when ye fights?"

        "No, no, no.  You're learning a lesson from Newfoundland.  That you

help people out.  To top it all off, you saved my life."

        He smiled.  "I think I can count you in my list of friends again."

        Whitbourne's eyes widened in surprise...and understanding.  "You

mean..."

        Brooklyn nodded.  Whitbourne smiled, and hooted with glee.

        "I knew it!"  he crowed. 

        Broadway, meanwhile, struggled with the effort of fighting off

Tybalt.  But the red gargoyle's hatred kept him going, so Broadway had to

increasingly exert himself.

        "Give up, Protector."  Tybalt sneered.  "Even your out of control

power can't save you now."

        Broadway snarled.  "Get off me!"  he yelled.  With a roar, he threw

Tybalt aside, knocking him into the wall.  Tybalt yelled, and vanished. 

        Broadway stood up.

        "Is everyone all right?"  he asked.

        Everyone nodded.

        "Except for the obvious."  Whitbourne frowned.

        Hawthorne stumbled.  Brooklyn gasped, and stepped to catch her.

        "Whoa...you're a bit unsteady."  he frowned.

        Hawthorne groaned.  "I feel all weak now."

        Maria, from where she lay in the kitchen, began to laugh.  "There's

a reason for that."  she chuckled.

        Hawthorne growled.  "And what's that?"

        Maria stood up, and tossed her the bottle of poison that was on the

table.  Hawthorne caught it, and looked at the label.  An expression of

fear crossed her face, and she numbly set the bottle down.

        "The stew."  she stated dully.

        Maria nodded.  "In about forty-five minutes, you'll be dead.  And

you'll die very painfully.  There's an antidote, however...in this bottle. 

I hope you'll be able to find it in time..."

        She held up another bottle...a small, green one.  Before anyone

could make a grab for it, it vanished.

        "It's somewhere in this house."  Maria laughed.  "Have a merry

hunt."

        With that, she vanished, taking Travis with her.  Brooklyn roared,

and kicked a table across the room.

        "That...that..." he began. 

        "Brooklyn..." Hawthorne frowned, and she collapsed. 

        Brooklyn gasped.  "No...oh no..."  he muttered.  He and Ophelia

grabbed her, and laid her on the couch.

        "Hawthorne..."  he frowned, worridly, holding her hand.

        She opened her eyes.  "I'm not feeling too well."

        What an understatement, he thought.  He began to brush back her

hair.  "It'll be all right.  We'll find that antidote."

        Angela stood up.  "We should split up to try to find it.  Ophelia,

Lex, you come with me and look around upstairs.  Broadway and Carbonear

will look downstairs.  Brooklyn, do you want to stay here?"

        Brooklyn nodded.  "Yeah.  Just to look out for her."

        Whitbourne looked up.  "I can probably help.  I just has to stay

off of my foot."

        Broadway nodded.  "You come with us and look around downstairs.  We

should be back soon, Hawth.  It's not a big house."

        Whitbourne grimaced with each step as he, Broadway and Carbonear

walked over to the kitchen.  Angela, Ophelia and Lexington went upstairs.

        Brooklyn watched them go, and sighed bitterly.  Frowning, he turned

to Hawthorne.  She lay on the couch, her normally teal cheeks paling .  A

single tear rolled down his cheek.

        "I love you."  he muttered.  He leaned over, and kissed her. 

"Whatever happens, remember that I love you."

        Hawthorne smiled.  "I love you, too."  she stated weakly.  She

closed her eyes, slipping off into a fitful sleep.

***************************************************************************

***************

Ten Minutes Later

        Broadway frowned, and emptied the silverware tray.  The clang of

falling spoons echoed throughout the dining room.

        "It's hopeless!"  Whitbourne cried, tossing the knick-knack shelf

away.  "Whoever owned this house before those two came weren't after

cleaning the place regularly."

        "This entire trap they set was a mindgame."  Broadway scowled. 

"They were probably planning on something like this all along."

        Carbonear sighed, and began rummaging through the china cabinet.  A

porcelain sugar bowl toppled, fell to the floor, and shattered.

        Carbonear winced.  She bent down, and started to pick the fragments

up.  Suddenly, a glint of green caught her eye.

        "I found it!"  she cried, picking the bottle out of the wreckage. 

"I..."

        She frowned, and inspected the bottle closely.

        "What's wrong?"  Broadway asked.

        Carbonear showed him the bottle.  Broadway glanced, and closed his

eyes.

        His voice sounded bitter, full of defeat.  "We'd better tell

Brooklyn and Hawthorne."

***************************************************************************

***************

        Lexington, Angela and Ophelia came down the stairs sadly.

        "Did you find it?"  Brooklyn asked, hopefully.  Angela shook her

head.

        "We looked everywhere.  It just wasn't there."  Lexington sighed.

        At that moment, the door to the dining room opened.  Whitbourne

hobbled out, Broadway and Carbonear following.  Broadway was holding the

green bottle.

        "The antidote!"  Ophelia cried.  Brooklyn jumped up, and ran to

Broadway.  He took the bottle.

        Frowning, he shook it.  "Broadway...this thing's empty."

        Broadway nodded.  "There never was an antidote, Brooklyn.  The

Servants fooled us. It was all another game.  We've lost."

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

*********************************************

Chapter Four

                Wonderful Tonight

        Brooklyn felt a numb sensation come over him.  "Never was an

antidote..."

        Carbonear nodded.  "I'm sorry."

        "But if there's no antidote, then she'll die.  The prophecy will be

lost...and Silhouette wins by default."  Ophelia replied, stunned.  "We

can't do anything to save her?"

        Angela felt a tear roll down.  "I think...I think we've done all we

could."

        Brooklyn closed his eyes, and an expression of pain crossed his

face.  He slowly crushed the bottle in his fist.

        "I'm not going to just let her die."  he stated.  "I'm not."

        "What more can we do for her?"  Lexington asked sadly.  "If there

isn't an antidote..."

        "...then we'll have to improvise."  Brooklyn growled, his eyes

flaring.  The face of pain was replaced with one of resolve.  "Lex, look

around.  Try to find a basin or something."

        "A basin?  What for?"

        "Just do it."  Brooklyn snapped.  He got up, and ran for the

kitchen.

        Angela and Carbonear followed.  "What are ye after?"  Carbonear

asked.

        Brooklyn began opening cupboards.  "Find me some dish soap."  he

ordered.

        "Dish soap..."  Angela began.  "What are you doing?"

        "If we can't cure the poison, we have to eliminate it.  It's the

only chance she's got."  Brooklyn replied.

        Carbonear found a bottle of dish soap, and handed it to Brooklyn. 

"How this'll help, I don't know."  she stated.

        "Watch."  Brooklyn shot back.  He found a drinking glass, and

filled it with water.  Then, he dumped in a sizable amount of the dish

soap.  He stuck in one finger, and began to swirl it around.  The mixture

became an off green liquid.

        Brooklyn rushed out, back into the living room.  Lexington had

found a trash bucket, and had emptied it out on the floor.

        "It's the best I could do."  he informed Brooklyn.

        "Good enough.  Put it next to her head."

        Lexington did so, to the curious stares of the others.  Brooklyn

sat down next to Hawthorne.

        "Hawthorne,"  Brooklyn called.  "Hawth...you have to wake up."

        Hawthorne's eyes weakly fluttered open.  "Antidote?"  she asked.

        Brooklyn smiled.  "I hope.  Drink this."

        "What is that?"  Whitbourne asked.

        "Dish soap."  Angela replied.  "Brooklyn..."

        Hawthorne took the mixture, and drank it.  She sat back.

        Suddenly, she bolted forward, making funny noises, holding her

mouth shut.

        "She's going to throw up!"  Carbonear yelled, understanding.

        Brooklyn took the makeshift basin, and held it out.  Hawthorne

retched into it, made sick by the soap.

        Hopefully, she would eliminate most of the poison as well.

        She heaved again, noisily.  The gargoyles turned away, disgusted by

the sight.  Hawthorne retched one final time, and collapsed back on the

couch.

        Brooklyn disdainfully set the basin aside.  "Hawthorne, how do you

feel?"

        Hawthorne frowned.  "A little better, actually.  I don't feel like

I'm getting any worse."

        She smiled.  "I think it worked."

        Brooklyn laughed.  He reached down, and hugged her.

        "It worked!  It worked!"  Lexington yelled, happily.  The others

looked on in amazement, and sheer joy.

        "How did you think of that?"  Ophelia asked. 

        Brooklyn sniffed, tears of happiness rolling down unchecked.  "I,

uh, saw it on a TV show.  It was the best thing I could think of."

        "I still feel sick, but not as much as before."  Hawthorne noted.

        "Most of the poison's probably out of her system.  It'll all be

gone come sunrise."  Angela beamed. 

        Everyone was in the best spirits they'd been in since arriving in

Atlanta. They laughed, relieved that Hawthorne had pulled through, and that

the prophecy could proceed.

        The focus of the excitement watched with benign interest.  She knew

that the poison was mostly gone, and she knew that she would live. 

Hawthorne realized this the second she looked up and saw the wild

expression of hope in Brooklyn's eyes.  She then realized that Brooklyn

wasn't going to allow her to die...that he would have given up his own life

in order to save her.

        "Thank you, Brooklyn."  she whispered.

        Brooklyn looked surprised.  "You don't have to thank me."  he

sighed. 

        Lexington stood up.  "I hate to put a damper on this, but we should

probably get out of the house.  I don't like the idea of turning to stone

and then being smashed by a vindictive Servant of Twilight."

        Brooklyn sighed.  "You're right.  Can you glide?" he asked

Whitbourne.

        "It's my leg what's hurt, not my wing.  I should be all right."

        Brooklyn looked to Hawthorne.  "You probably aren't in any

condition to fly on your own.  I'll carry you."

        Hawthorne nodded.  "Where are we going?"

        The gargoyles looked at each other.  "The park where the Ring is. 

I think it's big enough that the Servants won't find us."  Angela pointed

out.

        "Is it that far off?"  Broadway asked, picking up a scrap of cloth

and looking at Whitbourne's leg.

        "No.  It's a few minutes away."  hawthorne replied.

        "It's probably the same as the one where Tybalt was keeping us." 

Broadway frowned.  "Is it really safe to go back there?"

        Lexington rolled his eyes.  "We aren't going to where Tybalt held

you.  It's a fairly big park."

        "Okay, I was just asking!"

        "Let's go, then.  The sun will be up soon."  Brooklyn decided.  He

gently picked up Hawthorne, and walked to the gaping hole where the door

once stood.  The others followed, climbing to the top of the house. 

Carbonear helped Whitbourne make the ascent.  Once they had all reached the

top, they soared off in the direction of the park.

        They choose a small stand of trees to shelter in once they landed. 

There they waited for the dawn, hoping that the trees would be enough

shelter during the day.

        At a quarter to seven, the sky began to lighten.  Angela noticed

it, and smiled grimly.

        "The sun's about to rise."  she stated.

        Whitbourne grimaced, and pulled the shaft of wood from his leg. 

Instantly, it began to bleed again.  Broadway knelt down, taking the piece

of cloth, and pressed it on his leg.  The pressure began to slow the

bleeding.

        And then, the sun rose, and the gargoyles gratefully turned to

stone.

***************************************************************************

***************

Avalon

        Silhouette frowned, and looked through the mirror as the gargoyles

turned to stone.

        "We could just travel back and smash them."  Fox noted, as the

eight gargoyles petrified.

        "That's true."  Silhouette frowned, getting up.  "But...I have

another little surprise planned.

        The mirror changed, showing an image of a large tower.

        "The Space Needle?"  Fox frowned. 

        "That's where the fifth piece of the Ring is."  Silhouette

clarified.  "But I have a new plan.  One that involves no violence

whatsoever."

        "How do you plan on killing them this time?"  Brendan asked.

        "I don't."  Silhouette smiled.

        The Servants looked on in shock.

        Three shadowy columns billowed up from the floor, turning into the

images of Brooklyn, Broadway and Hawthorne.

        "When Ariel showed me the prophecy in New York City, I began to see

that some of the chosen ones would have some problems along the way.  The

Protector would frequently lose control of his power, the Leader would have

to go through an...identity crisis of sorts, and the Ringbearer would have

to make an ultimate sacrifice at the end.  But, from what I see, the Leader

and the Ringbearer know nothing of their...little problems."

        The images shifted a bit, to show Broadway's eyes flaring bright

white, Hawthorne turned to stone, and Brooklyn's eyes glowing black. 

Subverted.

        "Also, the Protector is painfully aware of his shortcoming, but

doesn't yet realize the extent to which it will take him."

        "How do you know all this?"  Maria frowned. 

        Silhouette raised a page of parchment.   "Several hours ago, a

Servant of Twilight in England brought me this...oh, what was his

name...Arthur Pendragon, I think...but this is the missing piece of the

prophecy.  It tells me all of this, along with an interesting tidbit about

the seventh."

        "The what?"

        "Did you know, that there were supposed to be seven members of the

company?"  Silhouette grinned.  "Ariel and the Six don't.  So, before this

one plays her part, I want one of you to go and eliminate her."

        "I'll do it." came a voice from the shadows.

        The Servants turned around.  Elisa Maza stepped out from the

shadows, and stood before Silhouette.

        "Since you refuse on telling Hudson and I why we were called here,

I want to take part in this."  Elisa frowned.  "Why you said it was so

urgent, and kept us waiting for a couple of hours, I'll never know.

        "I had another purpose in mind for you, child."  Silhouette

frowned.  "But..."

        She turned.  "Fox, I want you to take care of the seventh.  Ms.

Maza and I have some arrangements to plan.  Is the gargoyle still with

you?"

        Elisa nodded.  "Hudson's here, confused as I am."

        "Excellent.  The two of you will help me along in this plan.  I

have a feeling that they'd more readily trust you than Mrs. Xanatos.  No

offense, Fox."

        "None taken."  Fox replied.

        Silhouette smiled.  "Before the night is over, those three will

have been made painfully aware of the price they must pay for facing me."

***************************************************************************

***************

Piedmont Park, Atlanta, Georgia.

November 4, 1996

        When the sun set, twelve hours later, the gargoyles awoke, roaring

into the night.  No Servants had attacked while they had slept.

        Whitbourne touched his leg, which was totally healed.  He stood up,

shifting his weight onto it, and smiled.

        "Good as new."  he stated.

        Hawthorne stood up, all effects of the poison worn off.  She

streched, and smiled as Brooklyn took her hand.

        "Feeling any better?"  he asked innocently.

        "Much better, thank you."  Hawthorne grinned.  "Thanks TO you."

        Brooklyn blushed.

        Lexington yawned, and smiled.  "So, now that everyone's all right

again, what do we do?"

        "We find the ring, and get out of here."  Angela exclaimed.

        "What about those two?"  Ophelia asked, pointing to Whitbourne and

Carbonear.

        Brooklyn frowned.  "It might not be safe to go back to

Newfoundland.  If Bonavista and Woodstock were subverted, then most of your

human friends probably were, too."

        "And we can't take you with us."  Lexington reiterated.  "Much as

we'd like to, the spell must be designed for six people.  If I take you

again, I might kill myself."

        Carbonear frowned.  "So...you're suggesting we stay here."

        "It would only be for a day or so.  By then, we'll have battled

Silhouette.  If we win, it'll be safe for you at home.  We can get Xanatos

to send you back to Newfoundland.  If we lose..."

        "Then it won't matter much, will it."  Whitbourne added glumly.

        "Not for you.  But Carbonear...she might be the same as us." 

Lexington pointed out.  "She can't be subverted, either."

        "What?"  Brooklyn exhaled.  "You can't?"

        Carbonear shook her head.  "I don't know why."

        Broadway frowned.  "That could mean that some people are naturally

immune." 

        Ophelia shook her head.  "I knew she couldn't be subverted either. 

Maybe..."

        "Maybe what?"  Angela asked.

        "Nothing."  Ophelia frowned.

        Brooklyn sighed.  "Regardless, it sounds like the best plan."

        Carbonear sighed.  "I know, but...still..."

        She leaned forward.  "You be careful."  she told Brooklyn. 

        "I will."  Brooklyn promised.  He took her hand, and looked deep

into her eyes.

        For one, brief moment, he began to understand what she was talking

about.  It was there...an almost tangible feeling of togetherness, of

belonging.  Something in his mind told him that he and Carbonear

were...cosmically connected somehow.  That some greater force meant for

them to be together.  It wasn't anything his mind could comprehend...but

Brooklyn found himself wondering that, had it been different circumstances,

if he had never known Hawthorne, would he have fallen desparately in love

with Carbonear?  Something told him yes, something urged him on...

        Blinking, he tore himself away.  "I promise."  he repeated.

        The couple hugged, and looked away.  Carbonear and Whitbourne began

circulating, making their goodbyes.  Ophelia and Carbonear gave each other

a warm embrace.  Lexington and Broadway eagerly gave Whitbourne their

goodbyes.  Soon, everyone had given their adieus.

        Whitbourne looked to Brooklyn.  "They don't know, do they."  he

whispered.

        Brooklyn shook his head.  "I don't have to tell them..."

        "Yes, ye does.  If they don't find out about my part in

Newfoundland, then they'll go on blaming Woodstock for something he wasn't

alone in doing.  This way, they'll be able to forgive us both together. 

Still, it's probably best that ye tells them after ye finishes with

Silhouette."

        Brooklyn nodded.  "I wasn't exactly rational when I was mad at you. 

They'll probably be the same.  But if you really want me to..."

        "I do.  They deserves to know.  And Woodstock doesn't deserve to

live with their hate."

        Brooklyn smiled.  "I guess this is goodbye."

        Whitbourne grinned.  "More like 'so long'."

        Brooklyn and Whitbourne shook hands.  The Leader turned to

Hawthorne.

        "Now where did you say the Ring was to?"  he asked.  Whitbourne and

Carbonear smiled.

***************************************************************************

***************

        "In the lake?"  Broadway frowned.  He dipped his foot into the

chilly water.

        Hawthorne frowned.  "You can still see it, a bit."

        The glint of the Ring was visible from the surface.  It was lying

on the bottom, looking rather undisturbed.

        "So, who's going to go and get it?"  Brooklyn asked.

        Ophelia stepped forward.  "I'll go.  I swam all the time back

home."

        "She did, too.  Her nickname was 'The Fish'."  Angela smiled.

        Ophelia grinned, and stepped into the pond.  When the water reached

her waist, she took a deep breath, and plunged in.

        The pond wasn't very deep...the ring was only about ten feet down. 

It took Ophelia seconds to retrieve it, and resurface.

        She waded ashore, and handed the piece of the ring to Hawthorne. 

The Ringbearer sighed, and took out the other half.  With a green spark,

the fourth piece attached.  The Ring was now two-thirds complete.

        "The fifth piece is in Seattle."  Hawthorne reported.  "Close to

home."

        "For you, anyway."  Lexington smirked.  "Are we ready?"

        The others nodded.

        "Right.  Desflegrate, muri intervalia."  Lexington intoned.  The

ball of flame reappeared, and the six gargoyles vanished again.

***************************************************************************

***************

Seward Park, Seattle

November 4, 1996

        Anthony Richards frowned, and adjusted the strings on the guitar

again.  His girlfriend, Krista Garraty smiled at him, and zipped up her

coat.  They had decided to go outside so Anthony could practise his guitar. 

It was safe enough...there were very few Richmond Cases in Seattle.  No one

was recommending that people stay indoors, like in the other major cities

ike Los Angeles and New York.  Maybe Seattle was just lucky...

        "Guitar troubles?"  Krista asked, innocently.

        Anthony glowered at her.  "Har de har har.  I don't know what's

wrong with this string.  It doesn't seem to want to tighten up."  He turned

the knob again, and his mood improved.  "There we go."

        He took up the guitar pick, and strummed one chord. 

        "Much better.  Why do you always insist on practising outside?" 

Krista asked.

        Anthony looked up.  "Well, if I want to be good, then I have to

practise.  And you know me, I like being outdoors.  You aren't cold, are

you?"

        "No.  Not cold.  It's just a little chilly.  But it'll be dark in a

couple of hours.  Can we go somewhere then?"

        Anthony leaned over, and kissed her.  "I've got somewhere big

planned for us.  How does dinner at Le Chateau Puget sound?"

        "Of course!"  Krista smiled.  She leaned forward...but then a glint

of light caught her eye.

        "What was that?"  she asked.

        "What was what?"

        "I just saw...a flash of light...almost like a fire or something."

        Anthony stood up.  "I don't see anything."

        Krista got up, and ran in the direction of the flames.

        Anthony cautiously walked behind her.  When he caught up to her,

she was staring curiously at six statues of some sort of monster.

        "You came all this way for lawn sculpture?"  Anthony frowned.

        Krista leaned up against one.  "You know, I've been coming to

Seward Park ever since I moved to Seattle, and I've never noticed these

statues before."

        Anthony shrugged, and looked towards the sun, beginning its descent

in the west.

        "Well, now that you've seen the art in Seward Park, do you mind if

I practise for a bit?"

        "Go ahead."  Krista smiled, walking over to Anthony.  The couple

began to walk away, back to where they originally were.

        "I think I'm in a Clapton mood tonight."  Anthony smirked.  As the

two walked away, the sun began to dance on the gargoyles' stone forms.

***************************************************************************

***************

Three Hours Later

        The sun set, sinking below the Pacific horizon.  The gargoyles

awoke, crashing out of the stone chrysalis, roaring frightfully into the

night.

        "What happened?"  Ophelia asked, glancing at the still red sky. 

"The last I remember, the sun had already set."

        "Time zones."  Broadway frowned.  "It happened to us before, when

we went looking for Hawthorne."

        Hawthorne turned at the mention of her name.  "Well, this must be

Seattle."

        Lexington glanced around.  "Do you know where the Ring is?"

        "It's in a huge tower.  Awfully funny shape, though."  Hawthorne

explained.

        Angela was about to say something, when her stomach growled, rather

loudly.  The others looked at her, and burst out laughing.

        "I can't help it."  she protested.

        Brooklyn stopped laughing.  "That reminds me, though, we haven't

eaten in a while."

        "Not since Nanaimo, if you don't count the beer."  Broadway smiled.

        "Still, do we have any way of getting anything?"  Angela frowned. 

Her ears suddenly perked up.  "What's that noise?"

        The others listened intently.  "It's a guitar."  Hawthorne frowned. 

"And somebody's singing along."

        "Once I lived the life of a millionaire,

         Spent all my money, didn't have any care.

         Took all my friends out for a mighty good time.

         We bought bootleg liquor, champagne and wine."

        Ophelia shrugged.  "Oh well.  But where are we going to find

something to eat?"

        "How about there?"  Broadway pointed.

        The others followed his gaze.  There was a sign nearby, advertising

that the park had a snack stand within walking distance.

        "That's the where solved.  But how?"  Brooklyn asked.

        "Ophelia could..."  Lexington began.  She sighed, and stepped

forward. 

        "Use an illusion.  That would probably work." 

        "I'll go, too."  Lexington offered.  "Just to help her carry the

stuff.  What does everyone want?"

        "Just make it hot dogs."  Broadway suggested.  "And get something

to drink.  How about...Pepsi?"

        "Coke."  Brooklyn shook his head.

        "What's wrong with Pepsi?"

        "It's disgusting.  Get Coke."

        Lexington sighed, and nodded.  "Coke it is." 

        "Just like Las Vegas."  Hawthorne told Ophelia.  She nodded, and

closed her eyes.  Lexington and Ophelia took on the appearence of human

once more.

        "How am I going to pay for this?"  Lexington asked, patting his

pocket.

        "Illusion of money."  Brooklyn offered.

        "I don't know what human money looks like!"  Ophelia hissed,

annoyed.  "This whole plan is flawed."

        "Uh...come to think of it, none of us do, either."  Broadway

frowned.  "I saw it on TV, just enough to know that it's green."

        "Well, we could try paying with Canadian money."  Hawthorne

offered.  She frowned, fished in her pocket, and came up with several

pieces of paper and coins.

        "That looks like Monopoly money."  Broadway told her.  She shot him

a withering glance.

        "You carry money?"  Brooklyn asked.

        "It comes in handy."  Hawthorne smiled.  She counted it out. 

"That's eleven dollars and eighty cents, there."  She handed the money to

Lexington.

        "Okay.  We'll be back in a few minutes."  Lexington sighed.  He and

Ophelia began to walk away.

        "When you get back on your feet again,

         Everybody wants to be your long, lost friend.

         I said it's strange, without any doubt,

         Nobody knows you when you're down and out."

        "What is that guy singing?"  Angela asked.

        Hawthorne listened.  "Eric Clapton."  she identified.  "Nobody

Knows You When You're Down And Out."

        "Ain't that the truth."  Brooklyn smiled.  "What do you think,

Broadway, would anyone recognize us if they saw us right now?"

        "I don't know.  But isn't it strange, without any doubt..."

        "...nobody knows you, when you're down and out!"  the four of them

sang.  They burst out laughing again.

        "At least we're all in better moods."  Hawthorne sighed.  "I feel a

lot better, anyway."

        Brooklyn stepped forward.  "When Lex and Ophelia come back with the

food, we'll leave to get the ring."  He sat down.  "That guy's pretty

good."

        Almost on cue, the unseen musician went into a guitar solo.  It was

cut short, though, as someone else broke in.

        "Well, are we going to dinner now?"  the newcomer asked.  Her voice

was muffled by the distance, but still audible.

        "Just one more song."  the guitarist asserted.  "OUR song."

***************************************************************************

***************

        "Can I help you?"  the person at the snack counter asked, eyeing

the Canadian money disdainfully. 

        "Uh...six hot dogs, please.  And six small Pepsi."

        The attendant frowned.  "I turned the steamer off.  You'll have to

wait a few minutes for them to cook."

        "That's okay."  Lexington sighed.  The attendant turned, and threw

six weiners into the steamer.

        "What is a hot dog, anyway?"  Ophelia asked, quietly.

        "It's a weiner in a bun.  With ketchup and that."

        Ophelia stared blankly.

        "Uh...meat...in a type of bread...with tomato sauce."  Lexington

tried again.  That explanation went a little better.

        "All right.  What kind of meat?"

        Lexington thought for a second.  "I'm not really sure."  he

admitted.  "It has something to do with pigs..."

        "You don't know what it is, and yet you eat it?"

        Lexington shrugged.  "They taste good."

        "And what's a Coke?"

        "You're full of questions tonight, aren't you?"

        The pair settled down, sitting at a nearby picnic table.  The

guitarist was still audible, but had decided to stop for a second.

        "It's a beautiful night." Ophelia sighed.  "Better than Atlanta,

with all the rain."

        "Yeah.  Especially since I had to sit out in it for a couple of

hours."  Lexington chuckled.  "What a mess that was."

        He sighed.  "Are you nervous?"

        "About what?  The hot dog?"

        "No...about Silhouette.  I mean...it's obvious that this subversion

sickness hasn't reached Seattle yet, from the looks of things, but I'm

worried about what's happening in New York, where all my friends are.  And

I'm nervous about having to fight Silhouette.  Maybe tonight.  At the

latest, tomorrow."

        "Tonight?"

        "We've only got two pieces left to find."

        Ophelia frowned.  "That's right.  I kind of drove that out of my

mind."

        The guitarist started up again.  But the song was much different

than the one he'd been playing before.

        "It's late in the evening, she's choosing her clothes to wear,

         She puts on her make-up, and brushes her long blonde hair,

         And then she asks me, 'Do I look all right?'

        And I say 'Yes, you look wonderful tonight.' "

        "What song is that?"  Ophelia asked.

        "Wonderful Tonight."  Lexington sighed.  "About a husband,

marvelling at how wonderful his wife is, and at the love the two of them

have for each other."  He looked at Ophelia.  She looks pretty wonderful

tonight, he thought.  Too bad I can't have her.

        "It's a lovely song."  Ophelia stated.  "Back on Avalon, Princess

Katherine used to play ballads on her flute.  This kind of reminds me of

that."

        Lexington seemed sad all of a sudden.

        "What's wrong?"  Ophelia asked.

        He looked up.  "I don't think there's any point in saying.  You'll

just tell me the same thing you've been telling me since Las Vegas.  That

you don't feel that way about me."

        Ophelia sat back.  "This again."

        "I can't help it!  Maybe it did all start with a misunderstanding,

with me taking your advice the wrong way.  But...I don't know.  A part of

me's starting to feel like I'm really in love with you, and I don't know

what to make of it.  Should I keep trying to win you over, hoping for an

impossible dream?  Or should I just give you up, and resign to being alone

all my life?"

        Ophelia felt a sudden surge of sympathy.  "Lexington..."  she

began, "I'm flattered that you like me, and I think you're a very nice

person.  But...it wouldn't work out."

        "Why not?"

        "Because...first of all, we're too different.  I'm from Avalon, and

you're from the real world.  We lead two separate lives."

        "That didn't seem to stop Angela and Broadway."

        "That's different.  Angela chose to leave Avalon, and join an

odyssey, knowing that she probably wouldn't ever return for good. 

But...once this is over, I'm going back to Avalon.  If we were to become

involved, then either I'd have to stay, or you'd have to leave.  It's not

fair for either of us to ask the other to make that sacrifice."

        "I see."  Lexington sighed bitterly.  "Is that the only reason?"

        Ophelia thought.  "No.  I mean...I can't cut it up into reasons for

you.  I just don't feel it's right.  And I don't want to hurt you.  If we

were to become mates, then face it, you'd always have this nagging doubt

that I didn't love you."

        "You're losing the illusion."  Lexington noted casually.

        Ophelia frowned, and concentrated.  The image of humanity

strengthened.  "Anyway, do you understand what I'm saying?  Lex...I really

like you, but it would just hurt both of us if we were to go further than

where we are."

        The unfairness of life came crashing down on Lexington, and he

sighed bitterly.  "Okay.  Fine.  Well, thanks for the gentle putdown...but

that's all it really amounts to, isn't it?  All that could have been boiled

down into 'I'm sorry, but no.'  Thanks for being so brutally honest."

        He got up.  "Thank you for your time, Ophelia."  he stated coldly. 

He began to walk away.

        "Lex, wait!"  she called.  He didn't turn, but merely walked to the

snack bar and began waiting there.

        Ophelia sighed, and began to stare at the ground.

***************************************************************************

***************

        "We go to the party, and everyone turns to see,

         This beautiful lady, who's walking around with me,

         And then she asks me, 'Do you feel all right?'

         And I say 'Yes, I feel wonderful tonight.' "

        "What's wrong, Broadway?"  Angela asked, listening to the

guitarist's song.  She and Broadway were alone, now.  Brooklyn and

Hawthorne, sensing the need for them to have some privacy, had moved away.

        Broadway sighed, and took Angela's hand.  "Nothing's wrong."  he

replied, unconvincingly.

        She gave him a wry smile.  "How many times have you told me that,

and something's bothering you?"

        He sat up.  "I'm still bothered by this power thing.  I mean, I

knew it was hard for me to control, but this time I actually crossed the

line.  I could have seriously hurt Lex."

        She frowned.  "I wish I knew what to say to you, to make it all

better, but I don't."

        Broadway's face changed, for a second, becoming one of faint

amusement.  "I think you already covered that."

        "What?"

        "Remember what you said, and did, after you brought me back?  The

kiss?"

        "Oh."  Angela smiled.  "That."

        "It was funny.  I probably would have felt a lot worse...you know,

like I acted on that beach after we escaped from Avalon.  But that kiss,

and what you said to me, that made it all feel better.  Like a silver

lining."

        Quite suddenly, she leaned over and kissed him again.  Broadway was

startled at first, but then he began to return the favor.  The two of them

regretfully parted.

        "Yes."  Broadway grinned foolishly.  "That does make it all feel a

little bit better."

        Angela smiled.  "I thought it might."

        Broadway sighed.  "When this is all over...this business with the

Ring, and Silhouette...what's going to happen between us?  I mean, it's

obvious we both love each other..."

        Angela seemed to consider it.  "Well, if we beat Silhouette...and

I'm hoping we will...then we'll have to take it as it comes, I suppose. 

But you're right...we both love each other.  And that's enough, I think. 

We'll find something."

        "What am I going to tell Goliath?"  Broadway asked.  "I mean, he

recognizes you as his daughter...so does that mean I'm his son-in-law?"

        "Well, if we were to...you know, become mates, then I suppose you

could think of it that way.  Why?  Is that what you think we should do? 

Become mates?"

        Broadway grinned foolishly again.  "Well..."

        Angela grinned slyly.  "You fox."  she accused him.  She pushed him

over, and he flopped in the grass.

        "I take it this means yes."  Broadway sighed dreamily.

        "Yes."  Angela replied, clasping his hand.  She laid down next to

him, and held his cheek.  "It does."

        "Well, if we're going to to this, we have to do it right." 

Broadway asserted, and he stood up.  "Come on."

        "What are you doing?"  Angela asked as Broadway pulled her up.

        "Making this official."  Broadway replied.  Without a word, he

spread out his wings, and enfolded her.  She laughed in delight, her

laughter sounding musical in the night air.

        "Angela, I've loved you from the first moment I laid eyes on you. 

And now that we're about to become bonded for life, I ask of you this

simple question.  Angela, of Clan Manhattan, will you have me as your

bonded mate, forever?"  he asked, his words sounding simple yet eloquent at

the same time.  The gravity of what he was saying suddenly struck Angela. 

She looked into his eyes, and found that all hints of laughter were gone. 

A solemn seriousness was his only expression...but his eyes twinkled in

anticipation and hope.

        Angela smiled, and a tear came to her eye.  "Yes."  she replied. 

"Yes, I will."

        Broadway's eyes widened, and he grasped his mate in a huge bear

hug.  He laughed, and twirled her around.

        "This is the happiest moment of my life!"  he cried.  Angela

laughed, and hugged him.  They stopped twirling, and sat back down.

        Saying nothing, they simply stared at each other's eyes, marveling.

***************************************************************************

***************

        "I feel wonderful, because I see the love-light in your eyes.

         And the wonder of it all is that you just don't realize

         How much I love you."

        Brooklyn nodded, and sighed.  He stared at Hawthorne, who was

sitting, grasping her knees.

        "What are you looking at?"  Hawthorne smiled, noticing him.

        Brooklyn looked skyward.  "Nothing?"

        "Aha.  So that's what I am, is it?"

        Brooklyn smiled.  "That's all.  Just a great big cipher."

        Hawthorne chuckled, and moved a little closer. Her expression

became a little more serious.  "She loved you, you know."

        "Who?"

        "Carbonear.  I could see it in her eyes."

        Brooklyn sighed.  "I know.  She told me."    He settled forward. 

"The wierd thing was, at the last minute, I could understand what she was

talking about.  She said that she felt something between us, that we were

meant to be together.  And when I looked into her eyes, I could feel...some

kind of bond.  Not necessarily love, but something special.  But still,

even though she was beautiful, and sweet, and everything that a guy could

want...all I could think of when I looked at her was how much I loved you."

        Hawthorne blushed.  "Thank you."  she muttered.

        Brooklyn leaned a little closer.  "Well, I know SHE loved me.  But

what about you?"

        Hawthorne's face twisted.  "Brooklyn..."

        He looked a little closer.  She had blurted it out while she lay

poisoned on the couch in Atlanta.  But that might not have been quite true. 

More than ever, he was suddenly struck with the need to know.

        "Just tell me."

        She looked away.  "I'm...not sure..."

        Brooklyn's face fell.

        "...how to say this."  Hawthorne finished.  She sighed.  "You know

how highly I think of you.  I'm just not quite sure what to think."  she

admitted.

        "The answer is no, isn't it."  Brooklyn sighed.

        Hawthorne closed her eyes.  "No, it isn't."

        Brooklyn raised an eyebrow.  "Are you saying..."

        She opened her eyes, and looked directly at him.  "Yes.  I'm saying

I think I love you."

        Brooklyn felt a slow widening grin on his face.  He let out one

nervous laugh.  "Oh my God."  he breathed.

        Hawthorne shrugged.  Brooklyn leaned forward, watching her do the

same.  He felt their lips brush, felt their hands clasp, and he realized

that this was really happening, and wasn't just a happy dream.

        Suddenly, Hawthorne cried out, and drew back.  She put a hand to

her eye, and started laughing.

        "What?"  asked Brooklyn, anxiously.

        She pointed to his beak.  "That beak of yours just poked me in the

eye, that's what."

        She burst out laughing, and Brooklyn, frowning, patted his beak.

        "There's nothing wrong with my mouth."  Brooklyn pouted.  "I'm just

not used to kissing with it."

        He looked slyly at her.  "Of course, with a little practise..."

        She smiled.  Brooklyn kissed her, careful to keep his beak out of

her eyes.

        They parted, and Hawthorne frowned.  Then, quite suddenly and

deliberately, she grabbed his neck, and pulled him back.  They kissed

again, Brooklyn's surprise etched all over his face.  They kissed for what

seemed like forever.  When time began moving again, Brooklyn sighed

regretfully.

        "I guess that's a clear way of putting it."  he smiled.  Hawthorne

laughed, and took his hand.

        "I was just wondering how I should put my feelings into words. 

Then I realized that I don't have to, since you'd probably understand

anyway." 

        "I understood THAT."  Brooklyn smirked.  "So, then, it's happened. 

We've gone on to the next step."

        "I guess so."

        "So, then..."

        "So..."

        They sat there in silence.

        "Immortal beloved."  Brooklyn muttered.

        "What?"

        "Immortal beloved.  I was thinking that that would be my

little...you know, my little romantic name for you.  Like, you know, angel

of the night, or something."  He frowned, remembering the connotations with

that name.

        "Immortal beloved.  Waxing poetic tonight, are we?"

        Brooklyn smiled.  "What would you rather have me call you?  Yo

baby?"

        "Ugh.  Immortal beloved's fine, thanks."  Hawthorne made a face. 

"Actually, I really like it."

        Brooklyn grinned.  "I was hoping you would."

        "It makes me sound...elegant."

        "You already are."  Brooklyn assured her.  "You already are."

        "It's time to go home now, and I've got an aching head,

         So I give her the car keys, and she helps me to bed.

         And then I tell her, as I turn out the light.

         I say 'My darling, you were wonderful tonight.' "

        Brooklyn kissed her.  "And you were."

        "I was what?"

        "Wonderful tonight, my immortal beloved."  Brooklyn smiled. 

"Wonderful tonight."

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

*********************************************

Chapter Five

                The Mirror Maze

        Lexington and Ophelia returned with the food about five minutes

later.  By that time, the guitarist and his girlfriend had left, and

Brooklyn had bemoaned the fact that no seranade would accompany their meal. 

Broadway and Angela knew about Brooklyn and Hawthorne's situation, and vice

versa, but Brooklyn and Hawthorne had expressed some surprise that the pair

were mates in the traditional sense of the word.

        "Who would have pictured it?"  Brooklyn joked.  "Out of the three

of us, you were the first of the Terrible Trio to find a mate."

        Lexington dropped his cup of Coca-Cola.  Ophelia, startled, let the

illusion drop.

        "MATE?"  Lexington asked incredulously.  Broadway and Angela

happily nodded.

        Ophelia beamed.  "Angela, that's wonderful!"  she cried, running to

her rookery sister.  They hugged, and laughed.

        Lexington walked up to Broadway.  "I...I don't know what to say. 

Congratulations."

        Broadway smiled.  "That about sums it up." 

        Lexington salvaged the cup of pop.  There was surprisingly little

spillage...the cover had been on securely.  Lexington and Ophelia handed

out the food, which the others tore into hungrily.

        Hawthorne noticed Lexington's hurt expression.  "What's wrong?"

        "Nothing."  Lexington replied sullenly.

        Hawthorne frowned.  "Lex..."

        "Nothing's wrong."  Lexington insisted.  Hawthorne turned to

Ophelia, who was looking at Lexington sadly.

        She felt Brooklyn's hand on her arm.  She turned, and saw him

shaking his head.

        "Let it be."  he told her quietly.

        When they had finished, they dumped their trash in a nearby bin. 

Everyone then turned, staring at Hawthorne expectantly.

        "The fifth piece is in that funny looking tower.  I'm...I think

it's the Space Needle."  she explained, guessing what they wanted.

        The others turned to the Seattle skyline.  The Space Needle wasn't

visible.

        "We'll just have to look for it."  Angela sighed.  She walked to a

tree, and began to climb up.  The others followed suit, soaring off from

one of the limbs.  Finding suitable updrafts, they soared away, off to

downtown Seattle.

***************************************************************************

***************

The Space Needle

        The gargoyles landed at the top of the unusual structure, looking

down at the city below.

        "What an odd building."  Ophelia marvelled.  She peered over the

side.

        Hawthorne's brow creased.  "The ring is inside."  she muttered. 

"In one of the maintenance rooms at the bottom."

        Lexington looked around.  "There's a maintenance door."  he

pointed.  "It probably leads relatively near where we want to go."

        The others shrugged.  "Let's go, then."  Brooklyn decided.  The six

gargoyles headed for the door.

        They entered, finding a staircase.  Cautiously, expecting a trap,

they worked their way downwards.  Once, a custodian nearly caught them, but

Ophelia made them invisible, and the janitor walked by, unaware of the

creatures in his stairwell.

        Finally, they came to the lower levels of the building. There were

windows lining one side of the stairwell, and the lights of Seattle peered

in at them. 

        "There's a door there."  Broadway exclaimed.  "Should we go in?"

        Brooklyn walked forward to investigate.  As he got there, he

stopped.

        "What in the..."  he mumbled, an expression of curiousity on his

face.  The others glanced at each other, and walked to the door.

        There was a sign on it. 

        "Leader, Ringbearer, Protector only, all others access denied?" 

Angela frowned, reading it.

        "It's a trap."  Lexington scowled.

        "But why?"  Hawthorne asked.  "There's no room there.  This door

would only lead outside.  And the Ring's not even near here."

        Brooklyn rubbed his chin thoughtfully.  "And why would it only be

directed at Hawthorne, Broadway and me?"

        Ophelia turned the handle on the door.  It wouldn't budge.

        "It's stuck, anyway."

        "Let me try."  Broadway frowned.  He turned the doorknob.  The door

slowly opened.  But instead of empty space leading outside, there was

instead a hallway lined with mirrors.

        "That makes no sense!"  Lexington protested.  He moved to the

nearest window.  "Past this wall is outside!  And there's no additions on

this building!"

        "Is it an illusion?"  Brooklyn asked Angela.  She shook her head

no.

        Tentatively, Hawthorne took a step forward.  She stepped on the

floor of the tunnel, her claws clicking on the polished marble surface.

        "It feels real."  she frowned, reaching out to touch a wall.

        "Should we go in?"  Broadway asked again.

        Brooklyn frowned.  "I don't know.  Someone obviously wants us to go

inside."

        "What about us, though?"  Ophelia frowned.  "Should we go in too?"

        Brooklyn sighed.  "Well, I don't like the idea of the three of us

going in alone.  Lex, Ophelia, Angela, you come in with us, to watch for

trouble."

        Lexington nodded.  Brooklyn looked to Broadway and Hawthorne. 

"Let's go."  he stated.

        The three gargoyles began the walk in.  Images of them began to

dance upon the mirrors.

        Broadway was the third to enter.  The second his tail passed

through, the door slammed shut.  Lexington, Angela and Ophelia were shut

out of the hall of mirrors.

        "Hey!"  Lexington yelled.  He began twisting the doorknob.  It

wouldn't open.

        Angela and Ophelia tried, with similar results.

        "They're trapped inside!"  Angela cried.

        Lexington scowled, and dug his claws into the wood of the door.  He

tried to tear it out of its hinges, but it was securely fastened.

        Suddenly, the door vanished, being replaced by the wall they had

expected to see.

        "What is going on here?"  Ophelia asked, mystified.

***************************************************************************

***************

Avalon

        "We just walk through, and we're there?"  Elisa asked, frowning at

the door.  She opened it, and came face to face with a chamber full of

mirrors.

        "That's it.  The three vulnerable ones are in there already, on the

other side.  Go in, and exploit their weaknesses.  Like I showed you.  But

leave the Leader to me."  Silhouette grinned.

        Sighing, Elisa walked inside.  Hudson followed, looking confused. 

And Silhouette, her expression smug, entered last.

        The door vanished.

***************************************************************************

***************

Nowhere

        "What the..."  Broadway muttered as the door vanished.  In its

stead, a seemingly endless corridor, filled with mirrors as well, was

there.

        "Where are the others?"  Hawthorne asked, walking back to where the

door once was.  There was no wall there, or no sign that any door had ever

existed.

        "This isn't good."  Brooklyn scowled, looking in a mirror.  "We're

going to have to find a way out of here.  And I'm not exactly optimistic

about finding one."

        The three of them began to walk slowly through the hall of mirrors.

        Hawthorne glanced around nervously.  This is really disconcerting,

she thought.  All these mirrors give me the creeps.

        She turned around, and gasped.  "Look!"

        Brooklyn and Broadway turned around.  Blocking the way they had

come were three mirrors.  Each one had an image of either Brooklyn,

Hawthorne or Broadway...perfectly frozen, not responding to any movement

their counterparts made.

        "What is this?"  Broadway raised an eyebrow.  "That's no ordinary

mirror."

        Brooklyn waved his hand.  His reflection in the glass made no

movement.

        "Is it a mirror, or a picture?"  he asked.

        Hawthorne frowned.  "I don't like this."

        The mirrors vanished.  Brooklyn jumped back with a start.

        "What..."  he muttered.

        Suddenly, a disembodied voice seemed to come from nowhere.

        "Welcome, gargoyles.  As you may have guessed, this place is more

than it seems to be."

        Brooklyn frowned, trying to place the voice.  "She sounds..."

        Then, he blanched.  Elisa!

        "Broadway, that's..." 

        "Elisa, I know."  he replied, unhappily.  "She must have been

subverted."

        "Who is Elisa?"  Hawthorne asked.

        "A really close friend of ours.  If she's here, Silhouette must

have gotten to her."  Brooklyn growled.  His eyes lit up. 

        "Where are we?"  he yelled out, angry.

        "There's no real where, Brooklyn.  This place can be called many

things.  Oblivion, Surreality...but I like Nowhere.  It's a simple, yet apt

description.  Completely controlled by the magic of your friendly

neighbourhood Servants of Twilight.  Nothing in this place is as it seems." 

Elisa answered.  She was still not visible, but her voice seemed to come

from everywhere at the same time.

        "Elisa..."  Broadway yelled out.

        "Yes, Broadway?"  came the answer.

        "What happened?  How are you here?"

        Elisa laughed.  "The same way you are.  Through the doorway.  I

just happened to use the back door, that's all.  And the three of you are

welcome to search for it.  Though there's an unpleasant surprise waiting

for each of you."

        The three of them glanced warily at each other.  "What might that

be?"  Brooklyn asked.

        "The truth."

        Hawthorne frowned.  "The truth about what?"

        "Yourselves.  Have fun looking for the back door."  Elisa laughed. 

Then, her voice was gone.

        Brooklyn's hands had tightned into fists.  In a rage, he punched a

nearby mirror.  It shattered, revealing a new passageway.  He began to walk

into it.

        Hawthorne and Broadway followed.  Nervously, the three gargoyle

proceeded down the hall of mirrors. 

        "I can't believe Elisa was subverted."  Broadway muttered sadly.

        "I can't either.  But we can't let her distract us.  We have to

find some way out of here...wherever here is."  Brooklyn scowled.

        Hawthorne looked sideways.  With mirrors on either side of her, her

image seemed to be endlessly reflected, back and forth, travelling to

infinity.  She reached out to touch a pane of glass.  Suddenly, her talon

seemed to brush the glass, and pass right through it.

        She gasped in surprise, and plunged her arm into it.  Her forearm

vanished, up to her elbow.  Brooklyn looked back, and stared in surprise.

        Mesmerized, Hawthorne began to walk into the mirror. 

        "Hawthorne, no!"  Brooklyn cried.  To his horror, she slid through

the glass.  He and Broadway were totally alone in the maze.

        "Hawthorne!"  Brooklyn cried, despairingly.

        "What?"  she answered.

        Broadway raised an eyebrow.  "Where are you?"

        "On the other side of the mirror.  It's another passageway." 

Hawthorne replied from the other side of the glass.

        Broadway touched the mirror.  He didn't pass through.

        Brooklyn frowned, and punched the mirror.  It buckled, but held

fast.

        "Stay there.  We'll try and find you."  Broadway called.  He took

Brooklyn by the hand, and walked away.

        "What are you doing?  We can't leave her there!"  Brooklyn hissed. 

Broadway looked at him.

        "We can't play by our own rules, here, Brook.  This place isn't

exactly normal.  If we expect things to act normally, then we'll never get

out.  We have to play by the rules of this place.  We'll have a better

chance of finding her if we do."

        Brooklyn frowned.  "You're right.  I'm just...you know, confused. 

I'm not thinking straight lately."

        Broadway smiled.  "Since when do you ever?"

        "I'll ignore that.  Come on." 

        He raced down the hallway.  Broadway shrugged, and followed.  They

came to a turn in the maze, leading to the left.

        Brooklyn sprinted down the hallway.  Broadway turned to follow, but

suddenly a mirror slid out from the wall, blocking his path. 

        Broadway howled in frustration.  He banged on the mirror, to no

avail.  It wouldn't break.

        He spun around, to see that the junction he had left behind was

gone.  In it's stead stood another long hallway, identical to the one the

three had started out in.

        "Of course it's identical.  Everything looks the same in here

anyway."  Broadway muttered.  Sighing bitterly, he began trudging down the

hallway, searching for the promised back door.

***************************************************************************

***************

The Space Needle

        "What a revolting development."  Lexington sighed.  "It wasn't bad

enough we all got split up in Atlanta, it had to happen in Seattle, too."

        "It could be worse."  Ophelia shrugged.

        Angela looked up.  "How?" 

        "I don't know, but there's always a way it could be."

        The three gargoyles sighed.

        "We'll have to do something."  Angela muttered.  "Either find the

next piece of the Ring, or try to help Brooklyn, Broadway and Hawthorne."

        "I think we should try to help the others.  They're obviously in

trouble, and we need them anyway."  Lexington frowned. 

        "Is it possible the door might still be there?"  Ophelia asked. 

"Masked by an illusion?"

        Angela scowled, and concentrated.  "Wierd."  she muttered.

        "What is it?"  Lexington asked.

        "The doors not there...but there's something else.  Like there was

some kind of illusion, but it's not completely gone.  Half there, half

not."

        "So there's still a chance we could get in, or they could get out." 

Ophelia guessed.

        "I doubt we'd be able to get in.  But something in where they are

might be able to open the door to let them out."

        "Might.  I don't particularly want to take that chance."  Lexington

frowned.  He placed one hand on the spot where the door had been.  "It

feels like there's a tingling there, or something." 

        "So there's definitely something there.  But how can we open that

door again?"  Ophelia asked.

        They all glanced at each other...their expression clearly stating

that that was one question they didn't have an answer to.

***************************************************************************

***************

Nowhere

        It didn't take Brooklyn very long to realize that Broadway was no

longer with him.

        Glancing nervously, he turned around.  He was totally alone, his

reflection echoing endlessly throughout the mirrors.  He smiled grimly. 

His only companion was himself, reflected several trillion times.

        Sighing, Brooklyn turned around, and realized that he was

completely enclosed by mirrors.  Apparently, two looking glasses had slid

out, one behind, one in front, while he'd been gazing in the mirrors.

        There wasn't anything in front of me a second ago, he thought,

reaching out one talon to the mirror in front of him.  It brushed the glass

lightly, the sound of the tap echoing throughout the maze.

        Miserably, he sat down on the floor.  Now what was he to do?

        "Hawthorne!"  he yelled out.  There was no reply.

        Bitterly, he began to drum his talons on the floor.  The clacking

sound it made seemed to calm him down somewhat.

        Then, he realized one of his reflections was standing up, while he

sat down.

        "What..."  he began.

        Every single one of his reflections seemed to stand up of their own

volition, apparently deciding the laws of reflection no longer applied to

them.  Soon, the real Brooklyn was the only one sitting down.

        Nervously, he stood up.  Startled by what he was seeing, he glanced

around, searching for some way out he had missed.

        The reflections all turned inward, so some were facing to the left,

some to the right.  They began to walk towards the mirror directly in front

of him, until only one remained.  That Brooklyn stood perfectly still, it's

only movement the occasional blinking of its eyes.

        Brooklyn thought back.  What had Elisa said a few minutes ago? 

That this place was controlled by the Servants' magic.  Meaning that what

he was seeing was directly controlled by Silhouette.  Not an appealing

prospect, he thought.

        The lighting changed.  Where before, there had only been a whitish

light, seemingly distant, the lights took on a red hue, increasing the

dissonating effect.

        Brooklyn's mouth twisted.  The reflection's did not.

        Several seconds later, the reflection began to speak.

        "Hello, Brooklyn."  it said.

        Brooklyn's jaw dropped.  "What..."

        "I said hello."  The reflection crossed its arms, and grinned

sarcastically.  "Honestly, I thought you'd have at least heard that

greeting before."

        "What are you?"  Brooklyn asked. 

        "You.  I look like you, I talk like you, I even act like you. 

Ergo, I'm you.  Gives the expression 'talking to yourself' a whole separate

meeting, right?"

        Brooklyn put a hand to his head.  "This is really confusing."

        The reflection grinned impishly.  "Actually, that's not entirely

true, but it's close enough.  Think of me as a guide."

        "Guide to what?"

        "The past...the present...the future.  Many things.  Let's get

started, then, shall we?"

        The reflection pointed behind Brooklyn.  "Brooklyn, here is your

death!"

        Brooklyn gasped, thinking he was about to be killed.  A bright

light shone from behind him, and he spun around.  As the light died, he

could see one of the mirrors showing his death at Castle Wyvern.

        Brooklyn gasped as he watched himself be strangled, and collapse to

the ground.  Instead of progressing from that point, however, it lingered

on that image...his crumpled, lifeless body, laying on the castle stones.

        "That was..."

        The reflection sighed.  "When Ariel brought you back, though, there

was one thing he didn't know.  One thing nobody knew."

        The image shifted, to show Ariel raising him from the dead, to the

joy of his clan.  Brooklyn felt a faint smile come to his face.

        Then, it died.  "What was it he didn't know?"

        "It's not my place to say.  When the Lady comes, she'll explain it

all.  You'll finally know the truth." 

        Brooklyn raised an eyebrow.  "The Lady?"

        "You've met before, trust me.  It's a reunion the Lady is most

eagerly anticipating."

        The reflection smiled again, that infuriating, enigmatic smile. 

Brooklyn sighed, and turned back to the mirror which had played out the

scenes of his death and resurrection.  It was dark, now.

        He spun around, and realized that the talking reflection was gone. 

His normal reflections were back, echoing endlessly through the glass.

        Back where I started, Brooklyn thought.

        He heard a peculiar, liquidy sound coming from one of the mirrors. 

As he walked closer to investigate, the surface of it began to ripple, like

a lake in which stones were tossed.  Suddenly, someone stepped through the

mirror.

        Brooklyn's eyes widened, and his face nearly drained of all color. 

He began to tremble in fear.  Slowly, he started to back away, but he came

up against another mirror.  Panicking, he realized he could go no further.

        "Hello, Brooklyn."  Silhouette smiled.

***************************************************************************

***************

        Hawthorne frowned, and tapped impatiently at one of the walls. 

Brooklyn and Broadway had probably gotten lost in the maze, meaning she

would probably end up having to save all three of them.

        She smirked.  Figures that the girl would be the one to save the

day, she thought.

        She ran her talons along one mirror.  Three scratches came down,

leaving a sign that she'd been there.

        Suddenly, a thought came to her.  Grinning, she began scratching

the glass as she progressed down the hall, leaving arrows every so often to

indicate the direction she was proceeding in.  If either Brooklyn or

Broadway stumbled upon the trail they could easily find her.

        "Sometimes I'm so brilliant I startle myself."  Hawthorne laughed

aloud. 

        She turned around, and realized a flaw in her plan.  As she watch,

the mirrors realigned, eliminating the corridor she'd just passed through. 

Behind her was a wall of glass.

        Her heart sank.  She spun around, and realized she was blocked off

in front, as well.

        This isn't fair!  she screamed mentally.  Mazes were not supposed

to shift around as you walked through them!

        As she watched, another bizarre phenomenon occured.  Every single

one of her countless reflections suddenly winked out of existence, leaving

her alone in the enclosed space.  The lights deepened to a sort of purplish

color.  And, almost unbidden, a book appeared in one of the mirrors.  The

cover said it all.  "The Ringbearer's Prophecy", it said.

        Curious, Hawthorne stepped forward. 

        "Ahem."  someone cleared their throat behind her.

        Hawthorne spun around.  Standing there, in the mirror, was Ariel.

        "Ariel?"  she gasped.  "What are..."

        "I'm not exactly that puckish sprite."  the image corrected her. 

"Ariel, at the moment, is in England, searching for the missing page of the

prophecy.  He won't find it, though, since Silhouette already has it.  And

a great deal of it has to deal with you."

        "What are you?" Hawthorne asked, confused.

        "You could call me a great many things.  A reflection?  Not quite. 

If I was, I'd be reflecting you.  A spirit?  A little closer, but again,

not quite.  I guess you could call me a manifestation of the powers of this

place...a bit of the essence of Nowhere.  But there's no time for that. 

You have a lot to learn."

        The image of the book opened, showing a flowing script.  Somehow,

Hawthorne knew this was the prophecy that detailed the quest for the Ring.

        The pages flipped through.  The image shifted to show four lines,

in close up.

        "The last from the west, the ringbearer final, needed to restore

the balance of dark and light.  Grant her, therefore, the power of the

ring, needed to cast away endless night."  Hawthorne read aloud.  "That's

me, isn't it?"

        Ariel's image nodded.  "Taken directly from the prophecy itself. 

It describes you, Hawthorne, and what your powers do.  But that's not the

clincher.  This is."

        The image shifted again.  Another four lines were highlighted. 

Hawthorne read them in confusion.

        "The shadow demon's magic herself cannot harm them, until the ring

is whole once more.  Then, a battle to the end must be made, where a

sacrifice offered must last evermore."  Ariel's image read.  "What does it

mean, sacrifice?  I wonder..."

        Hawthorne frowned.  "You mean you don't know?"

        "Oh, I don't.  But I know someone who does.  She's a relatively new

recruit, but she's been briefed extensively on what this sacrifice means,

and what it bodes for you.  Not things you'll want to hear, I'm afraid."

        Hawthorne felt a growing dread rising in her stomach.  "Tell me." 

she whispered.

        The image changed again.  It showed Hawthorne, standing perfectly

still.  Suddenly, the reflection changed to stone.  The background clearly

indicated it was night.

        Hawthorne stared.  "What..."

        A mirror slid aside.  Out stepped a Servant of Twilight, smiling

grimly.  The images dissappeared, and Hawthorne and the woman were alone.

        "Who are you?"  Hawthorne asked.

        The woman smiled, and extended her hand.  "Hi."  she stated.  "I'm

Detective Elisa Maza, NYPD.  A friend of Brooklyn and Broadway's.  But

events have pushed me in a different role today, I'm afraid."

        She sighed, and crossed her arms.  "We have a lot to talk about,

you and I."

***************************************************************************

***************

        Broadway reached the end of the junction.  He allowed himself a

brief surge of joy, but it was cut short when he saw two hallways,

branching off in either direction.

        Groaning, he turned to the right, and began trudging along. 

        This is bad, he thought bitterly.  I could be wandering around

forever.

        He peered ahead, looking for some sign of a door.  What he got was

a dead end. 

        He was about to give up when he heard voices coming from the

cutoff.

        Raising a curious eyebrow, he walked slowly to the cul-de-sac, and

glanced aound.  The voices seemed to come from the mirrors.  There were

three in particular, from which the sound seemed to be the strongest.

        Broadway hesitated, then put one webbed ear aginst the glass of one

mirror.

        "I'm going to kill you, Tybalt."  it said.  "What's more, I'm going

to enjoy doing it."

        Broadway jumped back in shock.  That was him!

        He moved to another one, his curiousity having got the best of him. 

The mirror didn't disappoint, but it was Lexington's voice this time.

        "No, Broadway, listen.  You're losing control aga....ungh!"

        "Broadway, what are you doing?"  Ophelia called.

        He heard himself again.  "He was getting in the way." he responded

coldly.

        Broadway stepped back in horror.  Both mirrors had given a time

when he had lost control of his power.

        The third mirror was different.  It didn't echo the past.  Instead,

a very familiar voice...almost as familiar as his own...seemed to call out

to him.

        "Broadway..."  it beckoned.

        Broadway numbed.  "Hudson?"

        The elder gargoyle's laugh echoed throughout the maze.  He suddenly

stepped through the mirror, and stood before Broadway.  The younger

gargoyle turned, and saw his pathway had been blocked.  There was no way

out.

        "Hello, lad."  Hudson smiled, sounding patronizing.  "Did you miss

me while you were away?"

        "Hudson..."  Broadway muttered, somehow hurt by his appearence. 

Seeing a member of his own clan standing here, subverted, seemed to drive

it home.  Hearing Elisa's voice had been different, since he hadn't seen

her eyes turned to awful black.  Hudson's however, where clearly darkened,

even his blinded one, contrasting oddly with his white hair and beard.  It

struck Broadway as appalling.

        Hudson's smile widened.  "How goes your quest, lad?  Don't be

afraid...I'm not here to hurt you.  Wouldn't seem right, since I've known

ye since ye hatched."

        Broadway twitched.  "Uh, it's going...fine, I guess."

        "What of your power?  Are you wielding it wisely?"

        Broadway couldn't respond.

        "Ah.  You heard the mirrors.  They reflect the past.  Such as

this..."

        One mirror flared to life, showing Tybalt.  His black eyes were

widened, his face fearful.

        "You drove fear into his heart, lad.  All you did was threaten him. 

You're power was still mildly controllable then."

        The image shifted...to that of Lexington, looking scared and

confused as Broadway blasted him into the wall at the gatehouse in Atlanta.

        "I didn't..."  Broadway muttered.

        "You haven't quite come to terms with this one yet.  You're still

internalizing this.  But you could have seriously hurt him then.  Had you

been any angrier, lad, you could have killed him."

        Broadway turned to Hudson.  "Why are you showing me this?"

        "Because you have to face the truth, Broadway.  Your power is

totally out of control, lad.  You've lost control twice...only barely

managed to hold onto it the other time you've used it.  You've hurt a dear

friend with it.  What's to happen when you use it again?"

        Broadway glanced around, helplessly.  The image shifted, to show

the silhouette of a gargoyle.

        "This will be your next victim, Broadway."  Hudson frowned.

        "Who is it?"

        "I don't know.  But the prophecy clearly states that your power

will progressively lose control, and that in the final battle, you will

completely lose it.  You've deeply hurt the ones you care very much

for...but this poor soul..."

        He paused.  Broadway began to look worried.

        "This poor soul what?"

        "This poor soul..."  Hudson continued, "will be the ultimate victim

of your loss of control."

        The image faded away.

        "The one you'll kill."  Hudson smirked.

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

*********************************************

Chapter Six

                A Cry In The Night

Nowhere

        "Be reasonable, Brooklyn."  Silhouette smiled.  "I'm not going to

hurt you."

        Brooklyn gulped.  Just looking at this demon seemed to drive him

into an irrational fear.  It wasn't to be unexpected...after all, she HAD

killed him with a casual gesture...but Brooklyn was still upset at himself

for being so unusually afraid.

        "If I was going to hurt you, would I have gone to all the trouble

to create this place?  Come to you myself?  I'm unarmed, and I can't use my

magic to kill you.  I'd think I'd come better prepared than that."

        Brooklyn scowled.  "I don't know what twisted mindgames you plan to

play on me, Silhouette,"  he snarled, "but I don't intend to let you get

away with them."

        "Such brave words for one so afraid of me as you."  Silhouette

grinned.  She gestured, and Brooklyn cringed.

        "No mindgames tonight, Leader."  she continued.  "Just the truth."

        The mirror from which his reflection had spoken flared.  In it, he

saw himself, looking very angry.

        "That's you, Brooklyn."  Silhouette stated.

        "I can see that."

        "Ah, but you don't see the inside.  Can you see into your own soul,

Brooklyn?  Do you know the darkness that lurks within you even as we

speak?"

        The image changed, but only slightly.  The reflection's eyes were

now darkest black.

        "You plan on subverting me."  Brooklyn frowned. 

        Silhouette laughed, a melodic tone which rang throughout the maze. 

"No, no, no.  I don't even need to subvert you.  You'll get that far on

your own."

        Brooklyn's expression of anger changed to one of confusion.  "On my

own?"

        "Quite.  You see, Brooklyn...when I was banished from Avalon a

millenium ago, I was instructed by something which called itself the

Forbidding.  It was a malevolent force...but it nurtured me, helped me

become what I am today."

        "Remind me to thank it."

        "You'll get the chance, believe me.  But, I'll explain that after. 

When a person like...oh, Tybalt...is subverted, what really happenes is a

tiny bit of the magic flows from one person to another.  It infuses itself

into the person's soul, and twists it.  The person then becomes a living

shadow, capable of spreading the magic, and having...subtle changes in

their personality."

        "Very subtle.  You wouldn't notice they become homicidal, sadistic

psychopaths."  Brookyn commented drily.

        "You're just bitter.  But there's something you should know."

        Brooklyn's image faded, being replaced by a scrap of parchment.

        "This is the missing page of Ariel's prophecy, Brooklyn.  It deals

with the final battle that will eventually...perhaps even tonight...occur

between us.  But it has a paragraph dealing with YOU.  Would you like to

hear it?"

        Feeling morbidly curious, Brooklyn nodded his head.  The words

appeared in the mirror.

        "Then will the Leader give in to the beckoning,

         Stolen from light by the evil darkness brings

         His power shall increase tenfold, seen fit to rule

         The realm of darkness as the demon queen's king."

        Silhouette smirked.  Brooklyn gaped at the mirror.

        "As you can see, you've got something in store for you.  Seeing as

I am still a Child of Oberon, I can see to the hidden meaning behind this. 

And it doesn't bode well for you, I'm afraid.  This prophecy states that at

some point during the final battle, you'll give in.  You'll be

subverted...but not in the normal way.  You'll be granted powers beyond

your imagining, because for some reason, you've been preordained to rule

the world at my side.  Ironic, isn't it?"

        Brooklyn felt a numbing horror in the pit of his stomach.  "You're

lying."  he growled desparately.       

        "You can think that if you want.  But is that statement going to be

much comfort for you at the end, when you become one of us?"

        Brooklyn didn't have an answer.  Instead, he stared helplessly at

the prophecy in the mirror.

***************************************************************************

***************

        "So talk."  Hawthorne growled, her eyes glowing red.  Even if what

this person said was true, and she was a friend of Brooklyn and Broadway's,

she wasn't about to trust her.

        Elisa grinned.  "Calm down!  I just want to talk.  I'm not going to

hurt you!"

        She laughed.  "Then again, I don't have to."

        "And what's that supposed to mean?"

        "You do realize that your fate was sealed from the moment Brooklyn

found you?"

        Hawthorne growled.  "What does Brooklyn have to do with this?"

        "Oh, everything.  He didn't mean to sign your death warrant, I'm

sure, but he involuntarily did it just the same."

        Hawthorne growled.  "Are you trying to tell me Brooklyn's going to

kill me?"

        "No!  Nothing could be further from the truth.  But he did bring

you into the prophecy.  And that puts you into a lose-lose situation,

Hawthorne."

        The mirror with her stone image glimmered, and the prophecy was

back.  This time, a new quatrain was shown.  And what it said drove a deep

fear into Hawthorne's hert.

        "Should the light win, the dark must be banished

          The Ringbearer must offer herself, alone.

         As a permanant bastion against darkness' return

         Frozen forever in stone."

        Hawthorne gasped.   "It's saying that if we win, I have to turn to

stone forever."

        Elisa nodded.  "And if you lose, then you'll be either subverted or

killed.  I doubt you'll be having a very good night."

        Hawthorne snarled.  "What's to say that this isn't some scam,

though?  Some plot to keep me from getting the rest of the ring?"

        "Nothing.  You're going to have to believe what you want.  But I

can honestly tell you that it's the truth, Hawthorne.  Like it or not,

either you have to let Silhouette win, or face the prospect of turning to

stone forever.  I can see we'd have an advantage if you decided that it

wasn't worth it, and gave up.  But believe me, I'm not going to encourage

that.  My job here's to tell you the truth."

        Hawthorne closed her eyes, and sighed bitterly.  Suddenly, her

power began to kick in, and she began to sense the ring.

        It was very, very, very close to her.

        That makes no sense!  she thought.  It should be outside, in the

Space Needle!

        She opened her eyes, and Elisa was holding the fifth piece of the

ring.       

        "How did you..."

        "It's a way for me to prove to you I'm not lying.  If I wanted you

to give up, would I be holding the ring right here, waiting for you to take

it?  I'm offering it to you, Ringbearer.  Take this piece of the ring."

        Hesitantly, Hawthorne reached out for it.  She grabbed it, but then

dropped it, as if touching it hurt her hand.  It made a clinking noise as

it landed on the floor.

        Elisa smiled.

***************************************************************************

***************

        "The one I'll kill?"  Broadway asked weakly.

        "It's your destiny, lad.  We have the missing page of Ariel's

prophecy, and part of it clearly concerns you."

        The mirror flared, showing a scrap of parchment.

        "The Protector's power must flare beyond control,

         Thrice, each time steadily worse.

         Finally, he shall cause the destruction of one he knows,

         And live with guilt's dark curse."

        Broadway's expression of disbelief changed to one of horror.

        "NOOOOO!"  he yelled, smashing a mirror.  "I can't lose it again!"

        Hudson sighed.  "I wish it could be otherwise, lad."  he frowned,

feigning sincerity.  "But the prophecy clearly states that you'll utterly

destroy someone you know.  Who will it be?  Me?  Elisa?  Goliath?  Angela?"

        The last name clearly struck a nerve.  Broadway's eyes flared, and

he began shattering mirror after mirror.  Hudson watched impassively.

        After Broadway threw one across the enclosure, he spoke. 

"Practising now, are ye?"

        Broadway stopped.  "What?"

        "Flying into a rage.  That's the basis of your power.  Doesn't that

mean that your rage will kill this person you know?"

        Broadway stopped dead in his tracks.  He slowly looked at the

shattered glass panes, and tears began to flow down his cheeks.

        "Why me?"  he sobbed, brokenly.  "Why is it me that has to lose

control?  What if I do kill Angela?  Oh God, Hudson, why does it have to be

me?"

        Hudson watched impassively as Broadway, almost forgetting that

Hudson was subverted, lurched into his arms.  Almost uncomfortably, Hudson

began to pat his back.  A little bit of the old Hudson bubbled to the

surface, crying to console the younger gargoyle...but the subversion won

out in the end.  Hudson smiled, and pushed Broadway aside.  Broadway looked

up, stunned, but then he collapsed to the floor, crying like a child.

        "I hurt Lex."  he moaned.  "I hurt him.  I hurt him."

        "You'll kill this one."  Hudson pointed out.  "It's inevitable."

        Broadway groaned, and began sobbing again.

        He looked up, the tears streaming openly down his face.  "What can

I do?"  he asked softly.  "Tell me, what can I do?"

        Hudson sighed.  "I don't know, lad.  I didn't come to help you find

a way out of it.  I came to tell you of the truth.  And you're aware of

that, I see."

        Hudson crouched down.  "Never forget, Broadway.  Never forget what

I've told you here tonight...of the terrible price you must pay for

protecting your friends."

        He turned, and walked towards the mirror.  "Goodbye."

        "No...don't leave me alone..."

        Hudson smirked, and began to step into the mirror.

        "PLEASE..."  Broadway begged.  But Hudson was gone.

        Alone, Broadway began to cry again.  The broken, hopeless sobs

echoed throughout the maze.  Desparately, he wished he could find Angela,

or someone who would have a way to dispel the terrors of his soul and make

everything all right again.

***************************************************************************

***************

The Space Needle

        "I think I might have an answer."  Angela stated.

        Lexington and Ophelia looked up.  "What?"

        "An answer to how to find and open that door." 

        Lexington leapt up.  "How?"

        "Well, there was a door, but it vanished.  But that disturbance was

left behind, which could be a possible gateway to wherever Brooklyn,

Hawthorne and Broadway are gone.  So, what we need to do is create another

door."  Angela explained.

        Ophelia looked puzzled.  "I guess so...but how are we going to

create another door?"

        Lexington, however, had clued in.  "It doesn't have to be a real

door."  he snapped his talons.  "If you could create an illusion of a door,

it might be able to open this gate.  Your illusions sometimes seem to be

real enough to feel...like my hat in Las Vegas."

        "If you could conjure up a semi-tangible door, we might be able to

open the gate.  It's worth a try, anyway."  Angela finished.

        Ophelia thought for a second.  "I guess so."  She concentrated, and

a wooden door materialized in the spot where the previous one had vanished.

        Lexington apprehensively grasped the doorknob.  "I can feel it." 

he reported.  "Here goes nothing."

        He twisted the doorknob.  Slowly, the door swung open, and the

images beyond could be seen.

        As before, they saw a hall of mirrors.  The corridor ran on

indefinitely, towards some distant vanishing point none of them could

pinpoint.

        "We're in."  Lexington stated.

        They began to walk in, when Angela stopped.

        "What is it?"  Ophelia asked.

        "If that door slams shut, then we'll have no way out.  Perhaps you

should stay here, and try to keep that door open."

        "There's no real need to."  Ophelia countered.  "I'm maintaining

the illusion, remember?  If I concentrate on keeping the door open, then it

should stay open."

        Angela shrugged, and the three newcomers proceeded through the

maze.

***************************************************************************

***************

        "You aren't completely aware of what's going to happen to you."

        Brooklyn whirled around.  "Not completely aware?"

        "Do you realize that you're halfway to subversion already?  When

you were killed, you were killed with my magic.  That means that you've got

a residue of it left in you.  Meaning that, simply put, you have shadow

magic in you already.  That's why I don't have to subvert you.  When the

time comes, that magic will simply take control, and you'll evolve.  You'll

become a Servant of Twilight with nary a second thought, and almost without

realizing it's happening."

        Brooklyn snarled.  "Why should I believe any of this?  You could be

just making this up, to freak me out, and give you an edge when we fight!"

        Silhouette shook her head.  "Brooklyn...how can you fight your own

kind?"

        "I'm not one of you!  I'll NEVER be one of you!"

        "Oh, but you will be.  You already are.  Like it or not, Brooklyn,

you are a Servant of Twilight.  You can't fight us...because you are one of

us.  Understand?"

        Brooklyn growled.  His eyes flared, and he leapt in the air towards

Silhouette, his fear replaced by rage.  She smiled, and made a curious

gesture.  He stopped in midair, and gently floated down to face her.  With

a satisfied smile, she punched him in the bridge of the nose.  He went

flying back into a mirror, shattering it.

        "Don't tempt me."  Silhouette snarled.  She stepped forward, until

she was standing right next to him.

        "I'm doing this as a favor, Brooklyn.  I thought perhaps you should

know the truth about yourself before we meet again.   I eagerly await your

coming...my king.  I think your black eyes will go quite nicely with that

crimson complexion of yours."

        She waved cheerily, and stepped through the mirror.

        Brooklyn growled ominously, and stood up.  With a roar, he punched

the glass of the mirror Silhouette had walked through.  The glass

shattered.  Brooklyn stepped out, and angrily looked up and down the

hallway.

        Lexington, Angela and Ophelia saw him first.  They raced up the

hallway to where he stood.

        "Not in the best of moods, are we?"  Angela asked, noting the

shattered glass and Brooklyn's enraged expression.  Brooklyn snorted in

reply, not bothering to ask how the other three had gained entrance to the

maze.

        "Where are the others?"  Lexington asked.

        "That's what I'd like to know."  Brooklyn snarled.  His eyes were

still brilliant white.

        "What happened in there?"  Ophelia asked.

        Brooklyn stared at her.  "I don't want to talk about it."

        "But..."

        "I DON"T WANT TO TALK ABOUT IT!"  Brooklyn roared.  Ophelia

cringed, and stepped back.

        Brooklyn looked in the opposite direction.  "The others are

probably up here somewhere.  Let's go.  I want everyone out of here before

anyone else starts popping out of the mirrors."

        The others looked at each other in confusion.  Sighing, they began

walking after Brooklyn.

***************************************************************************

***************

        "Pick it up."  Elisa gestured, looking at the piece of the Ring on

the floor.

        Hawthorne looked at her, and slowly picked up the arc of metal. 

She stared at it, and sighed. 

        "And when you connect it, you'll be that much closer.  But, I'm

lying, right?  Go ahead then, Ringbearer.  Attach the fifth piece."

        Hawthorne withdrew the other four pieces from her pocket.  Slowly,

she began moving the newest piece towards the others.

        Finally, she stopped.  "I...I can't."

        Elisa allowed a wry smile.  She grabbed all the pieces of the Ring,

and joined the fifth piece to it.  The green spark flared, and the Ring was

nearly complete.  Only one small gap kept it from being whole once more.

        Hawthorne stared at it in horror.  She was suddenly filled with the

desire to run, run far away, and leave the Ring as far behind as possible. 

Elisa held it tauntingly before her, not trying to keep it away, but rather

force it into her hand.

        "Take it!  I'm a liar, right?  So what does it matter?"

        Hesitantly, Hawthorne took the ring.  She stared at it, with a

feeling of numbness rising in her stomach.

        When she looked up, Elisa was gone.  She had stepped through the

mirror.  As she watched, a brief image of her stone statue rose on the

mirror.

        "Oh, God."  Hawthorne sighed bitterly.  She turned, and began to

run.

        All the while, the Ring seemed to glint in the light.  Hawthorne

stared at it, suddenly hating the piece of metal more than she'd ever hated

anything in her life. 

        What if it's true?  she thought, a tear coming to her eye.  What if

we do win, and I stand next to Brooklyn, and turn to stone?  I'll be gone

forever...forever frozen in stone.

        She stopped, and closed her eyes.  She felt lost and alone, and was

suddenly desparate for someone to come console her, tell her everything

would be fine.

        Hawthorne ran down the hall, turned the corner, and ran into

Brooklyn.

        She looked up, and saw the anger in his eyes suddenly melt away to

concern.

        "Hawthorne?"  he asked, looking at her face.

        Hawthorne suddenly grabbed him, and held him in a tight, crushing

embrace.  She began to hollowly sob on his shoulder.

        Brooklyn returned the hug, and began to brush back her hair.

        "Ssh..."  he consoled.  "It's all right.  I'm here."

        "Brooklyn,  I..." she choked, looking in his eyes.

        He looked back, and put a finger to her mouth.

        "You can tell me after.  Right now, we have to find Broadway and

get out of here."

        Lexington, Angela and Ophelia came up.  Seeing that she was crying,

they looked at each other in confusion.

        Ophelia noticed the Ring.  "You have the fifth piece?"

        Hawthorne's eyes flared.  "Take it."  she hissed.  "Get it out of

my sight."  She tossed the Ring to Ophelia, who stared at her in confusion.

        "Hawthorne, what happened?"  Angela asked.

        Hawthorne sniffed.  "I'd really rather not talk about it just yet."

        Angela nodded, and sighed.  "Let's go find Broadway."

***************************************************************************

***************

        He didn't hear them step behind him, or gasp as they found him

curled up on the floor.  He had stopped crying, not because he felt better,

but simply because he was deep in a state of melancholia.

        Her hand was on his shoulder before he even realized it.

        Broadway looked up, and saw the face of Angela.  He paled in shock,

and scrambled away from her.

        "Get away from me..."  he cried, looking fearfully at her.

        Angela looked confused.  "Broadway..."

        "I might hurt you.  Please, get away from me!"

        Lexington looked at him worridly.  "Broadway..."

        Broadway saw the smallish gargoyle and sobbed.  "Lex...God, I'm

sorry...."

        "Broadway, what is wrong with you?"  Ophelia asked.  Brooklyn and

Hawthorne simply stared at him in silence.

        Broadway whimpered.  "It's my powers. I'm a monster."

        Angela knelt down.  "Broadway, you're not a monster.  What happened

with your power wasn't your fault. You didn't mean to hurt Lex in Atlanta. 

What happened?  Did you use your power again?"

        Broadway shook his head.  "No, you don't understand.  I'm going to

kill somebody!  Hudson said so!  The prophecy!"

        "Hudson?"  Lexington asked.  "Broadway, what happened here?"

        Broadway wouldn't say anything.  He merely shut his mouth and

stared at the mirror.

        "This is serious.  Whatever happened in here, he's almost totally

emotionally collapsed."  Ophelia cried.

        "Broadway, what happened?"  Angela asked, grabbing his head. 

Broadway looked at her with an unreadable expression that seemed to be part

relief and part fear.

        "Silhouette is what happened."  Brooklyn stated.  "She took some

weakness of his, and twisted it, just like she did to Hawthorne and me. 

And she isn't going to get away with it."

        He looked around.  "Silhouette!"  he screamed, furious.  "You

haven't won!  When we get the last piece of the ring, I swear the first

thing I do will be to kill you!"

        His words echoed throughout the maze.  There was a laugh, and the

mirrors disappeared, shifting to a hallway, where the still open door

stood.

        "Let's go."  Brooklyn sighed bitterly, his voice on the edge of

breaking.

        Broadway got up, and began to slowly walk to the  door.  He exited,

and stared at the others.  Brooklyn frowned, and held Hawthorne close as

they left the maze.   Finally, Angela, Ophelia and Lexington stepped out as

well.

        Ophelia gave up concentrating.  The door vanished.

        But in the hearts of Brooklyn, Broadway and Hawthorne, the doubts

about themselves continued to grow.

        The three of them stared at the spot where the door had been for a

long time.

        Finally, they turned, and headed back towards the roof.

Part V                                   Shadowlands

Prologue

          Homeward

Central Park, New York City

November 4, 1996

     The fog rolled in two hours after Goliath awoke.

     He had spent the time between sitting in the park, absolutely

miserable, and feeling utterly helpless.  Since Elisa had been subverted,

he had not seen one normal person in the entire city.  That probably meant

he was the last unsubverted living creature in all of New York City.

     The crashing reality had hit hard.  He hadn't left the park...just sat

on the grass, and waited.  Waited for anything.  He wouldn't have cared if

Demona had suddenly shown up and started taking potshots at him with her

laser cannons, or if John Canmore had walked by with a hammer, grinning

wildly and pointing to the east.  The apathy scared him deeply, but in a

strange way, he welcomed it.  In some way, not caring made the pain go

away.

     He allowed a small grin.  What would Hudson say if he saw him like

this?  He could almost picture the elder walking by, groaning, and wagging

a finger at him.

     But Hudson was gone, as was Elisa, Bluestone and even Xanatos.  The

Mutates, Elisa's family, the clone clan were all subverted as well. 

Brooklyn, Broadway, Lexington and Angela had been gone for almost a week

now, and any hope that he had for them to successfully fight off the

sickness was rapidly dwindling.  Basically, every friend, every ally he had

was gone, possibly never to return.

     Several times, he caught himself about to yell out to the Servants he

was sure were watching him, telling them that he was here, waiting to be

subverted.  He didn't know why they weren't coming for him, but he was

becoming more and more convinced it was just to make him feel helpless and

alone.  Which he was.

     He kept replaying that tragic moment in his mind.  When Elisa's eyes

had slowly turned black, he had felt as if his soul had died with her

almond-brown eyes.  He wished desparately that he'd had one more chance to

tell her that he loved her before it had happened.

     Funny how you don't really realize how much you cherish something

until it's snatched away from you, he thought.

     Then, quite suddenly, the fog rolled in. 

     What meagre light there was suddenly died.  Goliath found himself

caught in a black mist, which radiated evil in waves.  The temperature

suddenely seemed to drop, and involuntarily, regardless of the fact that

gargoyles didn't feel cold as much as humans, he shivered.

     He looked around.  Any shapes he could make out were hazy and

indistinct, and objects could only be seen to about twenty feet away. 

Goliath squinted, but couldn't make out any further.

     "What is this?"  he said aloud.  Nothing answered.  Just as he had

expected.

     He sat down, and sighed.  Just another complication, he thought. 

Patiently, he began to wait again.

***************************************************************************

********

The Space Needle, Seattle, Washington

     Brooklyn sighed, his feet dangling over the roof of the tower.  He

glanced at the Seattle sky, and sighed deeply.  Hawthorne was leaned

against him, resting on his shoulder, asleep.  She had cried herself there.

     He glanced around.  Broadway was sitting down, still looking

horrified.  Angela was trying, rather unsuccessfully, to calm him down. 

Ophelia was toying absently with the ring, and Lexington was lying down,

looking fatigued.

     Brooklyn frowned.  The incident in the mirror maze had completely

destroyed the morale of the travellers.  Hawthorne was incredibly

upset...about what, she wouldn't say.  Broadway had relapsed into a state

of shock, recoiling from even Angela's touch, even though the two had

decided to become mates less than four hours before.  Lexington, Ophelia

and Angela were in a state of confusion, left in the dark about what had

happened.

     And he himself was more frightened than he had ever been in his life.

     The revelations in the maze had left him furious, at first.  His anger

at Silhouette and her lies had eclipsed any other feelings he had felt at

the moment, and had expressed in his fury that led them to the others, lost

in the maze.  But now, the anger had shrunk, allowing the other dominating

emotion through...his fear.

     First, she kills me, he thought, dejectedly.  Now, she plans to steal

my soul.

     He sighed, and leaned back.  What a mess.

     Hawthorne groaned, and woke up.  Suddenly concerned, he looked up into

her eyes.  She was tired, but scared, and Brooklyn was suddenly overcome

with the out-of-place conviction that she had never quite looked so

beautiful.

     I'm not going to let it happen to me, he told himself.  If for nothing

else, I'll stay myself just to be with her.

     She yawned.  "I nodded off."

     "Yeah."  Brooklyn smiled.  "You did."

     "What really happened in there?  Who was this Elisa Maza?"  Hawthorne

asked.

     "Elisa Maza?" 

     "That's what the woman who came to me said her name was.  I hate her,

whoever she is.  She said she knew you."

     "I do know her.  She's one of the best friends my clan has.  Whatever

she told you, she wouldn't have if she hadn't been taken over by

Silhouette."

     Hawthorne frowned.  "Still...if you'd heard the things she told me..."

     "What did she say?"

     Hawthorne gulped, as if trying to find the strength to say what she

had to say.   "She said that in the missing piece of the prophecy, it

foretells what will happen to me if we win.  She told me that if we beat

Silhouette, I have to turn to stone forever.  And she told me that because

you brought me into this, you had signed my death warrant."

     Brooklyn's jaw dropped.  "Oh, God.  Hawthorne..."

     "What's more, I have this gut instinct that she was telling the truth. 

If she was...Brooklyn, no matter what happens, tonight, or tomorrow at the

latest, I'm going to die."

     A tear rolled down.  "It's just so unfair..."

     Brooklyn's mouth tightened.  "It's not going to happen."

     "What?"

     "It's not going to happen because I'm not going to LET it happen.  If

it does, then I'd sooner take your place."

     "Brooklyn!  You..."

     "I what?  I love you, Hawthorne.  If I have to turn to stone forever

to save you, then so be it.  You deserve better.  Besides, we don't have

any guarantee that her story was true, do we?"

     "Not really..."

     "It's all a little too convenient.  Servants of Twilight, who want to

prevent this confrontation, come to tell us what will happen if we go

ahead.  I doubt they're being entirely truthful."

     Hawthorne sighed bitterly.  "You're right, I suppose.  But I'm still

upset.  I mean, if somebody tells you you're going to die, then it still

gets to you, no matter how much the logic screams against it."

     "Well, she told you you're going to die.  I'm telling you you're not. 

You tell me, who are you gonna believe?"

     Hawthorne looked at him.  "You do present the more tempting choice."

     Brooklyn smirked.  He brushed aside one stray bang that had fallen on

her face.  "My beloved."

     Hawthorne smiled, weakly, and embraced him warmly.

     "What are we going to do?"  she asked.

     Brooklyn sighed.  "We'll have to move on.  Whatever Hudson said to

Broadway nearly gave him a nervous breakdown.  We'll have to wait until

he's calmed down before we can go find the last piece."

     "It's in New York City."  Hawthorne frowned, thinking.  "That's your

home, isn't it?"

     Brooklyn nodded.  "It is.  And that's where the six of us will make

everything all right again."

     "Are you so sure?"  Hawthorne asked.  "Have you ever really thought

about it, Brooklyn?  What will happen if we lose?"

     "We aren't going to."

     "What if we do?  What will happen to us?  Will we die?  Will WE be

banished?"

     Brooklyn looked at her, and his brave expression faltered.  "I don't

know."

     Hawthorne frowned.  "I didn't think you would."

     Brooklyn pulled her closer, and sighed deeply.

     "What happened to you in there?"

     Brooklyn blinked.  Hawthorne had asked, and she was now looking

inquisitively into his face.

     "Nothing."  he quickly replied.

     "Something must have happened."

     "Nothing did.  Silhouette tried to use the same scare tactics on me."

     "SILHOUETTE?"

     "Yeah.  She told me something about how I'd die, or something." 

Brooklyn lied, controlling the dimple.  The answer seemed to satisfy

Hawthorne, as she snuggled deeply into the crook of his arm.

     He sighed, rationalizing his concealment.  He didn't feel comfortable

telling her about what had happened just yet, and doubted he ever would. 

The fundamental doubts about this journey bubbled to the surface again, and

he seriously began to lose faith.  In the quest, in the world, but mostly

in himself.

     All along, Brooklyn had been holding onto anchors.  Throughout the

journey, he had relied on the others...even Whitbourne and Carbonear, who

were now quietly waiting in a park in Atlanta, hoping that the six of them

would succeed so they could return home.  But somehow, he had mostly relied

on himself...the last bastion of stability in a rapidly changing world. 

But, if what Silhouette had told him was true, then he couldn't even

believe in that anymore.  If he were to lose himself...lost in the

darkness, suddenly becoming the very thing he was fighting

against...then...

     He didn't want to think about it.  The prospect was too painful.

     Hawthorne shifted, pushing her way against his side.  With a wistful

look, he brushed back a stray lock of her brown hair, which had fallen into

her face.  She smiled, and mumbled something unintelliglible.

     Brooklyn allowed a brief smile, and began to stare at the clouding

over sky.  With a sigh, he realized he had never felt so small and utterrly

insignificant in his life.

***************************************************************************

********

     Angela caught herself nodding off to sleep.  With a groan, she slapped

herself, trying to stay awake.  Broadway, sitting miserably on the rooftop,

looked up.    

     "Don't hurt yourself, my love."  he mumbled.  "That's my job."

     Angela sighed, and knelt down.  She grabbed his shoulder.  Broadway

recoiled, looking in fear at her face. 

     "Don't!  I might hurt you!"  he cried.  Ophelia glanced over at the

scene, frowned, and turned away.

     Angela looked in Broadway's eyes.  "You aren't going to hurt me.  If

you were, I wouldn't touch you.  But I love you, and I'm going to see you

through this."

     "How can I get over it?  I'm going to kill someone!  That's not

something you just let slide by!"  Broadway yelled, incredulously.  Angela

shushed him.

     "Broadway, don't do this to yourself.  You're falling into a trap that

Silhouette planted for you.  You're just doing what she wants you to do. 

Don't give her the satisfaction."

      Broadway shook his head sadly.  "You don't understand..."

     "You're right.  I don't."  Angela snapped.  "What happened to you in

there?"

     Broadway sniffed.  "I was in the maze, and suddenly I heard voices

coming from the mirrors.  One of them was Tybalt, from back in Avalon, and

the other was Lexington from Atlanta.  Both were times when I lost control

of my power."

     "And..."

     "And then Hudson came.  He was subverted, and he began telling me that

the prophecy said I had to kill somebody, that I'd lose my power one last

time.  Then he began hinting that it would be you I'd kill."

     Angela gasped.  Broadway looked up at her, a pained expression on his

face.

     "What if it's true?  God, Angela, what if I kill you?"

     Angela flustered for a second, but regained her compusure.  "Did he

come right out and say that you'd kill me?"

     "No...but..."

     "It was probably some scheme of Silhouette's.  They were trying to

knock us all off of our guard, and it's working.  Brooklyn and Hawthorne

are upset about whatever happened to them, and you're ready to collapse. 

But it was probably just some plan to throw us off the quest for the ring. 

She'd have a lot to gain if we couldn't go on."

     Broadway frowned.  "Are you sure?  What if it's true?"

     "If it is...which I really doubt...then it's fated.  We can't stop it. 

Whatever will be, will be."

     Angela sighed, and grabbed his head.  "Please stop worrying.  You

don't know if it's going to happen or not.  The chances are it won't. 

There's nothing to be afraid of."

     Broadway smiled, and clasped her hand.  "I wish I could say you were

completely reassuring me."

     "I'd have doubts, too, if I were you.  But Broadway...you can't let

what Hudson said destroy your life.  Move onward.  It was a horrifying

experience, but it's past now.  Life has to go on, and if you hold on to

the false doubts of a Servant of Twilight, you'll never be able to let go."

Angela told him.  He watched her silently, not saying a word in reply.

     Angela stared him down.  "Do you understand?"

     Broadway nodded.  "I'll try.  But it'll be hard."

     "I'll be with you every step of the way."

     Broadway smiled.  Angela gave him a wide grin, and stood up.  She

offered him her hand, and helped him to stand.

***************************************************************************

********

     Lexington was dozing peacefully.  Ophelia looked over, looked back at

the Ring, and back at the small gargoyle.

     He looks like an angel when he sleeps, she thought.  Then she frowned. 

Why would that thought enter her head now, of all times?

     She turned her head back toward the ring.  The small gap, just barely

large enough for one fragment of metal to fit.  But when that fragment

joined...

     What would happen at the promised battle?  Would they win, and

rebanish the evil?  Would the Servants of Twilight become no more than a

nightmare, a brief flare of evil in the grand scheme of life?  Would they

lose, and die, or be subverted, or worse?  What would happen?

     And if they did win, what would she do when it was over?

     She raised an eyebrow.  She hadn't really thought about it much, since

her thoughts had been preoccupied with the search for the Ring.  How ironic

that possibly mere hours before the final confrontation, she would begin to

give the matter serious thought.

     At the park, Ophelia had asserted that she would be returning to

Avalon once it was all over.  It was to be expected.  After all, that was

where her family and friends were.  Angela had left, but in some strange

way, she had never really seemed to belong on Avalon.  When they were

children, and more so as they had matured, Angela had been outgoing,

adventurous...she had seemed the sort to go out to the real world, to face

the dangers that existed there.  When she had left with Goliath, the human

woman and the dog, to begin the odyssey to 'Manhattan', it hadn't struck

anyone on Avalon as a surprise.

     But Ophelia was a different matter.  She was brave, certainly...after

all, she was a gargoyle, and being brave was second nature...but she

couldn't picture herself living anywhere else but Avalon.  The island was

enough for her.  A simple existance for a simple person.

     And yet...there was some strange attraction about this new world,

which Angela and the others now called home.  Angela, when she had returned

to Avalon the night Oberon and Titania had returned, had explained that the

real world was like the land of the Lotus Eaters from 'The Odyssey'...once

you saw it, you never wanted to leave.  Ophelia now understood what she was

talking about.

     When the time came, it would be a difficult choice to make.  But there

were other matters to concern herself with now.

     Lexington stirred, and sat up.  He groaned, and rubbed his eyes.

     Suddenly, he shot up.

     "Welcome back."  Ophelia remarked casually.

     "I dozed off, didn't I."  Lexington swore.

     "Not for long.  You've only been asleep for ten minutes."

     Lexington yawned.  "Did you find out why Broadway, Brooklyn and

Hawthorne are acting so strangely?"  Ophelia shook her head.

     "They seem to be a little better now, though."

     Lexington considered this, and sighed.  "So, what now?"

     Ophelia shrugged.  "Whenever we're ready, we move on.  To get the last

piece of the Ring."

     The smaller gargoyle stood up, and trod over towards her.  He took the

Ring from her hand, and stared at it.  "It really doesn't look like

anything special, does it?"

     Angela and Broadway walked over, the haunted look still in Broadway's

eyes.  Even with Angela's reassuring, he had still been shaken badly by

what had happened.

     "Are you feeling any better?"  Lexington asked, setting the Ring

aside.

     Broadway nodded weakly, and smiled.  "A little bit."

     Ophelia sighed, and stood up.  "Should we tell Brooklyn and

Hawthorne?"

     "Don't bother."

     It was Brooklyn who said it.  He had gotten up, and was walking to

where the other four stood.  Hawthorne was beside him, looking relieved.

     "We're ready to go."  Angela explained.

     "So are we.  The last piece of the Ring is in New York City." 

Hawthorne muttered.

     Lexington, Broadway and Angela looked at each other.  "Home." 

Lexington whispered.

     "That's probably where the final battle is going to be, too." 

Brooklyn pointed out.  He still looked troubled by something.

     Angela raised an eyebrow.  "To think this is almost over..."

     "The question is, which way is it going to turn out?"  Ophelia asked.

     None of them could answer.

     "So, are we leaving now?"  Lexington asked.  Brooklyn nodded.

     "Unless anyone else has unfinished business to take care of." he

stated.  The others shook their heads.

     "New York it is, then."  Lexington sighed.  "Desflegrate, muri

intervalia."

     The ball of flame roared into existance once more.  When it vanished,

the travellers were gone.

     A drizzling rain began to fall.

***************************************************************************

********

The Eyrie Building, Manhattan, New York

     The world's tallest building was cloaked in darkness.  Not only was

all the power out, but the choking black mist was keeping it hidden.

     So nobody saw the flames appear on the parapets of Castle Wyvern. 

Nobody saw the six wearied gargoyles appear in the middle of it, and nobody

noticed the flame disappear.

     The gargoyles looked around, at the mist of blackness which had once

been their city. 

     Lexington spoke for all of them.  "We're too late."

     The others merely nodded in shock.  The mist covered everything.  They

couldn't see anything in front of them, except the outlines of the edge of

the tower.  The skyline was gone.  Nothing could be seen.

     "It's like Avalon all over again."  Brooklyn gulped, looking nervously

around.

     Angela shivered.  "That probably means that Manhattan has been totally

subverted.  There's probably nobody left here.  Father was..."

     There was a rustling noise behind them.  They spun around, and saw

Bronx materialize.  His normally white eyes were deepest black, and a

wicked, yet doggish smile played upon his lips.  He growled, and leapt at

Broadway. 

     Broadway cried out, and dodged.  In midair, Bronx desolidified.  He

didn't return.

     "What was that?"  Hawthorne asked.

     "Our pet."  Broadway replied.  "Well, it used to be."

     "Bronx was subverted..."  Angela stated unhappily.

     Lexington walked slowly towards the door, leading into the castle.

     "Where are you going?"  Ophelia asked him.

     "Inside."

     "Why?" Brooklyn frowned.  "Xanatos and Goliath were probably subverted

too.  All you're doing is walking into the lion's den."

     "But the ring's inside, isn't it?"

     "No."  Hawthorne frowned.   "Actually, I don't even think it's in

Manhattan."

     "You said it was in New York City!"  Angela protested.

     "New York City's a lot bigger than just Manhattan.  It might be in one

of the other boroughs."  Broadway explained.

     "It is.  I'm getting a picture of a castle.  But there's a feeling

that it's across a river..in Brooklyn Heights."

     "Brooklyn Heights!  That's way over on Long Island!"  Lexington

groaned.  "I could have saved us a lot of time by appearing in Brooklyn

than by bringing us to the castle."

     "Maybe not.  I think it's almost sunrise, anyway."  Brooklyn sighed. 

"We can't stay here.  We're out in the open.  Any Servant of Twilight could

come right out and smash us while we were stone."

     "But where can we go, then?  If what you're saying is true, then

nowhere in the freaking Tristate Area is safe!  Not if it's all like this!" 

Hawthorne exclaimed.

     "There might be one safe place."  Broadway interjected.

     "Where?"

     "The Labrynth.  That might still be free."

     "The Labrynth?"  Ophelia asked in confusion.

     "It's where some friends of ours live."  Lexington explained.  "He's

right.  It would probably be the safest place in the city."

     "I don't really see another choice."  Brooklyn sighed.  "We'll go to

the Labrynth.  We'll have to try gliding through this fog, though.  Just

stay close.  It'll be like on Avalon...except Broadway won't have to carry

me."

     Broadway gave a weak smile.  Brooklyn looked out towards what he hoped

was the direction of the Lower East Side, where the Labrynth was.

     "I think it's in that direction."  he frowned.

     "Are you sure?"  Broadway asked.  "We could fly off, and find

ourselves in New Jersey or out over the Atlantic Ocean by the time the sun

rises."

     "Well, we can't walk.  We'll have to take a chance."  Ophelia sighed.

     She began to walk towards the parapets.  "Let's go, then.  We can't

waste time."

     She hopped off the parapet, and cautiously vanished into the mist. 

She spun around, and looked back, beckoning the others to follow her.

     The others sighed, and followed.

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

************************

Chapter One

          The Survivors

The Labrynth

     It took the gargoyles nearly an hour to arrive at the tunnels which

led to the Labrynth.  They had been strangely unhindered along the way, but

had still made the journey cautiously.  When they arrived, they landed on

the street, disconcerted by the utter silence of the city.

     "It's like that time last year, when Demona turned everyone to stone." 

Lexington frowned, perking his ears for signs that anyone still existed in

the darknened city.

     "It's worse.  At least there were dogs barking then.  There's

nothing."  Brooklyn complained.

     "All I can hear is a ringing in my ears."  Hawthorne bit her lip. 

"Where is this Labrynth of yours?"

     "If we're anywhere near the right spot, down."  Brooklyn told her.  He

walked forward, searching for the entrance.  As he disappeared into the

fog, there was a crash, and he yelped in pain.

     "What happened?"  Angela called.

     "I banged my shin on the fender of a car.  It's wierd though.  The

door's open, and the inside light's on."  came back the disembodied voice. 

"It's like the person driving it just got out while he was driving.  Here

it is, I found the gate."

     The others began to walk towards him, peering into the mist.

     Brooklyn was standing over an air vent.  He had opened it, and was

preparing to jump in.

     "The Labrynth's in a subway tunnel?"  Hawthorne asked.

     "Near an abandoned subway tunnel.  The perfect place for the Mutates

to live."

     "Who are the Mutates?"  Ophelia asked.

     Brooklyn rolled his eyes.  "You'll find out when you meet them. 

They're survivors.  If anyone's still unsubverted, it's them."

     He hopped down, landing on the ground below.  The others followed,

Lexington closing the grate as he entered.  They landed in the subway

tunnel, glancing around.

     "The Labrynth?"  Ophelia asked.  Broadway shook his head. 

     "It's not that far off."

     Ophelia nodded.  The gargoyles began the trudging walk towards the

massive iron gate.

     When they arrived, like Goliath, Elisa, Hudson and Harold Farmer

before them, they found it securely locked.

     Brooklyn snarled, and banged on the door.  The thud echoed throughout

the tunnel, but nobody answered the door.

     "Talon never locks the door, unless it's an emergency."  Lexington

stated.

     "Maybe the Servants made it down here, too."  Angela frowned.

     Brooklyn scowled.  "It's starting to look that way."

     Broadway snarled, and kicked the door.  It bent, but no more.

     "We're going to have to find another way in."

     "Where?  The people who originally designed this weren't in the mood

for a back door."  Brooklyn exclaimed, pointing at the Cyberbiotics logo,

still visible on the door.

     "If nobody's answering the door, then they were probably subverted." 

Lexington stated glumly.

     "Well, what are we going to do?"  Hawthorne sighed. 

     "What if we all banged on it together?"  Ophelia called.  "The six of

us should be able to knock down this small door, here."

     Brooklyn shrugged, looking to the entrance she indicated.  "What have

we got to lose?"

     The six of them lined up.  Brooklyn counted to three.  At the sound of

the last number, they ran forward, smashing their shoulders into the door. 

It buckled, but held.

     "Try it again."  Angela hissed.

     "My shoulder's not very appreciative of this."  Lexington muttered.

     They ran forward again, hitting the door with more force than before.

The door buckled again, and Broadway gave it one great kick.  With a groan,

the door toppled over. 

     "Knock, knock."  Brooklyn smiled.

     The six walked in.  The Labrynth was totally abandoned.  Signs of a

battle were visible, though.  Pockmarks and holes dotted the walls, and

continued into the far reaches of the Labrynth.

     "This doesn't look good."  Angela noted.

     They walked towards the back tunnels.  There, rubble littered the

floor.  A gaping hole, on an upward slant, indicated that someone had been

in a hurry to get either in or out.

     "There was a back door."  Broadway frowned. 

     "It doesn't look planned."  Brooklyn sighed.  "Somebody was desparate

to leave."

     "Or get in."  Ophelia pointed out.  "They could still be here."

     "How much longer is it to sunrise?"  Lexington asked.

     "Probably not long.  We either sleep here, or out in the open.  I

think this is the lesser risk."  Brooklyn replied.

     "I'm with you.  But let's get away from the hole.  I don't feel that

safe next to it."  Hawthorne frowned.

     "The most remote place is the cages.  It would probably be the safest

place to sleep."  Broadway sighed.

     They walked away from the hole, wondering how it had gotten there.

     As they walked towards the cages, Angela began to hear a low groan. 

She stopped.

     "What is it?"  Hawthorne asked her.  Angela shushed her, and tilted

her head.

     "Somebody else is down here."  Angela hissed, her eyes flaring.

     "A Servant."  Brooklyn frowned.  His mouth twisted.

     "Maybe not.  It might be Talon, or one of the clones.  They might have

been hurt in the battle, and hid here."  Lexington pointed out.

     "All right, we'll check it out.  But let's be careful."  Brooklyn

sighed.  He began to walk cautiously towards the detention areas.

     What he found was nothing near what any of them expected.

     Fang was lying in his cage, clutching his stomach in pain.  He looked

up, and saw Brooklyn.

     "Please...I haven't eaten in days..." he begged.  Brooklyn pressed his

hands against the glass, and raised an eyebrow.

     "What happened to the others?  Where are Talon and Maggie and Claw?" 

he asked.  The others walked in, wide eyed at the sight of the Mutate in

the cage.

     "I don't know.  I fell asleep and they were gone.  You're the first

people I've seen in days.  Just, please, get me something to eat!"

     Brooklyn looked up at Lexington.  "Go find him something to eat."  he

ordered.  Lexington stared at Fang, and trotted off towards the place where

Talon kept the Labrynth's food stores.

     "Do you know what happened here?"  Brooklyn asked.

     Fang shook his head.  "I was sitting here, nodding off to

sleep...wait.  A week ago, there was a commotion.  Like a fight or

something.  Later on, Talon came, gave me my dinner, but he was in a really

bad mood.  Mumbled something about 'Richmond'.  Then, a few days ago, I

woke up from a nap, and everyone was gone."

     Broadway sighed.  "Richmond.  So the Labrynth was attacked."

     "Attacked?  What's going on?"

     Brooklyn sighed.  "We'll have to explain that later.  Fang, we have to

spend the day here.  I don't care if you're in that cage or not, if I wake

up to find you causing trouble..." he warned.

     Fang shook his head.  "How much trouble can I cause cooped up like

this?  Besides, if you're really going to feed me, then I'd do anything for

you.  Where's your buddy with the food?"

     On cue, Lexington walked in, with a bag of chocolate chip cookies, a

granola bar, and a can of lemonade.

     "This is all I could find."  he apologized. 

     Fang was too enthralled to care.  He was staring hungrily at the food. 

"The feeding slot's over on the right side.  My right."  he indicated. 

Lexington slid the food under, and watched impassively as Fang tore into

it.

     "You're lifesavers."  Fang thanked them as he gulped down the

lemonade.  Hawthorne smiled.

     Suddenly, the gargoyles turned to stone.  The sun had risen up above.

     Fang raised an eyebrow.    He shrugged, and began to wolf down the

cookies.

***************************************************************************

********

November 5, 1996

     By the time the gargoyles awoke, Fang was fast asleep.  He was snoring

contentedly, the empty cookie bag on the floor.

     They awoke with a roar, enough to frighten the sleeping Fang.  The

psedo-gargoyle bolted up, but relaxed when he saw the gargoyles awake.

     "Wakey, wakey."  he muttered ruefully.

     Brooklyn looked around.  Everyone was all right.  Fang hadn't been up

to anything.

     "We should go and get the Ring now."  Ophelia sighed.

     "Brooklyn Heights, right?"  Broadway groaned.

     "What Ring?  You said you'd explain what was going on!"  Fang

protested.

     Brooklyn frowned.  "We don't have time for this, Fang.  We have to

go."

     "Wait a second.  We can't just leave him here."  Hawthorne frowned.

     Fang nodded, suddenly thinking they could be persuaded to let him out. 

     Brooklyn sighed, and rubbed his chin.  "You're right.  He might go

hungry again.  But what can we do with him?"

     "I can't stay here..."  Fang frowned, crossing his arms.  "There's

nobody here..."

     "There's no food left anyway.  We might have to bring him with us." 

Brooklyn mused.

     "WITH US?  Brooklyn, he's not exactly the most trustworthy character." 

Lexington protested.  "Feeding him's one thing, but letting him come..."

     "Do you have any other suggestions?  We can either leave him here, and

let him starve, or let him strike out on his own and get subverted.  Or, we

can let him come with us.  I don't like it any more than you do, but I'm

not going to let him kill himself or worse.  No, he has to come with us."

     He turned to Fang.  "If I let you out, you stay with us.  Trust me,

there's nothing else up there anyway.  You stay with us, or you come right

back."

     Fang eagerly nodded.  "I'll stay right by."

     Broadway shrugged.  He montioned to the others.  The six of them

rushed the glass barrier, which cracked slightly.  Fang grinned, and

blasted the cage.  The electricity arked around the crack, splitting the

pane of glass further.  It shattered, and fragments of glass went showering

through the room.

     "Watch it!"  Hawthorne hissed.  She shielded herself with her wing.

     "Sorry."  Fang apologized.  He walked out.  "This is the first time

I've been out since Coney Island."

     "Enjoy it."  Lexington remarked.  He turned to walk away, out towards

the tunnel.

     "Why are you going that way?"  Angela called.

     "It's just as easy.  Besides, we'll get out quicker."  Lexington

replied.  The others followed.

     "So, Brooklyn, what's going on, anyway?"  Fang asked.  "You obviously

know something about what's happening."

     Brooklyn sighed.  "There's a magic at work.  A demon is turning the

entire world into a place of darkness, and the six of us have to stop it. 

Otherwise, the world as we know it won't exist.  It's already stopped

existing up above."

     "What are you talking about?"

     "Look."  Brooklyn hissed.  "The reason that Talon, Maggie and Claw

aren't here is that they were probably subverted.  They were turned into

demons.  The people who don't know what's really going on call it a

disease...the Richmond Syndrome...but really it's a magic curse.  You'll

see when we get out of the Labrynth."

     "Quite the story."  Fang smirked.

     "It's true."  Ophelia remarked.  "And I'm betting that as soon as we

get aboveground, you'll wish you'd stayed behind."

     "Is that a threat?"  Fang growled.  "Because, missy, I..."

     "It's not a threat.  I wish I was in your little cage right now, Fang,

that's how bad it is.  But the only way it'll get any better is if we find

a piece of a magic ring, and fight a demon.  That's what's going on, in a

nutshell."  Brooklyn sighed.

     Fang shut his mouth.

     The seven made it to the gaping hole in the wall.  Grimacing, they

began to scramble up towards the city above. 

     "What the hell happened?"  Fang whispered as he left the tunnel.  

"What's this fog?"

     "Evil."  Broadway replied, frowning. 

     Fang clicked his tongue.  "I can barely see."

     Lexington thought back to a book he'd read last year.  Making a rough

anology, he cleared his throat.  "Did anyone else ever read 'The Lord of

the Rings'?"  he asked.

     "I did."  Fang frowned.

     "You?"  Brooklyn exclaimed.  "You actually read?"

     "I took Honors English in high school, smartass."  Fang snarled.  "I'm

actually quite literate."

     Brooklyn opened his mouth to say something, but shut it.

     "Anyway, welcome to Mordor."  Lexington sighed, waving his arm around.

     "Run that by me again?"  Hawthorne asked him.

     "It's from the books.  'One ring to rule them all, one ring to find

them, one ring to bring them all and in the darkness bind them, in the land

of Mordor where the shadows lie.'  This is like Mordor."

     "Okay.  I get it now."  Hawthorne sighed, lying.

     Brooklyn frowned.  "Let's find out where we are, so we can get to

Brooklyn.  Heights."  he added, catching Fang's confused look.

     "Why are you going to Brooklyn Heights?"  he asked.

     "It's where the last piece of the Ring is.  I think we're in Central

Park."  Lexington frowned.

     "How can you tell?" Ophelia asked.  "This mist isn't much for finding

your bearings in."

     "There's a garbage can right next to you with 'Keep Central Park

Clean' written on it."  Broadway smiled.

     Ophelia looked down, and saw the garbage can.  "Right."

     "So where do we go from here?"  Angela asked.

***************************************************************************
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     Goliath awoke.  With a shattering of stone, he roared, and looked

around.  The mist was still in the air, leaving him feeling desolate and

alone.  He sighed, and wondered why someone hadn't come and smashed him

while he slept.  In the mood he was in now, he was starting to wish that

somebody had.

     The silence was deafening.  There was absolutely no sound...barely

even a breeze to rustle the leaves in the trees.  No night birds sang, no

dogs barked, no cars travelled the deserted streets.  He was the last one

left unsubverted in the city.

     So why isn't anyone coming to subvert me?  he asked himself again,

unsure of the answer.

     He stood up.  Perhaps, if he went back to the castle, he'd be able to

find some way to end it.  He was sure that if Xanatos were there, he

wouldn't mind welcoming Goliath to the not so exclusive club.  There was no

point in sitting put any longer.  He might as well find some way to make it

so that he wouldn't be alone any more.

     He felt a sudden flash of empathy with Demona.  She had spent 900

years alone.  Now, only now, was he beginning to understand what that did

to a person.  Either it would drive you insane, or drive you to end it all. 

She'd gone insane, he wished to end it.

     He walked, peering through the fog for a tree from which to launch

himself into the air.  Then, it would be but a simple matter to...

     "I took Honours English in high school, smartass.  I'm actually quite

literate."  somebody spoke.  The voice was distant, but Goliath was still

able to hear it.  He raised an eyebrow, thinking he'd imagined it. 

Foolishness!  There was nobody else in the city!

     "Anyway, welcome to Mordor."  a different voice stated.  Goliath

stopped, and glanced around.  That almost sounded like Lexington.

     A sudden hope began to well up inside of him.  Somebody else was

alive.  Perhaps Brooklyn and the others are back, he thought.  He began to

listen intently for something else to be said.

     "Let's find out where we are, so we can get to Brooklyn.  Heights..."

     That was definitely Brooklyn.  Goliath began to walk faster, searching

for the sound of his voice to guide him.  The first speaker obliged again,

suddenly asking why Brooklyn wanted to go to Brooklyn Heights.

     "It's where the last piece of the Ring is.  I think we're in Central

Park."

     That was Lexington again, much closer.  Somebody else asked him a

question, but then Broadway said something about garbage cans.

     And then, Angela spoke.  "So where do we go from here?"

     They were very close now.  Goliath actually thought he could see the

outlines of seven gargoyle like figures.

     Seven?  he thought incredulously. 

     He slowly walked forward.

***************************************************************************

********

     "To Brooklyn Heights."  Hawthorne answered, looking at Angela.  "Which

direction is it in?"

     "From Central Park?  To the southeast.  It's..."  Brooklyn answered,

but he stopped.  He had the gut intuition that someone was walking towards

them.

     "Someone's coming."  he hissed.  The other's looked around blindly. 

Brooklyn turned around, baring his fangs.  His eyes shot to white. 

     The outline of a gargoyle suddenly formed in the mist.  As they

watched, Goliath suddenly appeared.  The leader of the clan took one look

at Brooklyn, and shook his head.

     "It can't be." he whispered.  The hopeless expression was erased from

his face, replaced by one of amazement.

     His eyes were normal.  He was unsubverted.

     "Father?"  Angela asked, unbelieving at first.

     "It might be a trick."  Ophelia warned.      

     Goliath walked slowly towards Brooklyn.  A tear was rolling down his

cheek, whether from sadness or joy no one could tell.  He grabbed

Brooklyn's hand, and smiled. 

     "It's no trick."  Lexington whispered, instinctively knowing.  'It's

him.  It's really him."

     "Goliath?"  Broadway asked.

     "Thank God you're home."  Goliath whispered.  Brooklyn merely stared

at him in awe.

***************************************************************************

********

     "What happened, Goliath?  Why are you in the park?"  Lexington asked,

sitting on the ground. 

     Goliath sighed.  "Elisa and I came here after her apartment was

attacked.  Matt, Hudson, Maggie and Claw were subverted, and came to attack

us.,  We escaped, but Elisa was subverted here.  They would have subverted

me, but they vanished, leaving me behind.  I have been here ever since."

     He paused.  "Do you have the Ring?"

     Ophelia held up the five pieces of it.  "We were about to go and get

the last piece when you showed up."

     Hawthorne inched closer to Brooklyn.  "Elisa...that's the one who was

talking to me in Seattle."

     "Elisa in Seattle?"  Goliath asked.

     Brooklyn nodded.  He told Goliath about what had happened since he,

Lexington, Broadway and Angela had left Manhattan, six days ago.  He told

of how they had met Hawthorne and Ophelia, how they had gotten the first

piece of the ring.  He explained of their adventures in Las Vegas, St

John's, Atlanta and Seattle.  Goliath seemed fascinated by the mentions of

gargoyle clans on Vancouver Island and in Newfoundland, but became saddened

when he learned that Elisa and Hudson had been involved in the plan to

destroy them in Seattle.  When Brooklyn had finished explaining, Goliath

stood up.

     "We must get the last piece of the Ring.  We have no time to lose, if

we're to save Elisa and Hudson, and stop Silhouette."

     Brooklyn, Broadway and Hawthorne looked at each other. 

     The others got up.  "It's in Brooklyn Heights, father."  Angela

stated.

     Fang streched.  "I'm still going with you, aren't I?"

     Broadway nodded.  "It's not safe for you anywhere else.  You have to."

     Hawthorne closed her eyes.  "I'm getting the feeling that it's that

way."  she pursed her lips, pointing to her left.

     "Okay.  Now we have to find some way to get high enough to glide." 

Brooklyn frowned. 

     "If we could find a tree or something, that'd be all right.  But how

can we see through this mist?"  Hawthorne frowned.

     They began to grope about blindly in the darkness.  It took about ten

minutes, but Lexington finally found a large tree.  Rather accidentally. 

He stumbled over a tree root, and landed flat on his face.

     Brooklyn noticed, and smirked.  "Are you all right?"

     "Yeah.  The only thing hurt is my dignity."  Lexington muttered,

getting up.  He patted the tree trunk.  "I think I found our ticket up."

     The others walked over.  They inspected it, and sighed.

     "It'll do in a pinch."  Broadway approved.  He began to climb up,

disappearing into the fog.  The others followed.

     "Which was is Brooklyn Heights?"  Angela called.

     The others thought.  "I think it's that way."  Brooklyn frowned,

pointing to the left. 

     "We'd just better hope you're right."  Fang sighed, taking off.  Soon,

the eight adventurers were on their way. 

***************************************************************************

********

Avalon

     Silhouette stared through the mirror, smiling grimly at the eight. 

They flew away, deeper into her city of darkness.  The dog had served his

purpose well, relaying the fact that the six were there in New York.

     Laughing merrily, she stood up.  Finally, a plan had worked.  And it

had actually done something HONEST.

     The seeds of doubt had been planted.  And even if they weren't showing

it now, they'd crack when it counted.  And, if the revelations turned out

to be true, well that was an added bonus, wasn't it?

     Suddenly, three columns of shadow appeared.  The main one reformed

into the thin form of Fox Xanatos, who looked extremely upset.  The other

two became Bonavista and Woodstock, two of the Newfoundland gargoyles. 

They remained silent.

     "What's wrong with you?"  Sil asked, raising an eyebrow.

     "It's the seventh!  I couldn't find her!  I looked all over St. John's

for her, and she was nowhere to be found.  Even these two couldn't help. 

She's gone."  The woman began to hurl some choice explitives at herself.

     Silhouette crossed her arms.  "This might be a problem.  The seventh

gargoyle could present a major threat if the prophecy is true.  Still..."

     She frowned.  [TRAVIS MARSHALL,] she projected.

     Within seconds the former news anchor was standing before the throne. 

He bowed, and looked up.

     "Mr. Marshall, didn't you say that there were two other gargoyles with

the Leader and the Ringbearer when you had them trapped?"

     "Yes, my Lady.  A blueish male, who looked almost exactly like the

leader, and a very dark blue female."

     "Did you by any chance hear where they hailed from?"

     Travis thought.  "They had a strange accent..."

     "Was they talkin' like this, bye?"  Silhouette frowned, trying to

imitate a Newfoundland accent, and failing rather miserably.

     Travis smirked.  "A bit like that.  Forgive my saying so, but you

don't quite give the accent justice."

     Silhouette smiled.  "I'll have to practise.  But, you're sure.  One

was a female from Newfoundland."

     "Yes."

     "Thank you, Mr. Marshall.  That'll be all."

     Travis sighed, and evaporated.  Fox grinned. 

     "She's in Atlanta."  she snapped her fingers. 

     "Very astute.  I want her dead before the hour's out.  Understand?"

     "Perfectly."  Fox grinned.  She vanished, Bonavista and Woodstock

following.

     Silhouette sighed.  It was time.

     She briefly wondered if she should let the gargoyles get the last

piece unresisted.  If she did, then she was gambling everything on Ariel's

prophecy.  If that failed, then the odds wouldn't be so wonderfully in her

favor anymore.

     So, she needed a contingency.

     "But what?"  she said aloud.

     She grinned.  Perhaps it was time to call in the big guns.

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

************************

Chapter Two

          The Sum Of All Fears

Williamsburg, Brooklyn

     The mist wasn't as thick across the East River, Brooklyn noticed with

some relief.  The majority of it was centred over Manhattan.  But it was

still thick enough to interfere with gliding.  More than once, he had to

veer upward when he looked down and saw the waters mere feet below him. 

The others were no more at ease than he was.

     Finally, they were over land once more.  They landed on a rooftop,

looking around to get some idea of their surroundings.

     Lexington found a sign.  "New York Harbour, Dock 72.  Williamsburg." 

he read.  "We're in Brooklyn.  Brooklyn Heights should be just to the

south, along the river."

     "It's that way, then."  Hawthorne frowned, pointing.  "That's where

the Ring is."

     "You're sure?"  Fang scowled, looking in the direction.  "How is it

you know?"

     "That's my power, I guess.  I find and locate the pieces of the Ring." 

She took the nearly completed circle from Ophelia.  "It draws me to it."

     Fang seemed to accept this.  The eight dove off the rooftop, heading

towards the southern end of Brooklyn.

     The borough's namesake, meanwhile, veered close to Goliath.  The

purple gargoyle looked to him, and smiled.

     "I'm really glad you came with us, Goliath."  Brooklyn said.  "I'm

starting to think I'm getting overwhelmed by being the Leader."

     Goliath raised an eyebrow.  "You aren't expecting me to take your

place, are you?"

     "No!  No, I'm not.  It's just...I could use a little guidance." 

Brooklyn sighed. 

     Goliath smiled.  "I may not be much help, I'm afraid.  I'm not as

experienced with dealing with the Servants of Twilight as the six of you."

     Brooklyn's mouth quivered.  "Uh huh."  he mumbled.

     "Did I say something wrong?"  Goliath asked, seeing the expression on

his face.

     "No, no.  It's just...something happened in Seattle.  None of the

others know about it yet.  And it's really shaking my confidence in

myself."

     Brooklyn paused.  "In Seattle, we were caught in a trap by Silhouette. 

But she didn't try to kill us, like in the other places we visited. 

Instead, she claimed that she'd found the missing page of the prophecy, and

that it said things about Hawthorne, Broadway and me.  I'm not sure what

happened to Broadway...but I know that Elisa told Hawthorne something

horrible."

     Goliath noticed Brooklyn give a wistful look to Hawthorne, who was

flying in front of the group, guided by her powers towards the Ring. 

"There's something between the two of you."  he concluded.

     Brooklyn's expression turned dreamy, momentarily distracted from his

troubles.  "True love.  I finally found her...the perfect girl for me.  Oh,

that reminds me...Angela and Broadway are officially mates."

     "WHAT?"  Goliath cried.  He turned around.  Sure enough, Angela and

Broadway were flying very close together.  They weren't doing anything, but

Goliath recognized the bond between them instantaneously.

     "I'll have to have a talk with him."  Goliath stated, smiling.  He

turned to Brooklyn.    "What were you saying?  What did Elisa tell

Hawthorne?"

     "She told her that if we won, Hawthorne would turn to stone forever."

     Goliath's expression paled.  "Surely that's not true!"

     Brooklyn shrugged.  "That's the thing.  I don't know.  It was probably

just a scare tactic, used to frighten us, keep us from finishing the

journey.  But she has nagging doubts that it's true.  But what Silhouette

told me..."

     Brooklyn swallowed.  Goliath suddenly gave him his undivided

attention.

     "She said that I was already a Servant of Twilight.  She told me that

no matter what did, that I would be subverted in the final battle, but that

I would get there on my own.  She said that when that happened, I was

destined to rule the world by her side.  That means that I'll lose myself

in darkness. I won't be just a victim of this, Goliath, I'll be helping to

keep it going.  And even if it's not true, I have doubts in myself, too. 

When I look at the others, I see myself with black eyes, and I just want

to..."

     Goliath reached out, and touched Brooklyn's shoulder.  "Brooklyn...I

don't know what to say."

     "Don't say anything.  I probably shouldn't have told you."

     "Brooklyn, one of the first things a good leader does is to share his

feelings.  Keeping them bottled up inside won't make things better.  You'll

simply dwell on them, and make mistakes.  That's not what you want."

     Brooklyn sighed.  He suddenly felt like telling Goliath everything

that was wrong with his life, which, right now, seemed like an awful lot. 

>From the feelings of frustration he felt when he had been dealing with

Whitbourne, to his fears about the battle.

     "Is it normal to be so terrified of something?"  Brooklyn asked.  "I

mean...I'm beginning to feel so frightened, almost like I was a hatchling

again, and it's bothering me."

     "I'm no stranger to fear, lately."  Goliath sighed. "I've felt

frightened more times than you can count during the last few days.  But

never so terrified as when Elisa and I were fleeing her apartment."

     "What exactly happened while we were away?"  Brooklyn asked, suddenly

curious.

     Goliath sighed.  "The night you left, Servants of Twilight attacked

the police station.  Matt Bluestone was the only one to get out all right."

     "Captain Chavez was the one who came after us in Las Vegas."  Brooklyn

recalled.  "And she poisoned Hawthorne in Atlanta."

     "In any case, Hudson and I escorted Elisa to rescue him.  When we

returned to the castle, Xanatos, Owen, and Bronx were subverted.  Hudson

and I were forced to flee the castle, and take refuge at the apartment. 

Several days after, we went to the Labrynth.  Elisa and I got out, but

Hudson was caught there when a Servant attacked.  Hudson and Talon were

subverted.  Maggie and Claw escaped and came to Elisa's apartment as well. 

Finally, Matt was subverted, and he and Hudson attacked the apartment. 

Claw and Maggie were taken as well, and Elisa and I tried to escape. 

That's when I began to feel frightened...when I realized I was totally

helpless to protect those I cared for.  When Elisa was taken from me...I

lost all will to go on.  I was actually looking for a Servant of Twilight

to subvert me when I found you.  It shames me to say it, but I had decided

to give up without a fight.  That's how desolate and alone I felt."

     Goliath looked to Brooklyn.  "It's obvious that what happened to me is

happening to you.  You're allowing your fright to control you, when it is

you that must control your fear.  If you don't, then the future that

Silhouette predicted for you will come true.  You'll give in, and allow

yourself to be taken.  Like I almost did.  Giving up hope was my

mistake...I realize that now.  I had lost faith that you would return

safely, so I ended up in the same position you're at now."

     "Goliath, it was only by the sheerest luck that we found you." 

Brooklyn pointed out.

     "But you still did.  The point is, don't lose hope.  Otherwise, you're

certain to lose."

     Brooklyn sighed.  "You're right.  But it's hard to be hopeful in the

face of this."

     "Our lives, and the entire world, depend on you keeping that faith."

     "Thanks for taking the pressure off."  Brooklyn remarked dryly.

     "Learning to accept pressure will better help you to deal with it." 

Goliath added.

     Brooklyn sighed.  "Right.  But if you don't mind, I'll still be a

little bit terrified, thanks."

***************************************************************************
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     "I think Brooklyn told him about us."  Angela noted, seeing her

father's expression as he turned around.

     Broadway looked, and smiled briefly.

     He turned to her.  "I still can't stop thinking about it.  But it's

like the feeling's numbed now."

     Angela spun around.  "Broadway..."

     "Don't tell me to let it go again, Angela.  I can't.  I've tried.  You

don't know what's it's like for me.  If I use my powers again, I'll kill

you.  How do you think that makes me feel?"

     Angela said nothing.  Broadway's expression became saddened.

     "You can't even begin to imagine what it felt like.  In Atlanta, when

I blasted Lexington, I knew what I was doing.  But the thing is, I didn't

care until you brought me back.  I saw him go flying across the room, hit

the wall, and I didn't care!  I'm a monster, Angela!"

     Angela suddenly became nervous.  Broadway began to look as terrified

as he did in Seattle, after first coming out of the maze.

     "I'M A MONSTER!!!!!!"  he screamed, at the top of his lungs.  Everyone

turned around, staring at him.

     "Are you all right?"  Fang asked.

     "All right!  Of course I'm all right!  I'm just going to kill Angela,

that's all!"  Broadway cried.  He began to sob.  "I'm a monster, and I'm

going to kill her.  Just like I almost killed Lexington and Tybalt."

     Lexington veered off, and soared next to Broadway.

     "Broadway, what's gotten into you?"  he asked.

     "Leave me alone."  Broadway sobbed.

     Lexington looked helplessly to Angela. 

     "In that maze, Hudson told him that if he lost his power again, he'd

kill someone.  Broadway's convinced it's me."  Angela explained. 

     The others all circled around, and Angela explained the situation

again.

     "Broadway, it was just a trick.  A plan to throw us off our guard." 

Ophelia advised.

     Broadway shook his head.  "You don't understand.  It's true.  I know

it is."

     "How do you know?  We were told some things too, just as bad, but

we've accepted them as one of Silhouette's tricks."  Hawthorne told him,

feeling like a liar.

     Broadway stared her down.  "Do you know what it's like to lose control

of your power, have it backfire and threaten to hurt those you care about?"

     Hawthorne shook her head.  "No, but I..."

     "In Atlanta, I used it, and nearly hurt Lexington.  The thing is, when

I saw that blast hit him, I didn't care.  I knew it could have hurt him,

and I didn't care.  How am I supposed to live with that?  Plus the fact

that I could kill somebody...somebody I love with all of my heart..." he

looked at Angela.

     "Broadway..."  Brooklyn sighed.

     "Listen.  I know it could happen, because I've lived through it twice

before.  So no, don't tell me it's another shadowy lie.  Because I KNOW

it's not."

     "I know what you're going through.  Silhouette told me that..."

Brooklyn began.  He frowned, and looked to Hawthorne.  Did he really want

to say this?

     Hawthorne stared at him inquistively.  Goliath was regarding him

patiently.

     "In the maze, Silhouette told me that I was already a Servant of

Twilight."  Brooklyn began.  "Apparently, in the final battle, I'm supposed

to subvert myself, or something.  But I think it's a crock, myself.  It's

just one of Silhouette's plans.  Except, instead of killing us, she wants

us to doubt in ourselves."

     Broadway sighed.  "But I already doubted.  And now, I'm going to hate

myself.  And, if I need to call on my power to protect the rest of you, I

won't be able to."

     He sighed, and looked at all the others.  "I'm sorry."

     The gargoyles glanced at each other.  "Broadway..."  Angela began

again.  Broadway frowned, and clasped her hand.  Angela tried to say

something, but couldn't.

     Brooklyn sighed heavily, and looked helplessly to Goliath, who was

staring intently at Broadway.

     Fang moved in, next to Lexington.  "Pretty screwed up bunch you've got

here."

     "Oh, shut up."  Lexington snapped.

***************************************************************************

********

     Hawthorne soared next to Brooklyn.  "Why didn't you tell me?"  she

asked, upset.

     Brooklyn frowned.  "Would it have made any difference?  It's not true,

anyway."

     "Somehow, you don't seem all that sure of that fact anymore."

     Brooklyn stared her down.  "I'm just...there's no real point obsessing

about it.  Like you said, you don't get threatened and take it lightly. 

But even though emotionally I'm not all that sure, logically I know it was

a lie."

     Hawthorne looked at him.  "Maybe so, but...you should have told me.  I

might have been able to help you out..."

     "How?  I didn't help you out that much back in Seattle.  You're still

afraid."

     "You'd be surprised how much you helped me.  Just knowing somebody was

there for me...to look out for me when I needed it..."

     Brooklyn took her hand.  "You're my immortal beloved.  I don't ever

want to let you go."

     Hawthorne smiled, tentatively.  All of a sudden, she perked up, and

frowned.  "The Ring is close by!"  she called out.  She dove, and the

others followed.  They landed, although not very gracefully.

     Ophelia looked around, and down at the street below.  "Are we in

Brooklyn Heights?"

     "I think so.  We're in a pretty well-to-do neighbourhood."  Brooklyn

glanced around.  "Is the Ring close by?"

     "A couple of minutes by air, I think." Hawthorne explained, pensively.

     "Didn't you say that it was in a castle?"  Ophelia asked.

     "Yep."

     "How many castle's are there in this Manhattan?"  Ophelia asked

Angela.

     "Ours."  her rookery sister replied.

     "No.  There's Belvedere Castle, in Manhattan...and MacBeth's manor

in...Brooklyn..." Lexington frowned, thinking.  "Maybe the next piece is in

MacBeth's house!"

     "MacBeth?"  Fang frowned.  "Like the play?"

     Brooklyn blinked.  How strange to hear Fang, who came across as a

petty thug, talk of Tolkien and Shakespeare!

     "You don't know the half of it."  Goliath told him.

     "It might be."  Hawthorne informed Lexington.  "I can't tell myself. 

But it won't hurt to check it out, I guess.  Why is he called MacBeth?"

     "It's his name."  Lexington told her.

     "What did he ever do to his parents?"

     "He's actually from the same time as we are, roughly."  Brooklyn

interjected.  "It's a complicated story."

     "Well, let's go."  Angela sighed, walking to a house and scaling the

wall.

     Fang sighed.  "Lay on, MacDuff."  he recited.  "And damned be he that

first cries."

***************************************************************************

********

MacBeth Manor, Brooklyn

     The now abandoned manor welcomed its master home.

     MacBeth materialized, his black eyes glistening in the lights of the

parlour.  How odd that his home could possibly be the site of the battle to

end it all.  Before tonight the most exciting things to happen there were

the occasional gargoyle visitations.

     His helpers began to materialize behind him.  The twelve Servants were

here, with clear objectives in mind.  Protect the Ring, and, if possible,

kill the gargoyles.

     Demona snarled, looking around.  Her eyes, normally glowing red when

angered, gave off the standard black glow.  Her long standing hatred of

MacBeth had been put aside, for the sake of this assignment.  Silhouette

had asked for Servants who knew the six gargoyles, and she had gotten quite

a motley crew.  Demona and MacBeth were merely the vanguard.

     Jackal, the third member of the company, glanced around the room.  "So

where is the Ring, anyway?"

     MacBeth frowned.  "According to Lady Silhouette, the piece of metal's

in the library." 

     The fourth member of the group, Hudson, sighed.  "It won't be doin' us

any good for all of us to be in the library, then"

     "Why not?"  Puck asked.  After his subversion, he had dropped the Owen

Burnett guise, possibly never to don it again.  "If that's where the Ring

is, then that's where we should be.  Use your head, gargoyle, instead of

keeping it rock hard at night."

     "Think, elf."  Hudson snapped.  "If we all stay in the library, then

we'll be fighting too close to the Ring.  We want to keep them away."

     "He's right."  Griff sighed.  The sixth Servant crossed his arms. 

"It's too risky.  We'll have to engage them in the air."

     "Not all of us have wings." Elisa frowned at him.  "How are we

supposed to kill them if we can't fight on their level?  We have to force

them down."

     "That might not be entirely true.  If the gargoyles and the fey battle

them in the air, then those who cannot fly can either use my jetsleds, the

castle's defense systems, or our powers to aid them.  And if the Leader and

his friends do manage to get past, then we can hold them off inside. 

There's no way they can win."  MacBeth explained.

     He turned.  "Demona, Hudson, Griff, Talon and Puck will have to fight

them in the air."    

     "Me too."  Jackal pointed out, firing his rockets.  His cybernetic eye

still flared red, an odd contrast to his darkened eye.

     MacBeth smiled, appreciating the eagerness of his team.  He turned to

the grounded members of his party.  Elisa Maza, David Xanatos, King Arthur

Pendragon, the gargoyle dog Bronx, and Wolf.

     "Listen up."  Wolf was saying.  "Do we really have a chance against

them?  I mean...if the Protector..."

     "The Protector's been taken care of, lad.  He wouldn't use his power

if Silhouette herself were approaching him now."  Hudson snapped.

     "You seem very confident about that fact."  Xanatos frowned.

     "I made sure of it myself."  Hudson boasted.

     Arthur stood behind him.  "You wouldn't have been able to if it hadn't

been for me.  I am the one who found the missing page of the prophecy."

     "As you kept reminding me."  Griff mimicked.

     Bronx suddenly stood up, completely straight.  His head pointed to the

west.

     "I believe our friends are about to arrive."  MacBeth smiled, taking

the dog's signal seriously.

***************************************************************************

********

     The gargoyles arrived, cautiously landing in a small stand of trees

near the manor.

     "This is it, all right."  Lexington frowned, peering through the mist

to the outline of the castle.

     "So how do we get inside?"  Angela asked. 

     "It won't be easy."  Brooklyn frowned.  "If it's anything like the

last time we were here, there should be defense systems going.  And even if

they aren't used, then the Servants will be guarding this piece well.  It's

the last fragment."

     "Then we'll use stealth."  Goliath muttered. 

     "Where's the Ring?"  Ophelia asked. 

     "In a room fillled with books.  A library."

     "All right.  We probably should do something along the lines of

Avalon.  Two groups."  Brooklyn decided.  "Hawthorne, Broadway and Ophelia

will come with me to get the piece of the ring.  Lex, Angela, Fang and

Goliath will provide the diversion.  And..."  he paused, looking at

Goliath.

     "Funny that I'm giving you the orders."  he remarked, looking to the

leader of the clan.

     Goliath smiled.  "You seem to have a talent for it."

     "So what kind of diversion should we make?"  Lexington asked. 

     "One that'll make a lot of noise."  Brooklyn winked.  Lexington smiled

in response.

     "The diversionary group should enter in the very centre of the

building."  Goliath added.  "MacBeth's manor has an open area in the

middle.  We shall enter there."

     "And while you're doing that, where do we go in?"  Ophelia questioned.

     "MacBeth has some hangar doors in the back.  That's probably the best

place to enter."  Broadway sighed.  It was the first he had spoken since

his outburst in the air.

     "We'll meet together once we have the Ring."  Brooklyn explained. 

"The four of you stay around the center of the building."

     Fang, Goliath, Lexington and Angela nodded.

     "One way or another, it ends tonight."  Brooklyn muttered.

***************************************************************************

********

     They climbed a tree, and took off.  As the diversionary group

disappeared into the mist, Brooklyn, Broadway, Hawthorne and Ophelia began

walking.

     "This is it."  Ophelia muttered miserably.  "Once we get this, the

final battle starts."

     "And we're going to win it."  Brooklyn muttered, with resolve. 

Hawthorne frowned, and looked at him.

     "None of that is going to happen."  Brooklyn told her gently.  "I

promise."

     "I'm holding you to that."  Hawthorne smiled weakly.

     They came upon the hangar door.  Broadway, having remembered how they

worked from the incident with the Scrolls of Merlin, walked up to a side

panel next to the door.  He flipped the panel, and pushed a large red

button.  Fortunately, MacBeth's house wasn't tied in to the New York Power

system, and ran on it's own generators.  As a result, the door opened, with

the hiss of concealed hydraulics. 

     A blast of laser fire greeted them.  Wolf and MacBeth, using the

latter's jetsleds, rocketed out from the hangar, firing electric beams at

them the whole way.

     The gargoyles scattered, diving into the bushes. 

     "So much for stealth."  Brooklyn commented.

     "Maybe not."  Hawthorne contradicted.  "Ophelia, can you cast an

illusion?"

     "I'll try."  Ophelia called back.  Suddenly, Hawthorne disappeared. 

Brooklyn gasped, and then realized that he couldn't see himself either. 

They were invisible.

     That didn't save them.  Dingo and MacBeth had seen them dive into the

bushes.  As a result, they had an idea where the gargoyles were.  The

blasts continued.

     Brooklyn groped around, searching for the others.  Muttering curses,

he stepped on something.  Broadway cried out.

     "That was my TAIL."  he hissed.

     "Sorry."  Brooklyn apologized.  "Where are Hawthorne and Ophelia?"

     "I'm over here."  Ophelia called.

     "Where?"  Brooklyn frowned, helplessly.

     "Drop the illusion for a second."  Hawthorne cried.

     "But we'll be out in the open!"  Broadway protested.

     'It's a necessary risk.  How are we going to find each other if we

can't see?  Drop the illusion, move together, then recast it."  Hawthorne

explained.

     The gargoyles became visible again.  They quickly scrambled towards

each other, and grabbed each other's hands.  Ophelia concentrated, and they

became invisible once more.

     The blasts stopped.  Wolf and MacBeth landed the jetsleds.

     "They went right off my radar."  Wolf frowned, pointing to the

guidance system on the jetsled.  "Infrared can't pick them up, either."

     "They're off my radar as well.  But I think I know why.  One of them

can cast illusions.  Magic is too powerful for machines such as these. 

Here."

     MacBeth tossed Wolf a blaster.  "A gun?"  The 'werewolf' asked.

     "Set it to the highest setting.  The switch is on the left side." 

MacBeth instructed.  "Now sweep those bushes with the laser fire.  If the

beam so much as touches them, they'll be killed instantly."

     MacBeth blasted the bushes.  The laser arked, setting the bushes

afire.

     "Move."  Broadway hissed.

     Brooklyn and the others scrambled to safety, and entered the hangar.

     As they were about to leave the room, they heard MacBeth and Wolf stop

the laser fire.

     "They aren't here."  Wolf sighed.  "They might have crept into the

building."

     "If they did, they won't get far.  Sooner or later, they'll have to

drop the illusion, and the second they do, the defense systems will kick

in."  MacBeth stated ominously.  "Trust me.  They won't survive long enough

to even see the Ring."

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

************************

Chapter Three

          Fire In The Sky

     The attack came almost immediately.

     As soon as Brooklyn and the others were out of sight, Goliath, Fang,

Angela and Lexington banked to the left, trying to gain access to MacBeth's

house. 

     The second they came within sight of it, the battle cries began. 

Before any of them realized what was happening, Demona flew out of the fog,

blasting shadow bolts the whole way.

     Lexington barely dodged one.  He veered away, trying to get behind

her. 

     His strategy would have worked.  Demona wasn't paying any attention to

what was going on behind her.  Lexington could have easily landed on her

and forced her to the ground.  But as soon as he came close, another bolt

came flying from the mist, hitting him in the side.  He cried out in pain,

and tumbled, barely managing to stay in control.

     His assailant, Hudson, came flying out of the fog, laughing merrily.

     Goliath felt the hairs on the back of his neck bristle.  He growled,

and tackled Hudson in midair.  The elder gargoyle grunted, and punched

Goliath in the stomach.  Goliath roared, and glid upwards, Hudson

following.

     Soon, more blasts flew out.  Griff and Talon began their attack,

focusing on Angela and Fang.  Angela struggled to battle off the griffon,

but was unsuccessful.  Griff drove her downwards, towards the unforgiving

ground.

     Fang was too busy to notice.  "This is for letting me starve!"  he

yelled, firing an electric bolt at his fellow Mutate.

     "You should have stayed, Fang."  Talon retorted, returning the blast. 

"It would have been less painful."

     Fang snarled, and zoomed in closer.  That turned out to be a mistake. 

Talon twisted, and fired a blast in a contortionist position.  Fang cried

out, and tumbled down.  He crashed into the woods, and groaned.

     Lexington, meanwhile, tried to regain some altitude.  Demona whirled

around, and began her attack anew.  Lexington's eyes flared, and he

snarled. 

     "Why so agressive, Lexington?"  Demona called, mockingly.  "I just

want to talk."

     "Bull."  Lexington spat.  He raced forward, using the advantage of his

greater speed to catch her by surprise.  Before she had a chance to react,

he was on top of her.  Demona went ballistic.  She twisted and contorted,

trying to get the smaller gargoyle off of her.

     "Give up?"  Lexington asked, in the most patronizing voice he could.

     "The thought never crossed my mind."  Demona replied.  She

metamorphosed into shadow, leaving Lexington alone in the air.  He cried

out, and began to tumble, only barely catching an updraft.

     He exhaled.  That had been close.

     Suddenly, a bolt of laser fire went screaming past.  Jackal was

hovering nearby, his one black eye contrasting with the harsh glow of the

prosthesis attached to the other.  Without thinking, Lexington snarled, and

attacked.  That was exactly the opening Demona was waiting for. 

Recorperating, she roared, and plowed into the small one at top speed.  He

screamed, and went flying through the air in a seemingly graceful arc,

disappearing into the fog below.

     None of the others noticed.  Angela was too busy in her battle with

the former knighted gargoyle to take the time.  Griff laughed as he blasted

her left and right, forcing her to dodge the blasts wildly.  With a battle

cry, she moved upwards, and came down savagely on his head.  He cried out,

lashing his tail.  She fought back, reaching down and raking his face with

her talons.  Griff screamed again, and put a hand to his face.  He

discorporated, leaving Angela alone in the sky.

     Satisfied, she whirled around, in time to see Demona and Jackal come

flying through the air.  Amazed, she dodged their first fly-by's.

     How many people is Silhouette using to try to stop us?  she thought. 

She must be desparate.

     Jackal spun around.  He took careful aim, and launched a grenade at

her.  The projectile streaked through the sky.  Angela dodged it, and

listened impassively as the grenade detonated.  The sound echoed throughout

the fog, with a noise like thunder.  Vaguely surprised that Demona hadn't

tried to stop him from killing her, Angela flew towards the cyborg, her

eyes flaring red.  He blasted her.

     She cried out, and tumbled.  Demona made her move.  She raced down, to

just below her daughter.  With a scream of victory, Demona fired a blast at

her child, intending to knock her out of the sky. 

     What happened next, nobody expected.

***************************************************************************

********

     Hudson streaked through the misty sky, laughing all the way.  He

periodically fired bolts of shadow back at Goliath.  The younger gargoyle

snarled, and banked upwards.

     "Give in, lad.  You can't win!"  Hudson yelled.  He spun around, only

to have Goliath, roaring, land on top of him.

     Hudson whoofed as the air was driven out from him.  Goliath growled,

but was careful not to seriously hurt his friend.  With one punch, Hudson

was knocked out.  He crumpled, and began to spiral downwards through the

air.  Goliath dove to catch him.

     But suddenly, Hudson was awake again, snarling, enraged.  He fired

blast after blast at Goliath.  Goliath howled in pain as one struck him in

the arm.  He dove, downwards towards the earth, banking towards the side...

     ...and, quite accidentally, crashed into Demona.  Her shadow bolt went

wild, missing Angela by a large margin, and nearly hitting Jackal.  She

went flying sideways, struck by his massive frame at top speed.

     Angela managed to regain control of herself, and tried to increase her

altitude.  Hudson, soaring down, had other ideas.  With one blast, she was

buffeted throughout the sky again, careerning wildly.

     "Angela!"  Goliath yelled, seeing his daughter thrown like a rag doll. 

He raced upwards to catch her.  She controlled herself, though, and managed

to stay aloft.

     "We can't attack them separately."  she growled.  "We'll have to take

them together."

     Goliath nodded, and spun around to see Talon moving in.  The Mutate

smiled, and fired a shadow bolt.  Goliath dodged, and the blast struck

Jackal square in the face.  The cyborg screamed, and melted away into

shadow.

     Talon wrung his hands, and soared to the left.  He met up with Demona

and Hudson, and began advancing on Goliath and Angela.  The three Servants

of Twilight were blasting repeatedly, trying to force the two away from the

Manor.

     "We'll have to hit them hard."  Goliath frowned.  Angela nodded with

understanding.  The two glid downward, underneath the Servants.  As the

shadow blasts rained down on them, they swerved upwards, and accelerated to

their top speed.

     Talon and Hudson never knew what hit them.  The two gargoyles plowed

directly into their stomachs.  Talon screamed in pain as Angela forced him

upwards, nearly crushing his internal organs.  He barely managed to

discorporate. 

     Hudson came out a bit luckier.  He was knocked up, but not permanently

damaged.  However, he was still hurt badly.  He vanished, becoming as

shadowy as the mist.

     Demona escaped unharmed.  She whirled around, snarled, and blasted

again.  The beam passed between her daughter and former love, forcing them

to scatter.

     [I NEED HELP, HERE] she projected, admitting the reality of the

situation.    

     Almost unbidden, Griff appeared.  He snarled at the sight of Angela,

baring his fangs.

     "Can't stand the thought of an even fight, can you?"  Demona asked, as

she noticed Goliath and Angela's horrified expressions.

     "Mother!  We're trying to save you!"  Angela called, hoping that the

reminder of their relation would calm her down.

     Demona shook her head.  "No, daughter.  You're trying to destroy what

I've become.  And I can't let you do that."

     Griff raised his hand.  "Cheerio."  he smirked, gleefully.  The blast

came forth, a beam of blackness.

     It struck Goliath directly in the face.  With a roar of pain, he

grabbed his head with both hands.

     "Father!"  Angela screamed.  She spun around, and tackled Griff again. 

The British gargoyle squawked, and dodged.  Angela twisted, and crashed

into him.  Griff fell back in pain, and dissipated.  Demona screamed in

frustration.

     Fuming, she drew one of MacBeth's electron guns.  She had taken it

almost a year ago, when the two had last met in Paris, and had kept it with

her ever since, having to admire the usefulness of the weapon. 

     Now, it might actually end the threat of the prophecy.  And wouldn't

that be privy to a reward?

     Angela was caring for Goliath.  He was fine, just hurt.  The shadow

blasts had effectively no effect save concussive force.  A direct hit to

the face would cause little more damage than slight bruising.  Pity.

     A fully charged stream of electrons, however...

     Demona charged the weapon to "full."  Angela spun around, just in time

to see her mother level the lethal weapon at her stomach.

     "Mother, no!"  Angela screamed.  Goliath howled in anguish.

     When the gun fired, the sound seemed to be the loudest either of them

had heard in their lives.

***************************************************************************

********

     Fang could hear the sounds of the grenade exploding, the shadow blasts

overhead.  But these came in a murky haze of confusion and pain.

     Groaning, he tried to wiggle his toes.  The appendages in his right

leg wouldn't respond.  Suddenly, an agonizing pain shot up and down his

leg.

     "Ow!!!!!!!"  he screamed.  Gingerly, he touched his lower leg.  The

area seemed tender to the touch.  And it hurt for the slightest pressure to

be put on it.  Fang deduced the obvious...his right leg was broken.

     "Perfect."  he whispered.  Some help he'd be.

     Since when did anyone ever say you had to help? he asked himself.

     Fang thought for a second.  He hadn't really considered that. 

Brooklyn hadn't said anything other than 'you stay with us'.  From then on,

Fang had simply been caught up in the moment, helping along without

thinking it.

     Now, he'd earned himself a broken leg because of it.  And he didn't

have the advantage of turning to stone to heal him.  It would proabably

take six weeks or more before he could walk again.

     He muttered some rather ugly curse words under his breath.

     There were more explosions overhead.  From somewhere up above,

something screamed, sounding like Talon.

     What had happened to him, anyway?  His eyes were pitch black, and he

was able to fire bolts of darkness from his hands, instead of the bolts of

energy that the Mutates usually could.  It was frightening, in a

way...something big had obviously happened to the world if everyone in New

York City was gone, and those that were left could fire blasts of shadows

at people.  Something big, that was affecting Fang in a big way, and he had

no clue as to what was going on.  Even Goliath, who apparently hadn't been

expected to have been found, knew more than he did.  Frustrating, and

frightening.

     So, what could he do?

     Not much with a broken leg, he decided.  The cat-man frowned, trying

to concentrate amid the noise from the battle above.  He wasn't really

under an obligation to help anyway.  So, he could probably stay here.  He'd

be safe enough.

     No, you wouldn't, an inner voice told him.  The people in the city

probably thought the same thing, whatever happened to them.  Hell, Talon,

Maggie and Claw probably thought they were safe in the Labrynth, and look

what happened to them.

     So, where does that leave me?  Even if I do try to help, how much help

can I be with a snapped leg?

     Then, it came to him.  The whole point of him, Goliath, Lexington and

Angela was to provide a diversion so the others could get the piece of the

Ring, for whatever reason.  So, maybe he could provide one on the ground. 

Either that, or try to get aloft again, and glide to the castle. 

     Looking at a nearby tree, he elected the airborne option.  It would

mean a lot less crawling.

     "Fine time for me to develop a conscience."  he muttered.  He was

aware of his reputation with the Mutates and the real gargoyles, and

realized that to them, he was nothing more than a bully.  Oh, well.  Maybe,

by helping out, he'd change their minds.

     With a sigh, he hoisted himself up, and tried to climb the tree.  His

right leg was like a useless block of wood.  Once or twice, his foot banged

against the tree trunk, and a bolt of white pain flared up and down the

leg.  He winced, trying to keep from crying out.  Finally, after what

seemed like an eternity of climbing, he reached a height far up enough to

glide from.  He jumped, and spread his wings.  Just barely catching an

updraft, he soared upwards, trying to discern the direction of MacBeth

Manor.

     After ten minutes of gliding, he began to have a sneaking suspicion

that he wasn't anywhere near the castle.  Another five minutes confirmed

it.

     He looked around.  The fog was everywhere.

     He was lost.

***************************************************************************

********

     Lexington groaned, and sat up.  He had taken a rather nasty fall,

finding himself lying on the ground.

     Suddenly, there was the sound of a loud explosion overhead.  It

sounded like a bomb, or something.  Lexington bolted up, but had to sit

back down.  His ankle was twisted.

     "Jalapena."  he swore, frowning.  His ankle would be fine in a few

minutes probably, but it hurt like hell now.  Besides, he had no way to get

back in the air.  He was in a seemingly open field.  There was yelling

overhead, and a woman's scream.  Demona.

     The last thing he remembered was gliding towards Jackal, and then

being plowed into by something heavy and strong.  It had probably been

Demona, but he hadn't been able to tell.  In any case, the event had left

him on the ground.  And he wouldn't do a fat lot of good down here.

     He tried to stand up, found his ankle more agreeable.  With a sigh, he

began walking, looking for a tree, or something to climb up to launch

himself in the air. 

     After several minutes walking, he felt a presence behind him.

     Anxiously, he spun around, seeing nothing.  He frowned, and began

walking again.

     There was an odd sound, almost like a rush of air.  Lexington

frowned...he had heard that sound before.

     Suddenly, a shadow bolt came flying out from the fog.  It hit him

squarely in his stomach, and he was thrown back.  Lexington groaned again,

and squinted.

     Out of the shadows flew Puck.  He was looking just as merry as usual,

but his eyes were pitch black.  There was no essence of Straight Man in his

face...Puck's jovial, mischieveous expression was there, plain to see.  But

the eyes seemed to add a Machiavellian dimension to it, making Lexington

very uneasy.

     "Oh, it's you!  The traveller!  Pity, I thought it was someone

important."  Puck sighed, seeming almost disappointed.  "But that's okay, I

can have a little fun with you instead."

     Lexington snarled.  "You won't be playing any games tonight, Puck."

     "Like you can stop me?  You couldn't stop me when we first met.  The

only reason I stopped was because it was starting to get boring.  Although

I've had quite a few opportunities for fun since dear Owen was subverted. 

And now, we're going to play a little game."  Puck smiled.  He gestured,

and Lexington found himself floating in midair.  He flailed his arms

uselessly, the surprise etched on his face.

     Puck grinned, and blasted a bolt at Lexington's head.  It struck it's

target dead on.  Lexington cried out in pain and anger.

     "Oh, calm down.  This'll be so much easier on you if you don't

struggle."  Puck chided.  He gestured again, and Lexington was suddenly

wrapped in chains, much like the bonds he himself had been when Demona had

summoned him through Titania's Mirror.

     "What!?"  Lexington yelled, partly in astonishment, partly with rage. 

He struggled, to no avail.

     A length of the chain snaked out from the tangle which held the

gargoyle, making a sort of leash.  Puck gleefully took a hold of it, and

laughed merrily.

     "Oh, what fun!"  the fey cried.  "As you can see, being a Servant of

Twilight hasn't dampened my fun loving spirit."

     "I can see that."  Lexington admitted.  He struggled again, his feet

still dangling a good three feet off of the ground. 

     "Quit squirming.  You're in for a most uncomfortable night, I'm

afraid."

     "What do you mean?"

     Puck batted his eyelashes.  "What?  And ruin the surprise?  Come on,

gargoyle, where's your spirit of adventure?  Don't tell me you're not open

to trying a few new things.  And you might not want to know anyway."

     The sprite laughed again, and discoporated, taking Lexington with him.

     It was a most peculiar feeling.  Lexington felt every molecule, every

structure in his body simply come apart, and become something else.  He

lost all form, and became a shadow.  The first feeling was that of

amazement, and then of revulsion as he slid effortlessly throughout the

air, under Puck's control.  The fog suddenly dissipated, and Lexington

could see everything as clear as day.

     I'm seeing the world through the eyes of a Servant, he thought

dispassionately.  This is what they see, instead of the fog.

     The moon was visible, a glowing crescent in the star filled sky. 

Above, Angela and Goliath were tackling Talon and Hudson, narrowly missing

Demona.

     Then, he looked forward, and realized that they were about to hit the

walls of the manor.

     He tried to scream, found that there was no air, and closed his

'eyes'.  Instead of hitting the wall, however, Puck veered upwards,

entering through a window.  The two formless shadows zoomed around the

halls of MacBeth's castle, finally arriving in the library.  Lexington felt

a peculiar twisting sensation, and suddenly became solid, adopting the more

familiar gargoyle shape.

     He wiggled his talons.  He had come through completely unharmed. 

     Puck looked back.  'Isn't it a convenient way to travel?"  he asked.

     Lexington suddenly remembered that he was a prisoner.  "Why did you

bring me here?"  he asked.  "Why not just kill me outside, and have it done

with?"

     "Because, dear gargoyle."  Puck began.  "According to MacBeth and

Wolf, your friends have managed to get inside, but they're invisible.  It

would be nice to let them see their friend die before we destroy them,

don't you think?  Besides, we can't destroy them until we can see them.  So

we need something to bring them out of invisibilty.  A lure.  Someone who

just happened to fall out of the sky, almost right on top of me.  Guess who

that was?"

     "So kind of you to accomodate us."  someone chuckled.

     Lexington twisted his head, the chains clanking.  King Arthur

Pendragon stood behind him, the sword Excalibur pointed at his throat.

     Another rustle, and David Xanatos appeared nearby, holding one of

MacBeth's electron rifles...and the sixth piece of the Ring.

     "Congratulations, Lexington."  the former billionaire said.  "You've

just become the bait."

***************************************************************************

********

     The stream of electrons flew through the air.  Angela was vaguely

aware of the stench of ozone.  She didn't have enough time to move, not

enough time to cry out.  It was hopeless...

     But then, Goliath pushed her out of the way.  He took the blast

directly in the side, and was instantly galvanized as better than five

amperes of electric current arked throughout him.

     Goliath screamed, and twisted as the electricity flowed throughout his

body.  His hair seemed to stiffen, and then became rigid, standing on end. 

He screamed again.

     Angela's eyes widened in horror.  Her father had just saved her

life...and was now going to die because of it. 

     "NOOOOO!"  she screamed.  "STOP IT!"

     Demona laughed, and continued to fire.  Goliath couldn't even fall to

the ground, the electricity seeming to hold him suspended.

     "Stop now?"  Demona cried.  "I've been waiting for three years to see

this.  And I don't care if I am a Servant of Twilight, I'm going to see

this through.  Watch, daughter, as your father dies!"

     Angela's mouth tightened, and she rushed at Demona.  She hit her, with

the force of a locomotive.

     Startled, Demona dropped the weapon.  It stopped discharging, and fell

to the ground.  Goliath's eyes rolled back lazily in his head, and he

plummeted to the ground.

     Demona turned on Angela, suddenly forgetting all about Goliath.  "Big

mistake, Truthfinder."  she growled.  She lashed out, clawing Angela in the

face.  The lavender gargoyle cried out, and punched her mother in the

stomach.  Demona screamed.  Angela, sensing an opportunity, dove, landing

roughly on the ground.

     Her advantage didn't remain for long.  Demona, able to see through the

dark fog, laughed with delight as she swooped down.  She picked up Angela,

and gleefully threw her to the ground.

     Angela crashed, landing on her side with a gasp.  She looked up, and

saw Demona overhead, just within sight.  Demona laughed again, and dove to

strike her daughter again.  But this time, Angela was ready.  She leapt up,

and grabbed Demona's hair.  The villainess cried out in pain as she was

pulled from the sky, landing on the ground.

     Angela grabbed her roughly by the shoulders.  Her eyes were crimson

with anger.

     "Get out of here."  she growled.  "Go tell the Servants at the castle

that I'll be in soon to get the last piece of the Ring."

     "You won't get it.  Face it, daughter, you have no way of defeating

us.  Give in!"    Demona cried triumphantly.

     Angela snarled dangerously.  Demona, flashing a patronizing smile,

discorporated.  She didn't reappear.

     Angela sighed, and put a hand to her head.  Then, she remembered

Goliath.

     He could be dying.

     "Goliath!"  she called out.  "Where are you?"

     There was no reply.  He was most likely unconscious, or even...

     Angela shook her head.  "No.  He's not dead."  she said out loud, as

if hearing herself say it would make it so.  She squinted, trying to make

out where she was.  It was no use.

     She took a pace forward, and saw a stone wall suddenly appear in front

of her, out of the fog.  Evidently, she'd been closer to MacBeth Manor than

she had thought.

     She began walking, staying close to the wall.  Goliath probably wasn't

that far off.  He hadn't fallen too far away.

     Suddenly, she could make out a still form, lying facedown on the

ground.  Goliath.

     Fearing the worst, she raced over to him.  He was completely still,

his eyes closed, not breathing.  His hair was still standing on end, and

his entire body was bruised.

     "Father..."  she whispered, kneeling down.  She felt for a pulse. 

There was none.

     "Oh, no."  Angela repeated.  "Oh, no.  Oh, no.  Oh, no."

     Sighing, she closed her eyes.  What was it that Lexington had done to

Brooklyn, and Elisa had done to her?

     The answer came to her.  CPR.

     About two weeks ago, several days after the Hunters had destroyed the

clock tower, Goliath had recommended that Elisa teach them all CPR.  Angela

had learned, but only hoped she could remember how to do it.

     Sighing grimly, she began.  She began to landmark, searching for

Goliath's xyphoid process alond the side of his ribcage.  Once she had

found it, she placed her hands on his breastbone, and began to compress,

fifteen times.  Then, she reached down, giving two deep breaths into his

mouth. 

     It took ten minutes, and Angela very nearly tired out.  But

eventually, Goliath's own heart tentatively began to beat on its own, and

he started breathing again.  Angela sat back, suddenly gratified.

     It only then occured to her, after she had saved Goliath's life, that

Lexington and Fang were nowhere to be found.

     But she couldn't leave Goliath to go and find them.  He could easily

stop breathing again, or slip into cardiac arrest.  He had recieved a

massive electrical shock.  Had he been human, he probably would not have

survived.  Even now, he had barely made it through.  A smaller gargoyle

would have been too far gone to save.

     Angela shuddered.  That would have been me, she thought.

     But, in any case, she would have to stay with Goliath, at least until

he made a bit more of a recovery.  She would have to hope that Lexington

and Fang could continue to divert the Servants of Twilight inside the

manor, that the same Servants wouldn't find her and Goliath, and that the

sun would come up soon.  That was a lot of hoping.

     Then, it hit her like a ton of bricks.  If the sun rose, then they

would turn to stone right outside a Servant of Twilight stronghold.  They

would be defenseless, easy prey to be smashed into gravel.  Goliath's only

chance to heal would be risking both their lives.  But, as he stood now, he

wouldn't be able to even defend himself against a Servant's attack.

     "Damned if you do, damned if you don't."  Angela sighed quietly. 

"What am I going to do?"

     Goliath gave no reply.

***************************************************************************

********

     The electron gun discharged, and the air surrounding the beam ionized. 

The beam struck a wall, carving a hole in the stonework. 

     Bronx frowned, and padded towards the hole, sniffing the empty space. 

He sighed, and walked back to where Elisa stood, who had fired the shot.

     "They aren't in here, are they, Bronx."  Elisa sighed, becoming

frustrated.  The plan wasn't working.

     Wolf and MacBeth had reported that the four gargoyles who had entered

the manor were gone.  Probably invisible, since the Illusionist had been

one of the four.  That meant that the Servants had to find some way to see

through their illusion.  Puck had opted to find a gargoyle to lure them

out, but Elisa favored the direct approach.  Reasoning that a blast of

electricity would probably still kill the invisible gargoyles, she had

decided to sweep the manor with periodic bursts of electrical energy. 

Unfortunately, it wasn't working, partly because the four gargoyles were

probably sticking to unused areas.

     Elisa moved to the left, and fired again, just in case they were

against the wall.  The beam struck the end of the hall again, almost

blowing a hole in the wall. 

     It was a good thing MacBeth wasn't too concerned about his house

anymore.  Otherwise, he might have been upset by such destruction. 

Fortunately, his subversion had made him see the big picture, understand

that the gargoyles had to be stopped.  It wasn't worth letting them live

for the sake of a few thousand dollars worth of brickwork.

     Elisa groaned, nonetheless.  She deduced that they weren't in here,

and began walking to the end of the hallway, towards the stairway that led

to the roof, Bronx following.

     The moon hung over the sky, a glaring crescent that only those such as

herself could see.  The gargoyles had the disadvantage of the fog to see

through.  Elisa hadn't seen it, as they did, but it was apparently

extremely thick...like a smoke screen.  To her, it was a normal

mist...clinging to the ground, and transluscent.  With a wry smile, she

peered out at the wooded areas at the edge of the grounds.

     MacBeth Manor was in a secluded area of Brooklyn Heights...neatly

fitting in with the stately homes the neighbourhood was full of.  And yet,

the entire manor was almost apart from that image...something separate, and

timeless.

     Well, that didn't matter now.  Once the subversion was complete,

nobody would be noticing anyting about grand old estates.

     Elisa sighed, and blasted the gun again.  The beam sliced through the

crisp November air, striking the side of a rampart.  It broke apart, chips

of stone crumbling to the floor.

     With a frown, she patted Bronx's head.  "Where could they be?" she

asked aloud.  Bronx woofed in reply, sniffing the air.

     Elisa groaned.  "As if you'll reply."  she muttered.  She rested her

arms on one parapet, looked down...

     ...and saw Goliath and Angela, on the ground below.

     Elisa gasped, and smirked.  Goliath was half-dead, she could

see...possibly electrocuted by one of the very guns she had possession of. 

How fitting that the same type of weapon would kill his daughter.

     She grimly raised the firearm, took careful aim.  Angela's head was

dead in her sights.

     Them Elisa set the blaster down.

     The Servants of Twilight, when subverted, experienced personality

changes when changed.  Formerly shy, quiet, docile people became agressive,

psychopathic, and sadistic.  It had happened to the best of people...Elisa,

for instance.  While normal, she wouldn't have dreamed of ever hurting

someone intentionally.  As a Servant, however, destruction was almost

second nature to her, bringing her pleasure instead of angst.  The dark

side of her own personality seemed to be fuelling the fires of the

subversion, bringing to light the aggresive, destructive tendancies that

were hidden within.

     However, one other thing that subversion caused was an increase in

showmanship.  The Servants were not only sadistic, but also conceited,

leading to a need to have their victims realize what was going on.  This

was the main reason why Puck hadn't killed Lexington, but instead decide to

use him as bait for the others.

     And this was also why Elisa decided not to shoot Goliath and Angela

down like dogs.

     However, by no means did she intend to let them live.  She simply

needed a method with more style.  More panache.

     She looked to Bronx.  "Ready for a little excursion, boy?"  she asked

kindly.  Bronx, in a twisted parody of normalcy, woofed happily, wagging

his tail.

     "Then come on with me."  Elisa grinned.  "It's time to attend to

unfinished business."

     She discorporated.

***************************************************************************

********

     Goliath stirred.

     Angela bolted up, staring intently at her father.  His eyes fluttered

open, and he coughed rackingly.

     "Father?"  Angela whispered gently.

     Goliath brought his eyes into focus.  "Angela..."

     Angela laughed, in spite of herself.  Suddenly, she was sure that

Goliath would be all right.  "Ssh.  It's okay.  You'll be fine."

     "Ah, that's were you're wrong."  came a voice from behind her.

     Angela spun around.  Goliath's eyes widened.  He rasped, a sound

filled with pain, desolation and loss.

     It was Elisa.  Bronx stood close by, smiling doggishly.

     "We're all together again."  Elisa smiled.  "Back in New York, just

the four of us.  It's almost like Avalon when you think about it...on a

journey.  Except this time, fate's taking us to different places.  Bronx

and I are going to the Promised Land, and you two are going straight to

Hell."

     It was then that Angela noticed the fully charged electron pistol that

Elisa was holding. 

     "Elisa,"  Angela began, "listen to me.  We're trying to help you."

     "No, you aren't."  Elisa corrected.  "If you were trying to help, you,

Brooklyn, Broadway, Lexington, Ophelia and Hawthorne would have stayed out

of this.  You would have ignored Ariel, and let this happen.  We would have

found some painless way to let you go...we aren't soulless.  Silhouette

probably would have appreciated the gesture, and might have let you coexist

with us.  But no, the six of you stuck your noses into something that

didn't concern you.  So, that changes things.  You have to die."

     Elisa raised the pistol.  Angela felt a numbing sensation in her

stomach, realizing that she was staring death in the face again. 

     "If it's any consolation, Angela, the six of you led us on quite a

chase.  Even if she won't admit it, Silhouette was deeply impressed.  But,

all good things must come to an end."

     Elisa smiled wryly.  "Time to die, Truthfinder."

     "Stop."  Goliath ordered.  Rasping as it was, his voice still

commanded dignity and respect.

     Elisa looked at him.  "What do you..."

     It was the oppurtunity Angela was waiting for.  With a speed borne of

fear, she grabbed the gun from Elisa's grasp.  She discharged it, blasting

it in the wall to rid the weapon of the electricity inside it.  Then, she

calmly crushed the gun in her claws.

     "NOOOO!"  Elisa screamed, dismayed.  She jumped onto Angela, and began

to punch her.  Angela kicked her off, snarling.

     "You stupid idiot!"  Elisa yelled.  "That was the only way we could

find the others!"

     Angela stared her down.  "Cry me a river."

     Elisa roared, and blasted a shadow bolt at her.  She dodged it, but

wasn't quite so lucky on the next one.  The next bolt stuck her in the

side.

     "STOP!"  Goliath roared, rising.  He didn't have the strength to stand

but merely sat down on the grass.  His voice was very hoarse, and his hair

was still standing on end in places.  He looked rather riduculous, but he

had the desired effect.  Elisa and Angela stoppped, and looked at him.

     "Elisa,"  Goliath began, his voice sounding pained.  "I know that

you're still in there.  I know that somewhere, despite what's been done to

you, you're still there."

     Elisa gave him an appraising look.  "Spare the melodramatics."

     "No melodramatics.  Elisa, I refuse to give up hope that you're gone. 

And I don't believe you can hurt Angela."

     Elisa stared at him curiously.  The courage of this one!  She could

easily subvert him right here, right now, and kill his daughter anyway. 

But he was still willing to sacrifice himself to save Elisa.  She had to

wonder whether it was stupidity, or courage, or perhaps a little bit of

both.

     "Goliath,"  Elisa started, "why are you doing this?"

     Goliath sat up, groaning, putting a hand to his head.  The blast of

electricity had taken a lot out of him.  He barely had enough energy to

sit.

     "Because I gave up hope on you before, and I don't want to again."

     Elisa raised an eyebrow, Angela forgotten.  She was intrigued by his

stubborness to give up, his refusal to give in.  Maybe my subversion

affected him pretty hard, she thought, not understanding why.  He must

understand that this was the best thing to ever happen to me.

     Goliath was staring in her eyes.  "Because I love you."  he whispered.

     Elisa frowned.  "Despite all that's happened to me, despite your

conviction that my being a Servant is a bad thing, you still love me?"

     Goliath nodded.  "I always will.  No matter what happens, I will

always love you.  Despite what's been done to you.  And that's why I refuse

to give up on you.  I know that somewhere, deep down inside, you love me

too, and want to come home."    

     Amazingly, deep down inside, something clicked within her.  She began

to remember the feelings she had felt for him when he was unenlightened. 

And she began to feel them again.

     Elisa actually felt a tear come to her eye.  "Oh, Goliath...."

     She knelt down and hugged him.  "I do love you.  Even as a Servant, I

love you."

     Goliath glared at her, an impossible expression of hope in his eyes.

     Angela suddenly had a premonition of danger. 

     "I love you.  I love you so much that I'm inviting you to share in

this."  Elisa smiled, sincerely.

     Her eyes gleamed, and a tendril of darkness began to spread from them.

     "Goliath, get out of the way!"  Angela screamed.  Goliath gasped in

horror, realizing his mistake.  But it was too late.

     The darkness poured into his eyes.  Within seconds, Goliath, leader of

Clan Manhattan, was gone.  He smiled, and stood up.  Servanthood had

completely restored his health.  He looked deliriously happy.

     "Thank you."  he said.  Elisa smiled, and kissed him.  Angela simply

stared, unable to grasp the full implications of what was happening.

     "Goliath!"  she whispered, numbly.  Goliath, Elisa and Bronx all

turned at the sound of her voice.

     "I'm fine, Angela."  Goliath smiled.  "I've never felt so free in all

of my life."

     He sounds like Thailog, Angela thought.  He sounds almost exactly like

Thailog.

     "It was a labour of love, Angela."  Elisa explained.  "He loved me,

and I loved him, so I invited him in."

     "Labour of love?  Elisa, listen to yourself!  You don't know the

meaning of the word anymore!"

     "On the contrary.  Servants of Twilight are capable of love, daughter. 

It is people like you who misunderstand us."  Goliath shot back, beginning

to look dangerously annoyed.

     Angela stared at her father, a tear forming in the corner of her eyes.

     "It's you that's the monster, Angela.  You wish to deny the people of

the world an oppurtunity to live like this, want to destroy what we've

become.  We can only move forward, not back."  Goliath continued, letting

go of Elisa.  Bronx, Goliath and Elisa moved in to surround her.

     Angela glanced around.  The only place she could go was the wall.

     "You don't understand what you're saying."  Angela tried to say. 

"It's the subversion speaking, not you."

     "The subversion has a pretty good grasp on the situation, though,

doesn't it?"  Elisa growled.

     Goliath's expression softened, becoming saddened.  "You don't know how

much I wish we could let you in, too.  But, you're immune to subversion. 

And I know you too well to assume you would let events run their course. 

You have to die, I'm afraid.  But we aren't without compassion.  I can make

it painless..." 

     Angela bolted for the wall.  Goliath and Elisa were startled by her

sudden motion, and then began to fire shadow blasts.

     She scaled it, in a mad dash to the ramparts, dodging the shadow

blasts that Goliath and Elisa rained down on her.  She got to the top, and

collapsed on the catwalk.

     Goliath and Elisa frowned, and stopped the blasting. 

     "We can easily go up and finish her off."  Goliath suggested.

     "No."  Elisa sighed.  "There's no point.  We have the Traveller.  The

Leader and the others will be lured out soon.  She doesn't matter.  And she

can't get far in the castle anyway."

     "But she remains a threat!"  Goliath protested.

     "She's not important.  What's important now is that we search for the

Leader, the Protector, the Ringbearer, and the Illusionist.  If we find the

Truthfinder inside, we'll kill her.  Let her be, Goliath.  We've got bigger

fish to fry."

     Goliath sighed.  "All right.  But just remember; if she causes any

trouble, it'll be your neck on the line."

     Suddenly, the voices were silent.  Angela peered over, into the fog. 

They seemed to be gone.

     "Oh, God."  Angela sighed.  "My life's going to hell in a handbasket."

     Goliath was gone.  Somehow, Angela wasn't as upset as she thought she

would be, supposed she should be.  But she couldn't focus on that...she'd

have to deal with that as it came.

     There was no point in continuing trying to divert the Servants.  The

subverted had obviously gotten the best of them.  So, what could she do?

     Elisa had said that they had Lexington.  She would have to try to

rescue him.  Otherwise, he might be killed.  She was lucky enough to have

been overlooked by the Servants.  Lexington might not be so fortunate. 

She'd simply have to forget about Goliath for the time being.

     With a sigh, Angela got up.  She'd never been in MacBeth's house

before, and the Servants would undoubtably have traps set up.

     Well, nobody said it would be easy, she thought.  With a grim sigh,

she began to walk cautiously towards the staircase.

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

************************

Chapter Four

          The Search

     Inside MacBeth's house, the search continued.

     "Where's the library?"  Ophelia whispered.

     "At the other end of the building."  Broadway answered. 

     "Try to keep the noise down."  Brooklyn hissed.  "Those security

cameras probably have high sensitivity mikes.  If anyone's listening for

us, anything louder than a whisper is just as loud as a scream to them."

     The others nodded, a useless gesture, since they were still invisible.

     They foursome crept throughout the hallways of MacBeth Manor, trying

to find the entrance to the library.  However, the layout of the estate was

like a maze, with twisting passageways and tunnels.  Hawthorne had a vague

idea of where they were going, as did Brooklyn and Broadway.  But

regardless of that, they were still running blind.

     "To the left."  Hawthorne frowned as they came to a junction in the

halls.

     "Are you sure?"  Ophelia asked.  She was beginning to suspect that

they were lost.

     "Pretty sure.  I'm getting a strong feeling that it's that way."

     Ophelia shrugged, and began to walk down the hallway.

     As the group passed through the corridors, the security cameras swung

by, searching in vain for the four gargoyles.  Suddenly, there was a

crackle as the loudspeakers were initiated.

     "Preparing the energy sweep."  it said.  It was MacBeth's voice.

     "Energy sweep?"  Broadway pondered.

     In the tunnel up above, a single line on the floor appeared, and began

to move rapidly towards them.  The line seemed to blaze with electric

energy, sputtering and crackling as it advanced.

     Brooklyn suddenly realized what was going on. 

     "Quickly."  he commanded.  "Back the way we came."

     "Brooklyn, what's going on?"  Hawthorne asked.

     "No time.  Move it!"  Brooklyn cried.  Still holding onto Broadway and

Hawthorne's hands, he spun around and raced down the passageway.  They

ducked back into the junction. The line followed them, but continued

straight along the tunnel.  Brooklyn, Ophelia and Hawthorne's hair seemed

to stand on end for a brief second as it passed.

     "What was that?"  Ophelia asked.

     "MacBeth electrified the flooors.  If that touched us, it wouldn't

have been pleasant."  Brooklyn explained. 

     "Playing hardball."  Hawthorne noted, disgustedly. 

     "They can probably do this in any hallway.  MacBeth and Wolf probably

realized that we're inside, and they're trying to force us to show

ourselves."  Brooklyn frowned, angered. 

     "We'll just have to be careful from now on."  Ophelia surmised.

     They began into the hallway they had just evacuated.  Along the way,

Hawthorne's grip on Brooklyn's hand tightened.

     Brooklyn involuntarily looked towards her, forgetting he couldn't see

her.  "You all right?" he asked.

     "I'm fine.  Just a little scared."  Hawthorne replied.  Brooklyn

raised an invisible eyebrow, and squeezed her hand.  Even unseen, he could

feel Hawthorne's appreciation of the simple gesture.

     "I'm here for you."  Brooklyn told her gently.

     "Thanks."

     They came to the end of the corridor.  There, another junction awaited

them, both passages pitch black.

     Broadway coughed.  "Which way?"

     "Left."  Hawthorne replied.  "I'm pretty sure."

     The gargoyles shrugged, and proceeded to the left.

***************************************************************************

********

Control Room

     MacBeth scowled, and pounded on the controls.

     "That can't be good for the equipment."  Wolf frowned.

     "Keep quiet."  MacBeth growled.  "The gargoyles must be inside.  We've

been doing energy sweeps for the past ten minutes, but there's no sign of

them."

     "Maybe you should electrify all of the floors at the same time."  Wolf

suggested.

     MacBeth seemed to consider it, but shook his head.  "No.  We're the

only building in New York City with any power left, because of our

generators.  And that much energy, widespread over so broad an area will

short it out in seconds.  Add to that the fact that it would probably stun

all of us, as well...it's not a good idea."

     Wolf frowned, and moved to another control panel.  "Is there any way

we can compensate for the magic used to keep them invisible?"

     "It would take magic in and of itself."  MacBeth explained.  "And

subverted powers can't do it."

     "Pity we don't have a Truthfinder of our own."  Wolf lamented.

     "Isn't it."  MacBeth rubbed his chin.  "But perhaps other magic..."

     He bolted upwards.  "Puck!"

     "Watch your mouth!"

     "No, no.  Puck!  The Child of Oberon!  He still has his own powers,

besides Silhouette's enhancements.  He might be able to find them!" 

MacBeth cried, excited.

     Wolf frowned.  "Sounds like a good plan."

     MacBeth concentrated.  [PUCK, GET INTO THE CONTROL ROOM.  WE MIGHT

HAVE A JOB FOR YOU]

     [WHAT ABOUT THE TRAVELLER?] came the reply.

     MacBeth frowned.  [TRAVELLER?]

     [I CAPTURED THE TRAVELLER OUTSIDE.  HE'S HERE, BUT I WAS PLANNING ON

USING HIM AS BAIT TO LURE THE OTHERS OUT OF INVISIBILITY.]

     MacBeth's eyes widened.  The little fey was resourceful.  [YOU DON'T

HAVE TO DO THAT.  CAN YOU STILL USE YOUR NORMAL POWERS?]

     A slight pause.  [YES.....]

     [DID IT EVER OCCUR TO YOU THAT YOU COULD USE YOUR POWERS TO MAKE THEM

VISIBLE?]

     Puck suddenly gasped.  [FOR OBERON'S SAKE!  WHY DIDN'T IT OCCUR TO ME

BEFORE?  I WAS USING THEM TO CAPTURE THE TRAVELLER, AND IT NEVER CROSSED MY

MIND.  OBERON'S RESTRICTION MUST HAVE BEEN NEGATED BY SUBVERSION.  BUT

EGAD, MACBETH, THAT'S THE BEST IDEA I'VE HEARD IN A WHILE!  SHOULD WE KILL

THE TRAVELLER, THEN?]

     MacBeth sighed.  [NO.  LET HIM BE.  HE MIGHT BE USEFUL AS A BARGAINING

CHIP LATER ON.]

     [BARGAINING CHIP?  YOU DON'T STRIKE ME AS A BARGAINING SORT.]

     [I'M NOT.  BUT WE CAN USE HIM TO OUR ADVANTAGE.  JUST GET IN HERE.]

     A column of shadow suddenly materialized, and billowed up into Puck. 

The sprite bowed, mischeviously, and looked around.

     "Do you have any idea at all where they are?"  he asked.

     "No.  That's why we called you."  Wolf frowned.

     "Well, you came to the right fey.  Hold onto your hats, boys!"  Puck

cried with childlike glee.

     "You who wish to hide from sight/You who turn to stone by light/The

Puck this rhyme will now comprise/And force thee to drop thy unseen

disguise!"  he chanted.  A beam of blue light sprang from his fingertips,

and careerned down the hallway.

     "Watch the monitors, now."  MacBeth ordered. 

     Puck floated over towards him.  "Aren't you glad you have access to my

limitless talents?"

     "Ssh.  Watch."  MacBeth frowned.

***************************************************************************

********

     "Are we getting close to the library?"  Ophelia asked.

     "Yep.  I think I remember this hallway."  Broadway noted, glancing

around. "I..."

     And suddenly, the hallway began to take on a bluish hue.  The

gargoyles glanced around, and saw a blue light racing towards them at an

impossible speed.

     "What the..."  Brooklyn muttered.

     He didn't have time to say anything else.  The blue light struck him,

and seemed to wrap all around him.  Ophelia cried out as she lost control

of the illusion.  Within the blink of an eye, the gargoyles were visible

again.

     "Oh, no."  Hawthorne frowned.  "Ophelia, make us invisible again!"

     Ophelia creased her brow.  "I'm trying!  I can't!"

     The security cameras suddenly swung towards them, and locked on the

four suddenly visible gargoyles.

     "I think we're in big trouble."  Brooklyn muttered.

***************************************************************************

********

     MacBeth laughed.  "You did it, Puck!"  he cried as he saw the images

of the four gargoyles suddenly appear on monitor seventeen.

     "Naturally."  Puck sniffed.

     MacBeth took a note of the location.  "First floor, sector

twenty-six."  he smiled.  "Let's go."

     He flipped a panel, pressing a button marked "Security Lockdown".  A

red light began to blink over the security camera showing the gargoyles.

     MacBeth smirked.  "They won't be getting away now.  Let's finish them

off."

***************************************************************************

********

     "Security lockdown initiated.  Sealing off sector twenty-six." 

announced the loudspeaker.  Suddenly, a heavy steel door slid out from the

wall, clanging hollowly on the opposite side of the corridor.  A similar

wall slid out behind them.  They were trapped.

     Brooklyn rushed up to one wall, and pounded on the door.  A bolt of

electricity suddenly shot out, galvanizing him.  He screamed, and the bolt

cut off.  He stepped away, wincing in pain.

     "Electrified doors."  he snarled.  "I'll bet anything that the one on

the other end's the same."

     "So how do we get out of here?"  Ophelia asked.

     Hawthorne glanced upwards, spying an air duct above.  It was extremely

narrow, barely large enough for even Brooklyn's slender frame to fit

inside.

     "I think that's the only way."  she reported. 

     The others looked up.  "There's no way I can fit in there."  Broadway

scowled.

     "But maybe we can open the doors on the other side."  Brooklyn

frowned.  "I can fit.  If I can get up, and go through the vent to the

other side of the door, I might be able to figure out a way to shut off the

security network."

     "You can't go alone!"  Ophelia protested.  "If there's a trap,

then..."

     Brooklyn frowned.  "All right.  You're a bit smaller than Hawthorne,

so you come with me."

     Ophelia shrugged.  Brooklyn beckoned Broadway over, and hesitantly

climbed onto his shoulders.  He pushed up the grate, and shimmied his way

up into the air vent, folding his wings as he went.  Ophelia followed,

wriggling into the extremely small air vent.

     Hawthorne glanced nervously at the vent.  "What happens if there's no

way to get out?"

     Broadway scowled.  "Then we're dead meat."

***************************************************************************

********

     "Tight squeeze doesn't even begin to describe this."  Brooklyn

complained.  His wings, folded round his shoulders, were scraping against

the side of the vent.  He could only hope there were no nails, or anything

else that could tear the sensitive membrane.

     Ophelia was having just as rough of a time.  The pair could move but

inches a second, meaning that it could conceiveably take five minutes or

more just to get to the next vent, fifteen feet away.

     "So, what are we going to do if there's no way to open the door?" 

Ophelia asked.

     Brooklyn couldn't look back to face her, but he could tell by the tone

of voice that she was worried. 

     "We'll probably have to search for another way."  And hope we find it

before Servants show up and kill them, he didn't say.

     Minutes later, they came to the grate.  Brooklyn looked down, and saw

the clear hallway, as well as the other side of the massive door.  But

there didn't seem to be any way to open it.

     He was about to open the grate when he realized that the security

cameras were online here as well.

     "We can't go down."  Brooklyn frowned.

     "What?"  Ophelia asked.

     "We can't go down.  Otherwise, the Servants could turn on even more

security measures.  We'll have to find a way to turn off all of the

castle's security grid."

     "We can't go crawling through the bulding in the air vents!  There's

no way we'll ever get to the security system or the library!"  Ophelia

protested.

     "Do we have any choice?  But maybe you have a point.  Both of us don't

have to go.  If you smash those cameras, you might be able to search for a

way to open those doors.  I'll get to the security net, and shut everything

down."

     Ophelia frowned.  "All right.  But you be careful."

     "I'll try."

     He wriggled out of the way, allowing Ophelia to slip downwards. 

Before the cameras could register her presence, she brought one fist into

the lens, smashing it beyond repair.

     She looked up at Brooklyn, who was still in the air vent.  She waved

him on, and his head disappeared.  He repeatedly banged against the sides

of the vent, making a clattering noise as she proceeded.

     Ophelia sighed, and turned to the door.  On the wall next to it was a

keypad.  Frowning, she began to inspect it, hoping to find some clue as to

how it worked.  Even though she had never seen a device like it, she began

to understand the gist of its operations.

     A red light was blinking on it, and the small monitor was flashing

"Security, Sector 27, Initiated" on it.  Ophelia peered closer.  Suddenly,

she noticed the "Deactivate" button.  Raising an eyebrow, she pressed it.

     A monotone, mechanical voice suddenly echoed throughout the

loudspeaker.  "Security deactivation initiated.  Please enter the four

digit numerical code to proceed."

     Busted, Ophelia thought.  Becoming rather nervous, she punched four

numbers.

     "You have entered the wrong code.  Please enter the proper four digit

numerical code for security deactivation."

     "I'm trying, you stupid machine!"  Ophelia cried.  She tried another

four digits.

     "You have entered the wrong code.  Three successive failures will

result in security activation for level one, sector twenty six.  Please

enter the proper four digit numerical code for security deactivation."  the

voice repeated.

     Ophelia howled in frustration.  She had no clue what she was doing. 

Frowning, she pressed another four number combination.

     Suddenly, a klaxon went off.  "Warning: attempted breach of security,

level one, sector twenty-six.  Initiating security lockdown.  Please enter

the four digit code to deactivate."

     Oh, no, Ophelia thought.  She looked up, hurridly at the air vent. 

There was no way she could get back up.

     "Security lockdown initiated.  Sealing off sector twenty-six."

     The keypad suddenly slid out, attached to the massive doors.  The

doors blocked off the way forward, and back.  Ophelia could almost hear the

mild electrical current passing through them.

     "Great."  Ophelia muttered.  "Just great."

***************************************************************************

********

     MacBeth and Puck materialized, just outside the door to sector

twenty-seven. 

     "So, do we just barge in and kill them all?"  Puck asked.

     "No."  MacBeth frowned.  "It would probably be more efficient to kill

them all together.  Once we neutralize them, we simply find the

Truthfinder.  Then we kill them."  MacBeth sighed.

     He walked over to the keypad next to the massive steel door.  "That's

odd."

     "What?"

     "While we were coming down here, someone activated the security system

on the other side of the door.  Somebody got themselves sealed in

twenty-six."

     "Well, maybe it was the Truthfinder."  Puck crossed his fingers.

     MacBeth shrugged.  "Maybe."  He puncheda button marked "Gas". 

***************************************************************************

********

     Broadway and Hawthorne stared dejectedly at the security camera, which

seemed to be keeping an ever watchful eye on them. 

     "I don't think they're finding a way to open the doors."  Broadway

frowned.

     "I'm sure we'll get out of this.  We've been through worse.  Besides,

if anyone can find a way to get us out, it's Brooklyn."

     Broadway shot her an appraising look.  "Are you just saying that

because you love him?"

     Hawthorne blushed, and looked a little guilty.  "It did sound a little

trite, didn't it?"

     Broadway nodded, smiling faintly. 

     Suddenly, there was a hissing noise.  Broadway curiously looked up at

the air vent.

     "Do you hear something?"  he asked. 

     Hawthorne nodded, and looked upwards.  Suddenly, she coughed.

     "Gas!"  she cried out.

     Broadway suddenly began to cough as well.  The gas was incredibly

potent.  He felt his senses dim.

     Hawthorne's face suddenly cracked in a mouth splitting yawn.  "It's a

sleeping gas..."  she whispered.  Then, she crumpled to the ground,

unconscious.

     Broadway yawned as well, and glanced lazily at the vent.

     Brooklyn and Ophelia are still up there, he thought, but then sleep

claimed him as well.

     When the door opened, they were both asleep.

***************************************************************************

********

     "Security deactivation initiated.  Please enter the four digit

numerical code to proceed."

     MacBeth frowned, and pressed 6774. 

     "Security deactivation completed.  Opening level one, sector

twenty-seven."

     The steel door suddenly slid open.  MacBeth waited for three seconds

while the air recyclers in the wall eliminated the gas, and walked inside. 

Two gargoyles...the Protector and the Ringbearer...lay unconscious on the

floor.

     "Where are the other two?"  Puck asked, confused.

     MacBeth glanced up, and saw the opened air vent.  "Up." 

     Puck levitated, and poked his head up into the shaft.  "There's no one

up here.  But another vent next door is open."

     MacBeth growled, and pressed the gas button for sector twenty-six. 

Then, he deactivated the security, and waited three seconds after the door

opened.  The Illusionist was lying unconscious on the floor.

     "The Leader's still missing." he stated.

     "Obviously."  Puck sighed, testily.  "That's two that could be a

problem, if the Truthfnder's still on the loose."

     MacBeth frowned, and looked at him.  "Can you find them?"

     Puck concentrated.  "They're both heading for the security area."

     MacBeth smiled.  "Good. Wolf can take care of them for us."

     He pointed at the unconscious gargoyles.  "Let's take these to the

Library."

     Puck shrugged.  "I really don't understand why we don't kill them

now."

     MacBeth glanced at him.  "Silhouette plans to do it herself.  She's

not here yet, though; she had pressing business to attend to."

     "Why didn't you tell us?"

     MacBeth shrugged.  "You didn't ask."

     Puck shot him an offended glance.  "Touche.  Or, should I say,

cliche."

     "Say what you want.  It doesn't concern me."

     He discorperated, taking Broadway, Hawthorne and Ophelia with him.

***************************************************************************

********

     The reason Puck hadn't seen Brooklyn when he looked up into the air

vent was quite simple...Brooklyn had departed the vent some time ago.

     About five minutes after Ophelia had left, he had managed to speed up

his passage through the tunnel considerably.

     I'm actually making some progress, he thought, feeling pleased with

himself as he slid through the air vent.

     Then, that progress halted abruptly.  The vent suddenly ended with a

metal plate, bolted in place long ago, and immoveable.  Even if Brooklyn

could have moved the plate, it made no difference.  The air exchange system

ended there, and no vents existed beyond it.

     Brooklyn muttered a particularly nasty expletive, and began to inch

his way backwards.  After what seemed like an eternity, he came to a grate

which led downwards.  With a grim sigh, realizing that he was being

hypocritical for doing this, he opened the grate and fell downwards, taking

a brief moment to smash the camera as he did so.

     He looked backwards, and saw another steel door blocking the hall

behind him.

     Ophelia must have gotten caught, he thought.  I'm the only one who can

free them.

     He sighed.  "Why me?"  he muttered.  He stepped against the wall, and

began walking tightly against it, hoping that it would keep him out of

sight of the cameras.  After walking for what seemed like forever, he came

to a staircase.

     Cautiously, he peered upwards.  Seeing nothing out of the ordinary, he

began the climb.

     Then, he saw the security camera pointed directly at him, and realized

his mistake.

     He turned, and dashed for the door, just barely making it out before

the steel door closed.  Panting, he began to race down the hallway, looking

for another staircase.  Once, a camera registered his presence, very nearly

triggering the alarm.  But he caught it, and smashed it.  He couldn't

afford to let himself get caught.  The others were depending on him.

     Soon, Brooklyn made his way into the parlour.  Keeping close to the

wall, hoping that there were no cameras, he navigated the room, trying to

get to the staircase on the opposite end.

     He made it just as a camera swung towards him.  With a quick dash, he

bolted to the top of the stairs, continuing to run until he was out of the

parlour and in another corridor.

     Glancing over his shoulder nervously, he began to walk forward, and

crashed into Angela.

     He blinked.  "Angela?"  he asked.

     "Brooklyn?  Where are the others?"  Angela asked, shocked.

     "They got caught in the security system.  What happened?  Where are

Goliath and Lex?  How come you aren't diverting the Servants?"

     Angela sighed, and glanced back at the security cameras she had

smashed on her way.  "We have to get to the library.  The Servants got

Lexington, and they're going to use him as bait for you."

     Brooklyn shook his head.  "We have to turn off the security net.  The

others are still locked up."

     "Brooklyn, we might not have time."

     The Leader sighed.  "Angela, listen.  I'm not going to abandon them. 

If we turn off the security, it'll be a lot easier than just charging into

the library.  Come on.  You can tell me why you're in here instead of out

there on the way."

     Brooklyn began to walk again, warily glancing about for any security

cameras.  "The control room should be this way, if I remember this place

right."

     Angela cleared her throat.  "Anyway, we were in a battle, and somehow

Fang and Lexington got separated from Goliath and I.  I don't know what

happened to Fang."

     Brooklyn scowled.  "I didn't think he'd be much help.  If I could, I'd

try to go and find him, but we don't have much time.  We'll have to hope he

gets out all right.  Go on."

     "Anyway, Demona attacked us.  She blasted Goliath with an energy gun,

and nearly killed him.  I managed to save his life, but then Elisa came. 

She was subverted."

     Angela swallowed, deeply.  "Brooklyn, there was nothing I could do. 

Goliath was..."

     Brooklyn stopped, and looked back.  "Oh, no.  Angela...I'm sorry..."

     Angela sighed.  "It's all right.  I'll be fine.  I got away, which

means we still have a chance to save everyone."

     Brooklyn smiled.  "It's amazing how often we lose sight of that."

     "But anyway, I came down here, looking for the library, staying out of

sight of the cameras.  I ran into you instead."

     "Lucky you did.  You might have been wandering for hours."

     The two travelled in silence for the next couple of minutes, keeping

out of sight of the cameras.  Finally, they came to the control room.

     Wolf was inside.  He was frowning, scrolling through the hundreds of

monitor screens, searching for Brooklyn and Angela.

     "We'll have to take him quickly."  Brooklyn whispered, barely audible. 

Angela nodded.

     Sighing deeply, the two rushed in.  Wolf looked up, and snarled.  He

blasted a shadow bolt, which hit Brooklyn squarely in the chest.  The

gargoyle cried out, and attacked, his eyes flaring.  Brooklyn leapt atop

Wolf, furiously punching him in the face.

     Angela, meanwhile, ran to the control panel.  "What button do I

press?"  she yelled. 

     Brooklyn looked up.  Wolf used the oppurtunity, and kicked the

gargoyle off of him.  The werewolf snarled, and blasted Angela in the back. 

Angela cried out, and fell.

     He was far from safe, however.  Brooklyn got up, and charged him.  At

full force, he plowed into Wolf.  There was a sickening thudding noise, and

Wolf doubled over in pain.  He howled, and discorperated.

     Angela got up, groggily, and looked around.  "That was quick."

     "That probably means he's just waiting for us in the library." 

Brooklyn growled.  "Here.  I think I know how to do this."

     Brooklyn sat down in the chair Wolf had vacated.  He looked to the

keypad, and raised an eyebrow.

     "Then again..."  he muttered.  The keypad was very complex, and

Brooklyn wasn't at all sure he could figure it out.

     Suddenly wishing that Lexington was here, Brooklyn searched for a

deactivation button.

     He found it, with a small note labelled "Security" taped to the metal

above it.  Hesitating, he pressed the button.

     The computer monitor (which had previously been showing the "Windows

'95" desktop) suddenly flashed, and changed.

     "Please enter four digit numerical code for security deactivation." 

Brooklyn read.  "Ah, merde."

     "What does that mean?  I hear you say it all the time."

     "It's French.  It's not very nice.  Angela, I don't think I can break

the code."

     Angela raised an eyebrow.  "You'd better be able to.  I know nothing

about computers."

     Brooklyn scowled.  "Well, then..."

     He punched in four numbers.  An error message flashed, and told him

that he had entered the wrong code.  Brooklyn wasn't terribly surprised.

     Angela glanced nervously out the hallway.  "Wolf will probably be back

in a few minutes.  And he'll probably bring some friends with him."

     Brooklyn glanced up at her.  "I know that, Angela.  But do you realize

how many thousands of possible combinations you can have for four digit

numbers?  It's hopeless.  There's no way I'll ever get this."

     Angela was about to say something, but she chose that particular

moment to glance at the monitors.

     "Brooklyn...where did you say the others were?"

     "Hmmm?"  Brooklyn asked, staring confusedly at the keypad.

     "They're aren't here.  They aren't on any of the security monitors."

     "What?"  Brooklyn hissed, standing up.  He walked over to where she

was, and peered at the monitor.

     "Where could they be?"  he asked.

     "The Servants must have got them."  Angela muttered.  "That means

we're the only two left."

     Brooklyn raised an eyebrow.  "This throws a crimp in things, then." 

He growled, and slammed his fist into the panel, snarling a very nasty

expletive.

     Angela gave him a funny look, and glanced around the monitors again. 

She gasped.  "Look!"

     Brooklyn did so, turning his head to the monitor she pointed to.  "Oh,

no."

     The monitor showed MacBeth's massive library.  Visible from the

pictures were Lexington sitting in chains, and Broadway, Hawthorne and

Ophelia, lying unconscious on the floor.  MacBeth, Xanatos, King Arthur

Pendragon and Puck were there as well, discussing something amongst

themselves.

     "Great."  Brooklyn sighed.  "How are we supposed to rescue them?"

     Suddenly, Wolf appeared, and began telling the others something. 

MacBeth pointed to the camera, and he and Puck disappeared.

     Brooklyn began to feel a gnawing fear grow in his stomach.

     "Let's get out of here." he hissed, grabbing Angela by the arm.

     Angela stared at him.  "What?"

     "Come on!  They're coming here!"  Brooklyn yelled.  He tugged on

Angela's arm, and the pair hurridly left the control room.

     They were too late.  The rustling sound seemed all the more louder

since it was expected.  Brooklyn and Angela began to run faster, dropping

to all fours and racing down the hallway.  MacBeth and Puck began blasting

indiscriminately, trying to take them down.

     A blast hit Brooklyn in the behind, and he flew with a squawk into the

wall.  He got up, and glanced back.  MacBeth and Puck were advancing

towards them menacingly.

     And then, Wolf appeared in front of them.  Soon, Elisa, Goliath,

Demona and Bronx were there as well, having been summoned by MacBeth.  They

quickly moved to block Brooklyn and Angela's way, raising their hands

threateningly.  The two unsubverted gargoyles came to a halt, and glanced

nervously around.

     "End of the line."  MacBeth smirked, raising a blaster.

     Brooklyn and Angela, surrounded, nervously raised their hands.

***************************************************************************

********

The Library

     Xanatos toyed with the blaster, aiming at at Lexington.

     "Zap."  he muttered.  Lexington grimaced, and sighed.

     "Relax, Lexington.  Soon, all your friends will be here, and this'll

all end."  Xanatos smiled, cracking his knuckles.  "Don't say you won't be

happy to see it over."

     "Forgive me if I'm not all that anxious."  Lexington snarled.

     Xanatos laughed.  "Don't worry.  If I were in your situation, I

wouldn't be all that anxious either."

     He smiled, and waved the gun towards the unconscious gargoyles on the

floor.  Broadway and Hawthorne were beginning to show signs of stirring.

     "Looks like your friends are about to rejoin us."  Arthur noted dryly. 

"They'll do naught more than share your fate, though."

     Suddenly, there was a rustling sound.  Nine shadowy forms appeared in

the middle of the library, and solidified into seven Servants, Brooklyn and

Angela.

     "Well the gang's all here."  Xanatos smiled.  He waved the blaster,

beckoning Brooklyn and Angela to stand by Lexington.

     The two did so.  Brooklyn looked curiously at Lexington, still wrapped

in chains.

     "What happened to you?"  he asked.

     "I'd rather not talk about it."  Lexington sighed.  "How are we going

to get out of this?"

     "You can't."  MacBeth stated.  "As soon as you're friends wake up,

you'll be...dealt with."

     Angela sighed, and glanced to Brooklyn.  "Do you see any way out?"

     Brooklyn shook his head.

     Hawthorne suddenly woke up, and glanced upwards.  A fully charged

electron pistol was unceremoniously shoved in her face, and her eyes

widened.

     "Up."  Demona ordered.  Hawthorne complied, nervously, moving to stand

next to Brooklyn.

     "Nice job getting us out of there." she whispered, sarcastically.

     Brooklyn frowned.  "Sorry."

     Broadway and Ophelia awoke in the same way, and were similarly sent to

stand next to the others. 

     "Now."  MacBeth grinned.  "Who goes first?"

     "Broadway,"  Brooklyn whispered, "now would be a good time to use your

power."

     Broadway shook his head emphatically.  "No.  I'll kill someone."

     "If you don't, then we'll be the ones killed."  Ophelia interrupted.

     But Broadway shook his head again.  "NO.  I'll do anything except

that."

     MacBeth sighed.  He began to walk towards Brooklyn, levelling the

weapon at his chest.  "We might as well start with you."  He moved his

finger towards the trigger, and squeezed.

     The beam shot out.  It streaked towards Brooklyn's chest...but with

speed he didn't know he had, Brooklyn ducked.  The blast crackled

harmlessly above his head, striking a bookshelf.  Brooklyn felt his scalp

tingle from the energy above him.

     MacBeth gasped in surprise, and rised the weapon again.  Using the

distraction to her advantage, Angela leapt, and tackled MacBeth before the

weapon could recharge.

     MacBeth howled, and tumbled to the floor.  The weapon discharged, and

struck a chandelier.  The crystal light fell to the floor, striking Demona

and Wolf dead on.  They cried out, and vanished.

     The gun went skittering across the floor.  Both Elisa and Hawthorne

made a grab for it, but the gargoyle was quicker.  Hawthorne picked up the

gun, and levelled it at Elisa's head.

     "Put that down."  Elisa warned.

     "Give me your gun."  Hawthorne growled dangerously.  Elisa, correctly

assuming that the blast from that would still kill her, regardless of her

subversion, hesitantly handed her the weapon.  Hawthorne began to step

back, aiming the weapon at all of the Servants at once.  Angela threw

MacBeth across the room, and the millenium old king vanished in a cloud of

shadow.  Xanatos warily raised his own pistol, taking careful aim at the

two guns Hawthorne carried.  Hawthorne suddenly threw one to Brooklyn, who

grabbed it and trained it on Xanatos' stomach.

     It was a deadly triangle, and Xanatos knew it.  He threw the gun down

in disgust.  Hawthorne grasped around her weapon for an instant, and

lowered the intensity.  Calmly, she shot Elisa, Goliath and Bronx.  They

cried out, and were driven unconscious.  But the weapon was low enough that

they would wake up with little more than a headache.

     All of the others winced, unsure of whether they were all right.  But

they were breathing, and Bronx's respirating sides reassured them.

     King Arthur grasped Excalibur, and scowled.  Raising his word, he

prepared to decapitate Hawthorne.  But Broadway came to her rescue,

incapacitating him with a swift chop to the neck.  Arthur cried out, and

fell to the ground.

     Hawthorne was staring at the gun.  "I've never shot anyone before."

     "They'll be all right.  At least you decharged the thing."  Lexington

noted, squinting to make sure Elisa and Goliath were breathing.  They were. 

"Would you mind..."

     Ophelia smiled, and walked over to him.  She pulled on the chains for

several seconds, and they snapped.  Lexington wriggled free, and stepped

away. 

     "That was a one in a million chance."  Angela exhaled.

     Brooklyn frowned, and lowered the charge on his own weapon.  "The

ring, Xanatos.  NOW."

     Xanatos sighed, and withdrew a piece of silvery metal from his belt. 

The final piece of the Ring flickered in the lights of the room.

     "What's the point, Brooklyn?"  he asked.  "The second this attaches,

you lose your immunity.  Silhouette will be able to kill you with a

thought, like she did on top of the Eyrie Building."

     The gargoyles glanced at each other, and Brooklyn dipped the gun for a

second.  But he raised it again, an angry expression on his face.

     Xanatos frowned.  "I don't think so."  He raised his hand, and blasted

the gun from Brooklyn's hand.  It crashed to the ground, and smashed.

     And then, suddenly, Silhouette appeared in the library.  The shadows

which marked her entrance trailed off, and vanished, but she herself

remained like a character from a nightmare.  She took the Ring from

Xanatos, and waved it tauntingly.

     "Well, looks like it's come full circle."  Silhouette smiled.  "If you

want it so badly, take it, Brooklyn.  I won't stop you."

     Behind her, Goliath, Elisa and Arthur stirred.  They stood up, and

began to watch the proceedings, the amusement evident in their eyes.

     Brooklyn stared at Silhouette, his face a conflicting stew of emotions

between hate and fright.

     "Just remember, it's like Xanatos told you.  The second that the last

piece is reattached, your immunity ends.  And maybe, before you finally

take your rightful place at my side, I'll let you watch me strangle your

friends, just...like...I...strangled...you."

     She punctuated each word with a wave of the Ring.

     "Take your rightful place?"  Angela asked.

     "She's lying."  Brooklyn snarled, clenching his fists.  "It's a lie!"

     "Oh, you haven't told them?  Pity.  A good leader isn't supposed to

hide things from his followers.  You mean to tell me Brooklyn hasn't told

you he knows about his pending subversion, or how he already has the dark

magic inside him?"

     "SHUT UP!!!!"  Brooklyn screamed desparately.  He raced at Silhouette,

but was blasted back.

     Silhouette's expression darkened.  "Don't ever do that again."  she

warned, walking up to Brooklyn.  He looked up, and she picked him up by one

horn.

     "Is this the place you've chosen for the battle?"  Silhouette hissed. 

"Do you want it to end here and now?  If so, take the piece of the Ring. 

Then, take what comes to you."

     Brooklyn reached for the Ring, but hesitated, and drew back his arm.

     Silhouette laughed, and released her grip.  He fell to the ground.

     "I didn't think so."  she laughed.  "Besides, this place doesn't suit

my tastes.  Not ironic enough."

     She suddenly metamorphosed into shadow, as did Xanatos and the other

Servants.

     "I've already chosen a place." came her disembodied voice.  "The place

where it all ended before."

     And then, she laughed, and the shadows melted away.  Brooklyn,

Lexington, Angela, Hawthorne, Broadway and Ophelia were alone in the

library.

     Brooklyn stood up.  "You bitch."  he swore, brokenly.

     Lexington's face twisted in anger.  "We let the last piece slip

through our fingers!"

     Hawthorne dropped her gun, and walked over to Brooklyn.  "Are you all

right?"

     "No, I'm not all right!" he cried.  A tear was trailing down his

cheek.

     Hawthorne hugged him, and held him close.  He began to weep, crying

openly on her shoulder.

     Broadway and the others came to stand by, hoping to offer support. 

But no words were said, the only sound being Brooklyn's sobs.

     A few minutes later, he looked up, his face sorrowful and hateful at

the same time.

     "Let's end this."  he whispered.

     "Will you be all right?"

     "No.  Somehow, I doubt I'll ever be all right again."  Brooklyn sighed

unhappily.  "But we have to stop her.  We have to get the last piece of the

Ring."

     "Silhouette took it with her, and she's gone."  Angela pointed out.

     "I know where she went.  The place where it all ended before."

     "The question is, what did she mean by 'it'?"  Ophelia asked.

     Brooklyn hesitated.  "My life.  She's gone to the castle."

     And then, his hesitation vanished, replaced by resolve.  "And if she

means to kill me again, then I intend to take her with me."

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

************************

Chapter Five

          Bullets Over Broadway         

The Eyrie Building

     The shadows wisped into existance in David Xanatos' office. 

Silhouette suddenly grabbed Xanatos by the collar, and reeled him in.

     "You idiot!"  she yelled.  "I tell you to kill them, and I show up to

find them holding a gun at you, and half of you passed out on the floor!"

     David gasped, and struggled.  "My Lady...they surprised us..."

     "How hard is it to kill six gargoyles?  Tell me, how hard is it? 

Obviously it's too much for you to handle.  Otherwise, the pests would have

been out of my hair long ago."

     She spun around.  "You had the Traveller.  He was sitting in the

library for a good twenty minutes.  Why didn't you kill him?"

     Arthur winced.  "We thought you meant to kill them together."

     Silhouette frowned, and crossed her arms.  "Change that strategy. 

>From now on, if you get your hands on one of them, kill it immediately.  To

hell with showmanship."

     She turned back to Xanatos.  "It falls to you to guard the last

fragment.   The rest of you, stay around the castle.  Kill them the second

they appear."

     She grinned.  "I'm going to try something."

***************************************************************************

********

     The ball of flame appeared for the last time.  Inside the Eyrie

Building, the six gargoyles phased into existance, and glanced warily

around.

     There were no Servants around. The corridor was totally abandoned.

     "Welcome home."  Broadway muttered.

     Brooklyn checked both directions of the hallway.     "Where's the

Ring?"  he asked.

     Hawthorne's brow creased.  "Up three floors, in a big office, with a

huge window."

     "Xanatos' office, probably.  It'll be well guarded."  Lexington

pointed out.

     Broadway sighed.  "Let's go, then."

     They walked through the corridor, and started towards the stairs.  All

of the lights were out, so there was no problem with security cameras, like

there had been at MacBeth Manor.  However, it also meant that the building

was pitch dark, and that gave the gargoyles a considerable disadvantage. 

Their eyes lit up, adding a bit of meagre light to the hallway, but not

nearly enough.

     They came to the stairs, and began to cautiously tread up.  They

encountered no resistance, and stepped out nervously onto the upper floor.

     Suddenly, Ophelia frowned.  "Wait.  Where's that other guy, Fang?"

     Angela shook her head.  "I don't know.  He got hit, and then we lost

him."

     Lexington shuddered.  "We couldn't bring him with us, anyway.  When I

brought Whitbourne and Carbonear with us to Atlanta, it nearly killed me."

     "He should be fine."  Brooklyn sighed.  "If we win, he'll just have to

get back to the Labrynth.  If we lose, it won't much matter anyway."

     Ophelia shook her head.  "I can't help but feel we're abandoning him."

     They walked onwards, glancing around for the Servants who they were

sure were infesting the castle.  None arrived.

     Hawthorne moved up next to Brooklyn.  "What did Silhouette mean, 'take

your rightful place'?"

     Brooklyn scowled.  "She told me that once I was subverted in the final

battle, that I was destined to rule the world at her side."

     Hawthorne gasped.  "Were you planning on telling us this?"

     Brooklyn sighed.  "I...no."  he admitted.

     Hawthorne frowned.  "Brooklyn, why didn't you tell me?  You can't love

me and hide things from me."

     Brooklyn spun around, his eyes softening.  "Hawth," he began.  "I..."

     "You what?  You should have told me."

     "I didn't want you to worry about me." 

     "Brooklyn, you were crying like a hatchling just a few minutes ago. 

I'm going to worry about you anyway."

     Brooklyn sighed, and lowered his voice.  "I didn't want to tell you

because, somehow, that would make it more real."

     "What do you mean?"

     Brooklyn grabbed her hand.  "Have you ever suspected something, and

realize that if you say it, admit the possibility, it makes it seem all the

more real?"

     Hawthorne's free hand went to her pendant, which Whistler had given

her.  "Uh huh..."

     "Well, that's how I felt about this.  If I told you, it would be like

admitting to myself that it was possible, and it would make it seem more

likely.  Do you understand what I'm trying to say?"

     Hawthorne nodded.  "I'm sorry you feel that way.  But I'd really like

it if you told me everything."

     The others were regarding the scene with curiousity.  Brooklyn

noticed, and ahemmed. 

     "I guess you're wondering what Silhouette meant when she said that I'd

take my rightful place, huh."  he sighed.

     Angela stopped, and turned around.  "The question crossed my mind."

     Brooklyn sighed.  "In the mirror maze, Silhouette told me that I would

be subverted.  But that wasn't all.  She also said that I'm half-subverted

now, because killing me left traces of her magic in my body, or soul, or

whatever.  And she said that when it happened, I'd rule the world by her

side, as the demon queen's king."

     He sighed again.  "That's what I should have said earlier.  And that's

why I've been a little testy since we got into New York, and why I was

crying back at MacBeth's house.  Because every time I'm reminded of it, it

makes it seem a little more real."

     The others were looking at him, with expressions of disbelief, horror

and compassion on their faces.

     "I wish I knew what to say."  Lexington stammered.  "Are you going to

be all right?"

     "Yeah."  Brooklyn lied.  "Getting that off my chest helped."

     The others seemed satisfied with this, and went back to the walk.

     Hawthorne looked at Brooklyn.  "Your dimple's in overdrive."

     Brooklyn unconsciously touched his face.  "Is it that obvious?"

     Hawthorne nodded.  "Brooklyn, you don't feel any better.  In fact, you

feel worse.  Am I right?"

     "Not entirely.  Keeping it bottled up was making it grow.  But yeah,

it feels worse somehow."

     Hawthorne sighed.  "Brooklyn, just remember I'm here.  You helped me

out, so I'm going to do the same for you."

     She stopped, and took his hand, clasping it lovingly.  "I love you. 

And we'll see each other through this."

     Brooklyn raised his hand, drawing hers with it. 

     "My immortal beloved."  he whispered.

     He touched his other hand to her cheek, and she smiled.  And even

though they both knew it wasn't really the time or the place, he drew her

closer, and kissed her.  She grabbed his shoulders, and held him tightly.

     It was almost a remarkable symbol of strength amid the bleakness of

Manhattan's subversion.  The two gargoyles embraced, locked in an all-too

brief gesture of indomitable love and spirit.  Any Servant who happened by

would possibly have marvelled at the sight...a shining beacon of hope in

the metaphorical sense, but more a show that amidst adversity, love still

prevailed in the two hearts that needed it most.

     To hell with the world, Brooklyn thought.  I've got you, and that's

all I want.

     I love him so much, Hawthorne marvelled.  I love him so damn much.

     Regretfully, longingly, they parted.  Hawthorne smiled, and hugged

him.

     "Thank you."  Brooklyn whispered.  "Thank you, my beloved."

     "Thanks for what?"

     "For being there for me.  No matter what goes wrong, just knowing

you're here makes everything all right again."

     Hawthorne blushed.  "You've got no shortage of sweet talk."

     "Ahem."

     Brooklyn and Hawthorne looked up, and saw the others staring at them

bemusedly.

     "If you two can keep yourselves away from each other, we've got a Ring

to find."  Ophelia smirked.

     "Right."  Brooklyn sighed.  "Coming, beloved?"

     Hawthorne smiled.  "But of course."

***************************************************************************

********

     Silhouette frowned, and concentrated deeply. 

     She was in the Eyrie Building's nursery, which was securely locked. 

It was a symbolic gesture, since the Servants could pass through any door,

but Silhouette was assured of her privacy.

     She took a moment to stare at the baby's crib, now empty.  Alexander

was on Avalon somewhere now.  It would keep him out of harm's way once the

battle got started, and Xanatos had insisted on that.  Silhouette had

caved.  It was a small request, easily granted.  Besides, Titania was

caring for him.  He'd be fine.

     The fey moved around the nursery, and sighed.  It was coming down to

the wire, now.  She knew somehow that the gargoyles were in the building. 

     Let them come, she thought.  They'll find me ready.

     She grinned impishly.  They'd find over nine million Servants of

Twilight, as well.

     {I WANT EVERYONE IN NEW YORK...] she began, but then something

happened.

     Silhouette gasped, and fell to her knees.  Pain, in undescribable

waves, suddenly began to pulsate through her.  She screamed, and suddenly

heard a voice inside her head, echoing through the dark recesses of her

mind.

     [NOW THAT I'VE GOT YOUR ATTENTION, I'LL LET YOU KNOW THAT THERE'S A

BETTER WAY.] the voice commented, with a sardonic tilt.

     Silhouette gasped.  It was the Forbidding, of course.  The Forbidding

had returned.

     "How are you..."

     [DON"T INSULT YOUR INTELLIGENCE, SILHOUETTE.  YOU HONESTLY DIDN'T

REALIZE I CAME OUT WITH YOU?  OH, WELL.  IT MAKES NO DIFFERENCE.  HERE I

AM, AND HERE I INTEND TO REMAIN.]

     "You're here?"

     [TAKE A LOOK OUTSIDE.]

     Silhouette did so, and saw the translucent mist.  She thought for a

second.  Unsubverted people would see a thick, choking fog, filtering out

all...

     The fog.  The Forbidding was the fog.

     "You're in the fog, aren't you."  Silhouette realized.

     [EXACTLY.  I AM THE FOG, SILHOUETTE.  AFTER ALL, YOU WERE MY PRIZE

PUPIL.  I WANTED TO TAKE A FORM TO OBSERVE WHAT YOU'VE DONE WITH THE WORLD

SINCE I WAS LAST HERE.]

     "When were you last in the world?" 

     There was a sigh.  [IT WAS LONG, LONG AGO.  I DON'T SUPPOSE THAT

YOU'RE FAMILIAR WITH THE HUMAN LEGEND OF TUATH DE DANNAN, ARE YOU.]

     "No."

     [WELL, LET'S JUST SAY THAT THIS ISN"T THE FIRST TIME THAT WHAT YOU'RE

DOING HAS HAPPENED TO THE WORLD. AND I'M JUST TELLING YOU THAT YOU'RE

MAKING THE SAME MISTAKE TUATH DE DANNAN MADE, ALMOST THREE THOUSAND YEARS

AGO, AND THAT THE FIRST ONE MADE BEFORE HIM.]

     Silhouette frowned.  "What are you talking about?"

     [USE THE FOG, SILHOUETTE.  THE GARGOYLE AND THE HUMAN DIDN'T, AND THEY

LOST MISERABLY.  THE FOG CAN BE ONE OF YOUR GREATEST ALLIES, IF YOU USE IT

RIGHT.  IN FACT, IF YOU USE IT RIGHT, THE LEADER AND THE OTHERS WON'T STAND

A CHANCE.]

     Silhouette sighed.  This was all Greek to her.  Who in the hell was

Tuath De Dannan?  And what did the Forbidding mean by 'use the fog'?

     Suddenly, she had a flash of insight. 

     She smiled, eagerly, and gestured.  The Forbidding was gone, but she

didn't care where at the moment.  He'd given her a clue, that was all that

mattered.

     Use the fog.

     She grinned, and waved a casual hand. 

***************************************************************************

********

Long Island

     Fang groaned miserably, and looked downward.  The fog was becoming

thicker by the instant, and he was hopelessly mired in it.  It almost

seemed tangible...as if he could reach out a hand, and take a hold of it,

touch it.

     His leg was throbbing in dull waves, now.  But his wings were

beginning to ache dully as well, harmonizing with the pain in his lower

leg.

     "I'll have to land."  he said aloud.  Grimly, he pictured himself

crawling around the ground, looking for MacBeth Manor.

     But it was either that, or plummet out of the sky from exhaustion.  He

didn't like that idea much at all.

     He'd been gliding for the last forty-five minutes, trying in vain to

find his bearings.  The fog, and the sudden total silence of the area had

augmented the problem, leading to his becoming even more lost, if that was

at all possible.

     "Hello?"  he yelled, hoping to hear something.  But, at the same time,

he realized that attracting the attention of the black-eyed people was

probably a bad thing.  Still, he might be able to talk sense to

them...although they hadn't been very willing to listen when they had been

attacking him, Goliath, Angela and Lexington.

     Suddenly, Fang felt a rush of air.  He raised an eyebrow, and felt the

wind coming directly at his back.

     He spun around, and was greeted by a blast of wind.  Blown backwards,

he struggled to turn around, so that he wouldn't be facing windward, but it

was no use.  The air currents picked up speed, and Fang began to have

visions of himself being knocked from the air, swatted to the ground like a

fly.

     Then, he noticed something else.

     In the direction the wind was coming from, the fog was lightening. 

     Fang squinted, trying to get a better look and to shield his eyes from

the wind at the same time.  He gasped.  It was true.  The fog was shifting,

moving forward towards him and then past him...

     And then, Fang blinked.  The fog was gone.  He was in the open night

air.

     It was still pitch dark, since all the lights were out.  But he knew

he was out of the fog, by the meagre light of the moon and the stars above. 

The wind died down abruptly, becoming a light breeze once more.

     Fang turned around.  The moon was bright enough to see the water below

(meaning that I'm either over the East River or the Atlantic Ocean, Fang

thought.) but Fang could also see the trailing edge of the fog, heading off

in the direction he had been travelling.  As it moved forward, faster and

faster, he began to see the outline of the city.  Manhattan.

     He frowned, and began to follow the fog, his tired wings protesting. 

     Whatever's happening to the fog, it might have something to do with

the others.  I might find them there.

     He grinned wryly, realizng that he was thinking like some paladin, a

do-gooder, or, heaven forbid, a sap. 

     "All I need is a white horse and a shining suit of armor."  he

clucked, whistling.  He had to admit, trying to help out was actually kind

of appealing.  For sure, Talon would have to let him stay outside, once he

was cured of whatever it was that happened to him.  Who knew, maybe Fang

could even start something to make the Labrynth..hell, even the city a

better place to live in.  He could almost see the headlines in the Times...

     "Genetic experiment given keys to the city for park beautifying

program."  he smiled.  "Sounds about right."

     Of course, before he could be given the keys to New York, he'd have to

get through the night, and find the others, wherever they were.  And a

small little voice inside his head told him that would be easier said than

done.

     Groaning, he squinted, and began to follow the fog again.  It all

seemed to be flowing towards one spot...one that Fang felt he should have

known.

***************************************************************************

********

Headquarters of the Canadian Security and Intelligence Service (CSIS),

Ottawa, Ontario

     "Mr. LaPointe!"  the satellite technician yelled.

     Kevin LaPointe, head of satellite tracking systems at CSIS, sighed

deeply, took a sip of coffee and got up.  Mildly grateful that Ottawa, the

capital city of Canada, hadn't been greatly affected by Richmond, (or, at

least, CSIS hadn't been,) he walked over to the man's console, and looked

at the picture.

     "What is it?"

     The technician pointed.  "Sir..." he tapped a button.  "I've been

tapping into an American weather satellite for the past six hours.  Over

that time, the satellite has been taking pictures of the entire Eastern

Seaboard of North America.  As you can see, most of the cities are down,

and without power.  Halifax, Boston, Philadelphia, Atlanta,

Washington...all have been down and out of power and communications

services for hours or days.  But we've been taking special interest in New

York City, sir.  Look."

     He pushed a button, and a satellite image of the New York coastline

came in view.  It was color enhanced, and from the numbers at the bottom of

the screen, LaPointe could see it was three hours old.  Above New York City

was an ugly black fog, that had been slowly growing in size.  As of this

photo, the fogbank had completely engulfed Long Island, and Newark, New

Jersey.  Kevin had seen the fog before in the last weather forecast before

the CBC had one down.

     "I'm aware of the fogbank, Hal.  What's happening that's got you in

such a tizzy?"

     Hal sighed.  "THIS."  he insisted.  He entered an access code, to show

a dynamic image of the New York area now.

     Kevin gasped.  The fogbank had shrunk to just barely covering

Manhattan Island, and barely even that.

     "It's just shrunk within the last three minutes, too.  It all seems

like it's going somewhere."

     He typed something, and a close up image of Manhattan appeared.  There

were no lights, but Hal manipulated the satellite, and an image appeared,

showing the city almost as in broad daylight.

     The fog was shrinking fast.  In the time Hal had changed the view, it

had shifted to an area just as large as midtown.  As Kevin began to see the

outlines of Central Park and the west side, he peered closer.

     "It's all collapsing in on itself."  he whispered.  "Where to?"

     In response the fog shrunk to focus on one building.  It seemed to

pour inside the walls of the citadel, and was gone.

     Hal brought up an image.  It was the tallest building either Hal or

Kevin had ever seen, most prominent by the medieval castle sitting

defiantly on top of it. 

     "That's the Xanatos Building."  Kevin frowned, recalling the file on

David Xanatos.  "Has a funny name.  The Eeny Building, or something."

     "Eyrie.  We have several agents working inside there, sir."

     "Well, is that fog dangerous?  Does it endanger the lives of any CSIS

operatives in the Eeny Building?"

     "Eyrie, sir.  As far as we can tell, the fog appeared a day or so

after all communications with New York City were lost.  There's no way we

could contact the Eyrie Building, anyway."

     "Right.  The communications."

     He sighed.  "Why do you suppose the fog went away like that?"

     Hal sighed.  "I have no idea, sir.  Whatever's going on in the world

lately, this is just one more puzzle to add to the list."

***************************************************************************

********

The Eyrie Building, New York City, New York

     Broadway stopped.  "Do you hear that?"  he asked.

     The others stopped.  There was a howling sound outside.  The very

building began to suddenly shake, as if a huge force was pressed against

it.

     "What's going on?"  Lexington asked, glancing around nervously.

     None of the others could answer.  The shaking continued for almost

five minutes.  Then, it stopped, as suddenly as it had started.

     Brooklyn looked around.  "We'd better find out what that was."

     "An earthquake?"  Ophelia asked.

     "No.  There aren't any faults around here, I don't think."  Lexington

sighed, unsure.  "He glanced around.  "That felt more like wind pushing the

building, anyway."

     "Wind?"  Angela frowned.  "That must have been a hurricane, then."

     They came to another set of stairs.  Cautiously, they glanced up, and

began to slowly climb the stairs.  Hawthorne peeked out the window for a

second.  She gasped.

     "What?"  Brooklyn asked, moving closer to her.  He looked out.  "Oh,

my God."

     The others crammed in closer.  The stars and the moon were visible in

the sky.

     The fog was gone.

     "What happened?"   Broadway asked.  "Where's the fog?"

     "You don't suppose,"  Hawthorne mumbled, "that Silhouette gave up, do

you?"

     "That doesn't seem too likely.  Either she got rid of the fog, or we

can somehow see through it."  Brooklyn sighed.  "If she got rid of it, then

there's got to be some ulterior motive."

     "Ulterior motives.  Great."  Lexington groaned.

     They came up to the next floor, now but one floor below the office. 

At every window, at least one person looked outside, just to make sure that

the fog was really gone.  The moon seemed brighter than usual, its glowing

crescent seeming to illuminate the darkened skyline.  The city was totally

silent as well, the normal sounds of street noise absent.  The moonlight

danced on the waters of the East River, creating a rather beautiful

flickering on the surface of the water.

     "It's beautiful, in a way."  Angela mused.  "If I didn't know the

circumstances behind it, I'd say that New York City could almost look

better this way."

     And suddenly, they heard the all too familiar rustling sound. 

Spinning, they came face to face with Arthur Pendragon, Elisa Maza, Goliath

and Bronx.

     They looked incredibly pissed off.

     Elisa, Arthur and Goliath raised their hands simultaneously, letting

fly a barrage of shadow bolts.  They struck their target...Brooklyn, who

cried out and went flying back into the wall.  He crashed headlong into it,

and sank, groaning, to the ground.

     The others snarled, and raced forward to attack.  The Servants melted

away, reforming behind them.  Before they had a chance to react, Lexington

and Angela were cut down by a blast of shadow.  They cried out, and fell.

     Broadway, Ophelia and Hawthorne were the only ones standing. 

Hawthorne saw Elisa, and snarled.  She attacked, driving Elisa back.  The

former detective yelled, and fired a bolt.  Hawthorne dodged, and it struck

the wall harmlessly.

     Goliath spun around, growled.  He raised his hand...and was tackled by

Ophelia.  He roared, and began wildly punching and twisting.  Ophelia was

knocked away, hitting the ground and sliding into the wall.

     Arthur raised Excalibur, and yelled something.  Broadway wasn't

listening, and didn't care anyway.  He was busily trying to dodge the

parries and thrusts that Arthur was delivering.  One came dangerously

close, and Broadway's ear suddenly stung.  Arthur had nicked the tip of his

earlobe.

     Broadway roared, and dropped to the ground.  His tail lashed out, and

Arthur was knocked down.  Broadway dove for the sword, and grabbed it,

holding it level with the timeless king's throat.

     Brooklyn groaned, and opened his eyes.  Standing right in front of

him, like the Hound of the Baskervilles, was Bronx.  He was snarling,

preparing to attack.

     Brooklyn jumped up, and Bronx sprung.  The gargoyle dog caught him in

mid leap, and knocked him over.  Bronx snarled, and clawed him.  Brooklyn

suddenly felt a searing pain in his stomach.  He looked down, and saw three

claw marks on his stomach.  Dark-red blood was oozing out of the wound. 

     Brooklyn kicked Bronx away, and got up.  His stomach cried in protest,

but he ignored it. He ran towards Ophelia, who was getting up from the

floor.

     She saw his stomach, and gasped.  "Brooklyn!"  she exclaimed.

     Brooklyn glanced, and saw Goliath advancing towards them.  "Nevermind. 

I'll live.  We have to get the others."

     Goliath growled, and leapt Brooklyn.  The two gargoyles went down,

scuffling, punching and clawing.

     Goliath punched his protege in the eye.  Brooklyn cried out, and drove

his fist upwards into Goliath's stomach.  The leader cried out, and began

furiously punching Brooklyn in the face.

     Before he could rip out Brooklyn's throat, however, Ophelia punched

him as hard as she could in the back of the head.  He fell forward, and

growled.  Hopping up, he moved to attack Ophelia.

     Brooklyn got up, and groaned.  The bitter taste of blood filled his

mouth.  He saw Goliath about to tackle Ophelia, and gasped.  Thinking

quickly, he tripped Goliath with his tail, and punched him in the temple as

he fell.  Goliath cried out, and lay silent on the ground.

     Ophelia looked at Brooklyn.  "Oh, my God."

     Brooklyn's face was covered in bruises, and a rather nasty black eye

was developing.  He groaned, and spat out several teeth.

     "I didn't come out of that one very well."  he muttered.

     Lexington got up, and saw Bronx leap for him.  He dodged, and watched

as Bronx gracelessly plowed into the wall.  Smiling wryly, Lexington helped

Angela up, who was slightly dazed.  They saw Hawthorne standing off with

Elisa, Broadway holding King Arthur away with his own sword, and Brooklyn

and Ophelia moving towards Elisa and Hawthorne.

     Lexington began moving towrads that scene as well.  Angela followed,

baring her fangs.  Soon, the five gargoyles had surrounded Elisa.  The

detective snarled at her situation, but was powerless.

     "We want the ring, Elisa."  Brooklyn growled. 

     Elisa laughed.  "And what will happen once you get it?  Will you

actually try to stop us?  Or will you give in to the inevitable, and give

up?  You can't stop us, no matter how hard you try."

     "You've run out of options, Elisa.  We're trying to help you, and

there isn't anything you can do to stop us."  Lexington sighed.

     "Oh, really?"  Elisa asked casually.  She reached for her holster, and

drew her gun.  Before anyone could react, she fired a round into Ophelia's

stomach.

     Ophelia suddenly felt as if someone had driven a hammer into her

torso.  Clutching her belly, she began to find it increasingly hard to

breathe, and she began to feel a growing wetness in the area she'd been

shot.  She sank to her knees, disbelieving and shocked.

     Lexington's eyes widened in horror.  "NO!!!!!" he screamed.  Elisa

turned the gun on him.  Brooklyn began to yell, but everything sounded

distant, somehow.

     Broadway, meanwhile, had heard the gun fire, had seen Ophelia grasp

her stomach, and fall to her knees, watched as Elisa slowly swung the

firearm to aim at Lexington.  That wasn't all, though.  He began to feel a

strong sensation in the back of his mind...and then he realized that his

power was about to burst again.

     No, oh no, he thought.  Please God, don't let me kill somebody...

     Then, his rational mind disappeared.  The white haze of rage clouded

his thoughts again, and he suddenly let the anger burst forth in the beam

of energy.  It raced forth, striking Arthur, Elisa and Bronx, and sending

them sprawling.

     It was the most powerful blast of all.  Elisa was driven backwards,

and was thrown a good twenty feet away.  She hit the wall, and crumpled

down, blood oozing slowly from her nose, her leg twisted at an unnatural

angle.  Arthur was even closer, and he didn't come out nearly so lucky.  He

was thrown away like a rag doll, plummeting to the earth in a graceful arc

that sent him crashing into a plate glass window.  He fell out...landing in

the courtyard two stories below, small fragments of glass dotting the

carefully landscaped yard.  Bronx was lifted up, and thrown forwards,

crashing into the stairs.  He whimpered, a sad, lost, lonely sound, and was

still.

     The others stared in horror at him...even Ophelia, who could barely

keep from collapsing.  Broadway walked forward, calmly dropping Excalibur,

and moving next to Ophelia. 

     "I'll make it all better."  he promised her.

     "No..."  Opehlia whispered.

     Angela grabbed him, and spun him around.  "Broadway, come back..."

     Broadway frowned.  "Don't."

     "Listen, Broadway!  Control yourself!"  Brooklyn yelled.

     Broadway's mouth tightened.  "Stop it!"  he screamed.

     Angela grabbed his face.  "No, listen.  You have to come back down! 

Don't let it come true!"

     Broadway pushed her away.  She landed heavily on the ground.

     Broadway turned around.  The object of his rage lay on the ground,

lying still.

     As the Protector walked forward, only one thought crossed his mind.

     Killing Elisa Maza.

***************************************************************************

********

     Brooklyn stared in horror.  As he watched his best friend walk towards

Elisa, a memory crossed his mind.

     The night Elisa had been shot...by Broadway, no less...back over two

years ago, had been a bad one.  As they had turned to stone, one thing had

crossed their minds...that Elisa, their only true human friend, was surely

dead.  Broadway had been hurt deeply by that event, and by the memory of

what had happened. 

     But now, it was going to happen all over again...Broadway was going to

kill Elisa.  Only this time, there would be no accident, and she wouldn't

pull through.  This wouldn't be a mishap, this would be murder.

     And it was going to happen all along!  his mind screamed.  This is the

prophecy!  ELISA, not Angela, is going to be the one he kills!

     Forgetting all about Ophelia, he launched himself into the air, and

tackled Broadway.  The Protector yelled, and fell down.  He got up,

roaring.

     "HOW DARE YOU?"  Broadway screamed. 

     "Broadway, listen to me!  This is what you said was going to happen! 

You have to stop it, or you're going to kill her!"

     Broadway blasted him.  Brooklyn was suddenly bathed in blinding white

light, and he screamed.  He felt a tremendous pressure on him, and then the

pain began.

     He screamed again, as the wounds on his stomach flared in pain. 

Broadway was laughing, enjoying it.

     Angela raced, and tackled him.  Broadway cried out, and the beam went

wild, striking the ceiling.  Chunks of stone rained down on them.

     Broadway turned to Angela.  "You too?"

     The beam came forth again.  Angela was thrown backwards, sliding into

the wall.

     Brooklyn weakly stood up.  He lurched forward, leaping onto Broadway's

back.

     "The Ringbearer's Covenant!"  he nearly screamed.  "We're trying to

help you!  Don't you see!  You were worried about killing someone, and it's

about to happen!  Fight it, Broadway!  Fight it, or you'll kill Elisa!"

     "Get...off...of...ME!"  Broadway roared, punctuating each word with a

a blast of light.

     Brooklyn held on for dear life.  Broadway twisted, trying to throw him

off. 

     "Remember how you felt when you shot her?"  Brooklyn hissed. 

"Remember all the guilt, all the pain?  Do you want to deal with it? 

Because you won't stay like this forever.  But if you kill her, you'll have

to live with that for the rest of your life.  Is that what you want?"

     Broadway snarled wildly, flailing to get the unwelcome pest off of his

back.

     "IS IT?"  Brooklyn screamed.

     Broadway stopped.  He let Brooklyn slide down from his back.  He

turned, and stared at Brooklyn, turned to Elisa, and then looked at

himself.

     "Don't let it happen, Broadway."  Brooklyn whispered.  "Come home to

us."

     Broadway's twisted expression of rage became one of genuine

unhappiness.  With a desparate, lost wail, his eyes returned to normal.  He

slid to the ground, and began to weep.

     Brooklyn fell to his knees, suddenly feeling drained of all energy. 

     Elisa lay on the ground, her eyes closed, looking very vulnerable.

***************************************************************************

********

     Lexington knelt down next to Ophelia.  He had been watching the

Broadway episode with horror and dread, but then he suddenly remembered

Ophelia.  She was lying down, on her side,  on the ground, in a widening

pool of her own blood.

     "Ophelia..."  he whispered.    

     Her eyes fluttered.  She had lost a lot of blood.  "Lex?'  she asked

weakly.  Her eyes seemed to have trouble focusing on one object.

     Oh, my God, Lex thought.  Briefly, fearing the worst, he looked at her

back.  Astonishingly, there was no exit wound.  The bullet must still be

inside her, he thought.

     Hawthorne walked over, looking very pale.  "Is she..."

     "She's gonna live."  Lexington inisted, stubbornly.  He sat, and

cradled her head gently on his lap.  Brushing back her hair, he looked in

her eyes.  "You're going to live." he told her.

     Ophelia gasped for breath, coughing weakly.  Lexington held her

closer, heedless of the blood that was staining his hands.

     Brooklyn and Angela looked over.  "Is she all right?"  Brooklyn called

over, whispering.

     "She'll heal with the sun."  Lexington sighed.

     Hawthorne touched his shoulder.  "Lex...it's hours until sunrise."

     "I know!   But she's going to make it!  Because..."

     Lexington's eyes brimmed with tears.  Images flooded through his

mind...

     ...the reassuring way she'd spoken to him on the casino roof...

     ...the slap in the face she'd given him in Newfoundland...

     ...the way they'd danced in Las Vegas...

     ...the fight they'd had...

     ...the final brush off she'd given him in Seattle...

     ...and yet, through all of that, all of the roadblocks that had been

erected in their way, Lexington still felt something for her.  Not

friendship...something more, perhaps even love.

     Love?  he thought.  Are you sure it's love?  Put it this way...is it

Ophelia you love, or is she just the means to get the female companionship

you've wanted ever since Angela came?  What is it you love, Ophelia or the

feeling itself?

     Lexington frowned, and looked at Ophelia, lying on the ground.  She

seemed so frail, so vulnerable...lying on the ground, at the edge of death. 

Her beautiful face lay ashen, and Lexington's heart seemed to dully ache

inside his chest.

     It was her.  All along, it had been her.

     "Because I love her."  Lexington finished.  "She has to, because I

love her."

     Hawthorne smiled, and touched his shoulder.  "We can all hope."

***************************************************************************

********

     Brooklyn stood up, and put a hand on his head.  Hawthorne and

Lexington were trying to comfort Ophelia.

     She's been shot, Brooklyn remembered. 

     "Is she all right?"  he called over.  Lexington mumbled something

about the sun, and went back to comforting her.

     He offered a hand to Broadway.  The blue gargoyle dully took the

extended hand, and stood up.  Angela was picking her way towards Ophelia as

well, her beautiful face in disbelief.

     "Sister?"  she asked, kneeling down.

     Ophelia's eyes opened, and she smiled. 

     Broadway was silently staring at the scene.  "I should have protected

her.  Not only can I not keep my power in control, I used it too late."

     "...not...your fault."  Ophelia whispered.  A tear suddenly rolled

down Lexington's cheek.

     "What can we do for her?"  he asked.

     Brooklyn felt a lump in her throat.  This is what they all felt like

when I was dead, he thought.

     "I don't know if we can do anything.  She was shot pretty bad."  he

whispered, so Ophelia wouldn't hear.

     Lexington looked up, the saddest he'd ever looked in his life.  "There

has to be something!"  he hissed, desparately.

     "We can try to make her comfortable, and hope she lives until the sun

comes up."  Hawthorne frowned, kneeling down.  "One of my friends in

Clayoquot Sound was shot once, and that was all we could do for him."

     "Did he live?"  Brooklyn asked.

     Hawthorne hesitated.  "No."  she answered meekly.

     She took off her jacket, and wrapped it around her.  Ophelia mumbled

something, and seemed to fall asleep.

     Broadway knelt down, and touched Ophelia's cheek.  Suddenly, his eyes

widened.  he got up, and walked over to Elisa.

     "I lost control again."  he whispered, a slow grin appearing on his

face.  He knelt down, and felt for a pulse.  Elisa was still alive, but

unconscious.

     "You're happy about this?"  Angela asked, looking up in confusion.

     Broadway looked back.

     "Don't you see?  I lost control...but she's still ALIVE."  he grinned. 

"I didn't kill her."

     Angela's mouth dropped open.  "Then..."

     Broadway nodded.  "I beat the prophecy."

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

************************

Chapter Six

          The End Of The Circle

     Lexington looked up.  "You know, Ophelia's still dying, here."

     Angela came back, Broadway following.  Despite the situation playing

out here, he couldn't help but smile.

     "What are we going to do?"  Brooklyn asked.  "We can't wait until

sunrise.  Either we'll have to leave again, and Silhouette and the others

will escape, or we'll have to turn to stone here, and risk being smashed

during the day."

     Lexington ran his talons through Ophelia's hair.  "I'm not leaving

her."  he insisted.  "You four go up, and finish this.  I'll stay here and

keep Ophelia safe."

     "Is that wise?"  Hawthorne asked.  "I mean, if any Servants come

along, then you'll be all alone."

     Lexington shook his head.  "If we take her up with us, Silhouette will

probably kill her.  She might not even survive the next trip up the stairs. 

Her best chance to make it to sunrise is to

stay here.  But she can't stay alone, or she'll be defenseless.  So I have

to stay with her.  You don't need me anyway.  Travelling won't be that much

use to you when the battle starts."

     Brooklyn, Hawthorne, Angela and Broadway glanced nervously at each

other. 

     Lexington swallowed.  "Besides...if she dies, we can't win.  She has

to be kept alive."

     Brooklyn knelt.  "Lex...I realize that you feel something for her..."

     "Then let me stay.  I need to help her.  Considering the way I've been

treating her all the way through, it's the absolute least I can do."

     Brooklyn stood up.  "Fine.  Lexington, stay here.  Keep Ophelia safe."

     Lexington smiled.  "Thanks."

     Brooklyn turned back to the others.  "We're going to have to get the

last piece and battle without them."

     They nodded solemnly, and began to walk away.

     Broadway turned back.  "You stay out of trouble, now, Lex."

     Lexington grinned.  "You know me..."

     Angela knelt briefly.  "You'll be fine, Ophelia."  she whispered. 

"You'll be fine."

     Ophelia's mouth flickered in a brief grin.

     The others turned back, and offered reassuring words to both Lexington

nd Ophelia.  Then, they stood up, and sighed.  Brooklyn, Hawthorne, Angela

and Broadway took one more glance, and turned away, heading for the

staircase.

***************************************************************************

********

     Silhouette marvelled as the fog all flowed into the nursery, and

condensed into a humanoid form.

     The fog sighed deeply, and spoke.  "It's been a long time since I've

done this."

     Silhouette raised an eyebrow.  The fog spoke with exactly the same

voice as the Forbidding.

     Well, that was to be expected.  The two were one and the same.

     Sil ahemmed.  "I'd like you to do something for me."

     "Kill the gargoyles?  It'll be my pleasure."  The Forbidding grinned. 

It was strange to hear his real voice, and not have it echo throughout her

mind, but Silhouette got over the sensation.

     "Yes, well.  Go to the place where the last piece of the Ring is, and

help the Servant there guard it."

     "Servant?"  The Forbidding asked. 

     "Servants of Twilight, yes."

     The Forbidding laughed.  "That's the dumbest name I've ever heard."

     Silhouette frowned.  "I happen to like it."  she replied defensively. 

I'll summon some more of them, and the battle can begin."

     The Forbidding sighed, and discorperated, flowing under the door into

the office.

***************************************************************************

********

     David Xanatos sighed, and flipped the piece of the Ring in the air. 

He caught it, and glanced at his watch.  10:59 p.m., November 5, 1996.  As

he set the Ring on the mahogany desk, a deep, black cloud seemed to roll in

from the nursery.  It reformed into a human shape, and stood perfectly

still.

     "Hello, Mr. Xanatos."  the fog greeted.

     David raised an eyebrow.  "Do I know you?"

     "Silhouette calls me the Forbidding.  That is as good a name as any."

     "And how do you know me?"

     "Silhouette was my student.  I taught her how to achieve all of this. 

Everything she knows, I know.  Except I have a bit more experience than

she.  By the way, your wife is fine.  She's in Atlanta, searching for the

seventh."

     David sighed.  "All right.  So, what, are you here to help me?"

     "To help...and to observe.  A very momentous thing is to happen

tonight....the culmination of six thousand years of work."

     David whistled.  "Sounds interesting."

     The Forbidding grinned.  "It pales in comparison to what's going to

happen tonight.  I believe the saying is 'she's goin' up tonight', Mr.

Xanatos."

     David grinned.

***********************************************************************************

     The four gargoyles climbed the stairs nervously, partly because of

what had happened to Ophelia, partly because the group was heading into the

final battle with four instead of six.  But mostly, it was just genuine

nervousness over the fact that finally, after days of travelling, it was

all about to end.

     Angela frowned, and thought back to what had happened on Avalon.  She

remembered the time when Goliath, Elisa an Bronx had shwn up with the

Guardian, and helped to fight off the Archmage, in what the Guardian had

termed 'The Battle Of Avalon'.  Then, she'd helped Goliath defeat the

sorceror, who had planned to rule the world, and throw it back to the Dark

Ages.  However, the Archmage had never been as close to winning as

Silhouette was now, and that made her feel all the more nervous.  She

realized, not for the first time, that the fate of the world rested on her

shoulders, and that it was a very heavy burden indeed. 

     Broadway was thinking of the events of the last ten minutes.  He had

used his power involuntarily, and nearly killed Elisa.  But he hadn't.  He

had been brought back, and Elisa lived.  And with that, Broadway realized

that he had possbly wormed out of the doom the prophecy had promised him. 

Even with the specter of the final battle looming evr closer, Broadway

couldn't help but feel a little satisfied.

     However, deep within him, something felt wrong.  He kept thinking that

he was forgetting something...something important, that might mean he

wasn't quite out of the woods yet.  He frowned, and tried to think of what

that was.  He failed, and decided that he was just being

obsessive/compulsive.

     Hawthorne shuddered, and tried to make herself feel better.  Broadway

had apparently escaped the fate the prophecy had promised him, and that

made her feel a little better.  After all, if the prophecy was wrong about

Broadway, might it be wrong about her?

     Whistler's voice suddenly came to her.  "Be careful.  Whenever

something seems tied up in a nice, neat little bow, it often isn't."  he

had been fond of saying.  That seemed to be sage advice now.  But that

could mean that she was going to die. 

     She looked at Brooklyn, who was staring resolutely in front of him. 

He quite clearly had very huge things on his mind...but despite his heroic

exterior, Hawthorne could clearly see the scared little boy within him,

trembling in fear. 

     He loves me, she thought.  He's promised that he won't let it happen

to me...

     But grimly, she began to wonder if he could keep that promise, if the

time came. 

     Brooklyn, meanwhile, had one face in his mind...that of his own, with

black eyes, dark as midnight.  He tried to picture himself subverted, and

willingly trying to kill Hawthorne, and couldn't.  Like Hawthorne, he felt

a little bit better in the fact that Broadway had apparently resolved his

fate without it actually coming true, but he still felt a bit of anxiety. 

     When the crunch comes, he asked himself, will I be able to escape it? 

     He was beginning to think that regardless of his efforts, it would

happen.  He realized that these feelings made him an outrageous hypocrite

for promising Hawthorne that it wouldn't, but he couldn't help it.

     What'll it be like?  he thought.

     He shook his head.  Maybe if he concentrated on not letting it happen,

it wouldn't.

     He sighed.  Tightening his mouth, he reached for Hawthorne's hand, and

squeezed it.  Hawthorne sighed, and squeezed his in response. 

     They came out on the upper floor, and stepped out in front of the door

to Xanatos' large office.  The door was closed.  Broadway reached out one

handed, whispering a silent prayer, and opened the doorknob.

     Inside where David Xanatos...and a silent, person, who looked to be

totally made up of blackness.  The billionaire was sitting boyishly on his

desk, holding the final piece of the Ring in his hand, waving it mockingly

in front of them.  The shadow stepped forward, walking toward Brooklyn.

     "So you're the Leader."  he said, seeming to inspect Brooklyn.  He

made no movement to attack the gargoyle.

     Xanatos frowned.  "Where are the Traveller and the Illusionist?"  he

asked.

     "They're safe enough."  Angela frowned.  "We'll take the Ring now."

     The shadow moved forward, blocking the way between Xanatos and the

gargoyles.  It seemed to laugh, and it suddenly grew.  The gargoyles

realized that this thing was the personification of the fog that had

disappeared.

     "Oh, you think?"  the fog asked, thinking the statement a joke.  "I

don't think so.  You see, I've waited six thousand years to see this event

happen, and I'm not going to let the si...FOUR of you stop me.  Especially

when three of you know the consequences if you try."

     Broadway smiled.  "No.  See, what was to happen to me already

happened, and I beat it out.  I came back before I killed her.  You've lost

that one."

     The fog seemed taken aback.  "Even so, if you want the Ring, you'll

have to come through me, first."

     And then, it blasted itself at Broadway.  The blue gargoyle was struck

full force, and he was thrown backwards into the wall with enough force to

carve a crater into it.  Chunks of stone fell down on his head, and he

groaned.

     The fog reformed, and laughed.  The others stared at it.

     Broadway got up, dazed.  The fog attacked again.  It hit him the other

way, and he crashed into Brooklyn.  The bruised and damaged Leader was

thrown back, nearly landing on his head and fracturing his skull.

     Angela growled, and plunged into the fog.  She screamed, and fell,

shadows clingng to her.

     Hawthorne ran to her, and dragged her out of harm's way.  She was

shivering, and chattering her teeth.

     "It was so cold in there..." she whispered.

     Brooklyn got up, groaning.  He growled, and leapt just in front of the

fog. 

     "What are you doing now?'  the fog asked, tiredly.

     Brooklyn crouched, tensing for his attack.  He jumped, faking a lunge

to the right.  While the fog was busy blocking his supposed pass in that

direction, Brooklyn raced to the left.  But Xanatos fired a shadow bolt,

and it hit him in the face.  Brooklyn twirled from the force, and fell to

the ground.

     The fog laughed.  "This is rather pathetic, really."  it stated,

chuckling.  "I can't imagine why Silhouette had such trouble with you."    

     Hawthorne growled, and jumped.  She landed in front of the fog, and

crouched, doing the same thing Brooklyn had done.  But this time, the fog

split into two cloudy forms, blocking off both directions.  The Ringbearer

frowned.  Then, she jumped between the two branches.

     It closed in on her just as she made it through.  Her tail was caught

inside the shadow, and the tip of it was suddenly frozen in mind-numbing

cold.  But she made it through.  She dropped to the floor, and rolled as

Xanatos fired a shadow bolt.  The industrialist hopped off of his desk, and

began to fire again.  But, in his haste, he dropped the Ring.

     Hawthorne made a grab for it, but the fog had spun around, and blasted

her.  She screamed as a wave of concussive force blasted into her, driving

her forward.  Xanatos laughed, and reached down for the Ring...

     ...but it was gone.  He looked over with a snarl.  Brooklyn held the

Ring, having made a mad lunge for it while Xanatos was distracted. 

Brooklyn brandished the Ring like a weapon, trying to keep both Xanatos and

the fog at bay.

     The fog growled.  "Give me that!"  it screamed, forming a pseudopod of

shadow.  Brooklyn dodged, and ran.  He made it to the opposite side of the

room, and threw it at the recovering Hawthorne.

     She caught it in midair, and clasped onto it.  Taking the rest of the

Ring from her pocket, she thrust the final piece into the space between the

first and fifth pieces.  Everyone stood perfectly still.

     There was a buzzing noise, and a crackle of green light.  The lines

vanished, and the six pieces of the Ring completely fused into one.  The

Ring was now a perfect circle, with nothing to indicate it had ever been

broken.

     Hawthorne held it up triumphantly.  Oberon's Ring glinted in the

moonlight reflecting through the window.  The quest was over.

     Oberon's Ring was whole once more.

***************************************************************************

********

     Lexington cradled the dying Ophelia close to him, whispering

reassurances into her ear.

     "...sorry..." she whispered suddenly.  It was the most she'd said

since Brooklyn and the others had gone upstairs.

     "Sorry?"  he asked.  "Sorry for what?"

     "I'm sorry I kept making you feel like dirt."  she replied, coughing. 

A trickle of blood began flowing from her stomach.

     "You don't have to be sorry."  Lexington smiled, grateful to hear her

voice.  "It was me that completely misunderstood you.  It's just that...I

don't know, it opened my eyes.  When you told me what I had going for me, I

started to notice you.  How beautiful you were, how nice, smart..."

     "Flattery gets you nowhere."  Ophelia grinned.

     Lexington smiled.  "What makes you think it's flattery?" 

     He coughed.  "Maybe at first, it was just because I saw you as a way

to make me feel wanted.  I didn't love you...I just wanted to be accepted,

to fit in, because I felt like love was leaving me behind."

     He stroked her cheek.  "But now, I think that it's more than that. 

Now I think it's you."

     He bent down, and kissed her cheek.  "I love you."  he stated, his

eyes watering.  A large grin almost sheepishly crossed his face.

     Ophelia reached up a hand, grimacing with the pain.  She touched his

face, and smiled.

     "Really?"  she asked.

     "More than I've ever loved anyone before."  Lexington replied,

truthfully.

     Ophelia seemed to laugh.  "Why couldn't I...see..."

     Her eyes closed, and she drifted off to sleep.

     And then, suddenly, Lexington felt a peculiar twisting senation.  It

seemed as if his stomach and feet had switched places, all of a sudden, and

he felt an odd popping sensation in his mind.  He frowned.  Apparently,

Ophelia had felt it, too.  She was frowning, stirring in her slumber.

     What was that?  he thought, wondering.

***************************************************************************

********

     Silhouette's eyes widened.  The door was opened, just a crack...just

enough to see the Ringbearer hold up the completed Ring.

     She then realized what exactly that meant.

     "Their immunity's gone."  she whispered.  "They can be subverted."

     Behind her stood a good sixty Servants of Twilight, packed into the

nursery like sardines.  The ones at the front heard her say it, and

growled.

     "ATTACK!"  she screamed.  The door burst open.

***************************************************************************

********

     Hawthorne looked up at the Ring, staring hypnotically into it. 

     Brooklyn, Broadway and Angela were staring incredulously at it, not

seemingly comprehending the gravity of what had just happened.

     They all felt a peculiar twisting sensation.  Brooklyn felt like the

bottom had dropped out from under him, and that his stomach could now be

found near his ankles.  Then, he felt a popping in his mind.  He instantly

recognized what that meant.

     My immunity's gone, he thought dismally.  Same with Broadway,

Hawthorne, Angela, Lex and Ophelia.  We can all be subverted now.  And...

     ...and killed with magic.

     He suddenly screamed.  "BE CAREFUL!"  he roared.

     And then the door to the nursery burst open, and a huge black flow of

energy flowed into the office.  They reformed into a group of sixty

Servants of Twilight...with Silhouette as the vanguard.

     "Well, it's all over."  Silhouette smiled.  "And I'm afraid that this

battle's going to be over before it even starts."

     Silhouette gestured, and Angela was suddenly levitated off of the

floor.  Silhouette gestured, and Angela was suddenly turned to stone.

     "NO!"  Broadway screamed.  Silhouette laughed, and Angela suddenly

went flying across the room.  Faster than he had ever moved in his life, 

Broadway jumped, and caught the statue before it could shatter on the wall. 

Almost as he did so, it cracked, and Angela emerged from the chrysalis,

unharmed.

     Brooklyn snarled, and jumped Silhouette.  He was cut down by a massive

shadow blast...the combined force of sixty-one Servants of Twilight,

Silhouette, and the fog.  He cried out, and fell to the ground.

     "And let the games begin!"  Silhouette crowed with glee.  She melted

away, and reformed next to Hawthorne.

     Hawthorne recolied, but Silhouette grabbed her, and bound her hands

with a shadow.

     Broadway and Angela moved to save her, but the Servants created a wall

of shadows, holding them back.

     Silhouette gestured, and Hawthorne was driven to her knees.  As

Brooklyn watched in horror, Silhouette created a shadowy coil, which

wrapped around Hawthorne's neck.

     "Doesn't this look familiar?"  Silhouette smiled sweetly.  "Except,

instead of the Leader dying, it'll be his precious flame.  And this time,

there will be NOTHING anyone can do!" 

     "LET HER GO!!!!"  Brooklyn screamed desparately.  Hawthorne's eyes

were filled with fear. 

     Everyone else stood silent, watching the situation.

     "Or what?"  Silhouette asked.  "Just what will you do if I don't,

Brooklyn?  Will you destroy me?  How can you do that when I can kill you

with a thought?"

     She waved, and the floor caved out from under him.  Brooklyn fell,

grabbing onto the edges of the crevasse, and looking down.  Below, the

girders had fallen, creating razor sharp spikes of metal.  As he watched,

they realigned, orientating themselves so that anyone falling from the

floor above would be impaled.

     Brooklyn struggled, and hoisted himself up.  Silhouette allowed him to

get back up, and smiled.

     "Or will you offer me something in trade?  Your own life, perhaps? 

How sickening.  I don't have any wish to kill you, Brooklyn."

     She tightened the shadows grip on Hawthorne, and Hawthorne suddenly

found herself unable to breathe.  She gasped.

     Brooklyn's mouth dropped in horror.  "NO!!!"  he shrieked.  He raced

forward, but Silhouette stopped him.    

     "I'll tell you what, Brooklyn."  she grinned, loosening the hold on

Hawthorne.  "I'll let her go on one condition."

     "What?"

     "You have to give in, and become one of us, like the prophecy

foretold.  Whoa, what a choice!  Her life, or your soul?  Tell me,

Brooklyn, what's it gonna be?"

     Brooklyn stopped, stunned.  Become a Servant of Twilight to save her?

     He looked at Hawthorne. 

     "No..." she whispered.  "Don't do it.  Not for me.  Don't let

yourself..."

     "Shut up."  Silhouette hissed, strangling her again.  "Make your

choice, Brooklyn.  Who's going to live?  You or her?"

     Brooklyn shut his eyes.  "You cold hearted bitch."  he whispered.

     "Hurry up, Brook.  A gargoyle can only last for so long without air,

an experience you know first hand."  Silhouette laughed cruelly.

     The fog seemed to be taking a particular interest in what was going

on.

     "Brooklyn, don't..."  Hawthorne gasped, but suddenly a golden bar

appeared on her mouth, keeping it shut.  Her eyes took on a pleading

expression, begging him to save himself.

     Brooklyn wrung his hands in frustration.  On the one hand, he'd be

giving up his soul, and he would probably end up killing Hawthorne anyway. 

But on the other hand, Hawthorne was dying now.  He might be able to save

her for the moment..

     He opened his eyes.

     "Well?"  Silhouette asked.

     Brooklyn sighed, his throat feeling like it was stuffed with damp

wool.

     "Me."  he croaked bitterly, his voice sounding full of defeat.

     "Brooklyn!  Don't!"  Broadway and Angela cried from behind the shadow

curtain.

     Brooklyn paid no attention.  "Take me instead."  he whispered, his

eyes closed again, brimming with tears.

***************************************************************************

********

     Ophelia bolted awake.  "No..." she hissed.

     Lexington frowned.  "What is it?  Are you all right?"

     "I had a dream.    I was dreaming about the others...but something was

wrong with Brooklyn."

     She swallowed.  "I dreamt he wasn't Brooklyn anymore."

     Lexington felt himself pale.  "What did you say?"  he asked.

     "Not...not...one of us anymore."

     "Ophelia...is Brooklyn in trouble?"

     Ophelia's eyes closed.

     Then, her sides stopped respirating.  She had stopped breathing.

     "No..."  Lexington whispered, refusing to believe.  He felt for a

pulse.  None.

     "NO!!!" he screamed.  His voice was loud, filled with anguish and

loss.

***************************************************************************

********

     Silhouette released Hawthorne, and the Ringbearer fell to the ground. 

She coughed, gasping for air.  Brooklyn knelt down, and helped her to her

feet.

     "Are you all right?'  he asked gently.

     She looked up at him, with dazed, confused eyes.  "How could you?" 

she asked weakly.  "I wasn't worth this...not this..."

     "You're worth anything."  he smiled.  He kissed her.  "I love you."

     Then, he doubled over in pain.  Something in his chest seemed to be on

fire.

     Silhouette gasped, and screamed.  She looked at the fog.

     "What are you doing?"  she asked it.  The pain in her nerves was as if

someone had replaced all of her blood with liquid iron.

     The fog remained impassive.  "Effecting a transferral."  he sighed. 

"You've outlived your usefulness, Sil."

     Brooklyn mused at this in wonder.  Transferral?  he asked himself.

     Silhouette cried out, a cry so filled with pain that everyone in the

room cringed.

     Brooklyn suddenly blacked out.

***************************************************************************

********

     A memory, even in the haze...

     He was just being resurrected from the dead.  The others were so happy

to see him, that they never even noticed that his eyes had turned pitch

black.  They were incredibly stupid not to see, but somehow, they didn't. 

What idiots, he thought.

     And throughout it all, no one had even suspected that he wasn't who he

said he was...a Servant among them...the very King of the Servants no less. 

One of them had even fallen in love with him...the proverbial 'Sleeping

With The Enemy'.  How ironic.

     He thought back to the way his powers had steadliy grown, even

throughout the times he had shared with the others.  He really couldn't

understand why they hadn't noticed.

     Suddenly, a thought. 

     Is this really the way it happened?  he asked himself.

     He frowned.  It was so hard to remember...

***************************************************************************

********

     Deep within Brooklyn's soul, something stirred.  Something that had

lain dormant for days...a residual trace of the magic that Silhouette had

left in him.  It pulsated...and grew, beginning to subvert Brooklyn's

personality, feeding off of it, in a way.

     It expanded to his mind.  There, it began to adjust his

thinking...creating new brainwaves, opening his mind to many new things.  A

trace of magic potential flared, became active, and Brooklyn suddenly

understood how the Servants worked, and realized he could perform their

magic.  He began to feel a humming...like an open telephone line, as

hundreds of millions of minds across the world suddenly became open to him. 

     It's happening was Brooklyn's...the REAL Brooklyn's...last conscious

thought.  Then, the essential Brooklyn vanished into the black mist that

seemed to be clouding his mind, and was gone.

     Finally, it moved onto his body.  All of the bruises on his faces

suddenly vanished.  The claw marks that Bronx had left on his body

disappeared, leaving not so much as one scar.  His hazel brown eyes

deepened, darkned to black.  And then, in a final boon, his magic powers

were suddenly boosted, making him as powerful as Silhouette.

     He opened his eyes.  Silhouette was on the floor, unconscious.  He

felt a sudden flare of pity, but also of smugness.  She had fallen from

grace again, and she got what she deserved.

     Then, he looked at his hands, seeing them for the first time through

the perspective of the Servants of Twilight.

     HIS Servants.  He suddenly understood that he was the leader now, and

that he had a responsibility to lead them wisely. 

     He marvelled, realizing that for all this time, he'd been fighting on

the wrong team.  Silhouette had been trying to help him, and he had repayed

her with nothing but contempt.  What foolishness!  After the Ringbearer,

the Protector, the Traveller, the Truthfinder and the Illusionist were

dead, he'd make it a point to apologize.

     He turned around, and saw Hawthorne, looking at him in horror.  He

revelled in her dread, grinning in a smug smile.

     "Hi, beloved."  he smirked.

     Hawthorne screamed.  Brooklyn smiled, his coal black eyes reflecting

the moonlight.

Part VI                         From Darkness To Light

Prologue

          Enter The Savior

McGillicutty's Pub, Croydon, England

November 3, 1996 (2 Days Ago)

     The bar was unusually quiet.  It was to be expected, since the strange

plague had now hit London full force.  Croydon, as a suburb, wasn't quite

as afflicted, but the scare of the strange "Richmond Syndrome" was enough

to keep the customers away in droves. 

     The proprieter, Colin Armstrong, sighed, and fiddled with the taps,

pouring himself a mug of beer.  As he watched, however, the door opened. 

Soon, a strange man walked in, dressed in armor of a sort.  He had long

brown hair, tied in braids, and on his breastplate was the emblem of a

dragon.

     "Going to a costume dance?"  Colin asked.

     The man smiled.  "Yes, that's it.  I'll have a glass of al...beer,

please."

     Colin sighed, and drew one from the taps.  "You might as well have it

free.  You're the first customer I've had tonight, so it's not worth my

while to open up the bloody cash box."

     The man smiled, and took a drink.  Colin watched him, and then

retreated back into his office.

     Arthur Pendragon watched him leave, drinking his beer in silence.

***************************************************************************

**********

     Arthur walked out, and poked his head into the alleyway beside the

pub.  A shape moved, and soon, Griff, his knight, walked out of the

shadows. 

     "Refreshed?"  Griff asked, a wry smile on his face.

     Arthur smiled.  "Yes.  I must admit, this time's liquid refreshment is

much better than what was served back in my day."

     His smiled faltered.  "Still, though, I haven't got a clue where to

search for Merlin, next.  And to top it off, there's this disease

business."

     Griff nodded.  Their search for Merlin was slowly being eclipsed by

the rise of the Richmond virus, however.  Griff was counting the days until

Arthur, in his ideosyncratic way, would declare that they had to find some

way to stop it.  Arthur had guessed some time ago that the disease was

magical in origin, citing his prolonged sleep on Avalon.

     "You cannot sleep for that long on a magical island without becoming

accustomed to the presence of magic." he had explained. 

     Griff sighed.  "Well, we're running out of places in England to search

for him, your Majesty.  We could try Scotland, I suppose, but..."

     Arthur stood perfectly still.  "Did you hear something?" he asked.

     Griff perked his ears.  In the back of the alley, something was

rooting through the garbage.

     He turned around, his eyes aglow.  Griff slowly walked towards the

bum, who had tipped over the can and was rummaging through the refuse.

     "Need any help?"  Griff asked.

     The bum looked up, and snarled.  In the harsh light of the overhead

street lamps, Griff could make out no discernable iris or pupil in the

man's eyes.

     "Yes, you can help me."  the bum said.  He squinted, and Griff

suddenly felt a weight on his mind.  Seconds later, after his eyes had

blackened, he didn't care.

     Griff turned around, and regarded Arthur with a grin.

     "Is something wrong?"  Arthur asked, concernedly.

     Griff shook his head.  "No, actually, I'd go so far as to say things

are more all right now than they've ever been."

     And then, he subverted the Once and Future King.

***************************************************************************

**********

Sagittarius Occult Shop, London, England

November 4, 1996  (Yesterday)

     Una took a sip of tea, biting her lip.  Griff sat down next to her,

watching as Arthur rummaged through the shop's stores.

     Una turned to Griff, her black eyes twinking in the candlelight. 

"Must he do that?"

     Griff rolled his eyes.  "He's been going on about finding some bloody

prophecy, and that he wants the reward he'll get if he finds it.  I'm

getting rather sick of hearing it."

     Una frowned.  "Why is he convinced it's in here?"

     Griff shrugged.  "Who's to know?"

     Griff and Arthur had arrived in London yesterday.  Hours after his

subversion, Arthur had asked Griff about the magic shop he was so fond of

talking about.  As in, might there be a page of prophecy there?

     Griff had replied that he didn't know, but Arthur had been hellbent on

checking it out.  So they had travelled to the shop, subverted Leo and Una,

and began the hunt.

     Griff poured himself another cup of tea, and bit impassively into a

scone.  "Although, I'm starting to suspect it might have something to do

with the prophecy about the Ringbearer.  Then, he might actually be

searching for something useful."

     Una sighed, and buttered a biscuit.  "True."

     Just then, Leo appeared in a column of shadow, holding a sheaf of aged

papers.  He walked over to the desk, and plumped it down. 

     "Here's some more stuff, if you'd like to look at it.  Some of it

dates back almost 1500 years."  he told Arthur.  The king looked over, and

walked to the desk.  He began stirring through the documents.  Then, he

cried out, grinning.

     "I've found it!"  he crowed.  He sent a mental note of that fact to

Silhouette, and laughed in glee.

     Griff stood up, and walked over.  "What's so special about it?"

     Arthur ahemmed, and began to read the page, amazingly preserved for

its age.

     "The companions six have many challenges to face.

      Internal, external, their powers betray,

      Hindering their way t'wards to the goal they trace.

      The Protector's power must flare beyond control,

      Thrice, each time steadily worse.

      Finally, he shall cause the destruction of one he knows,

      And live with guilt's dark curse.

      But even past this, the battle must continue,

      Where the source of evil itself combats them.

      So should the companions prepare for hard decisions,

      And face the choices which haunt them.

      Then shall the Leader give in to the beckoning,

      Stolen from light by the evil darkness brings.

      His power shall increase tenfold, seen fit to rule

      The realm of darkness as the demon queen's king.

      Fret not, however, for he can be saved,

      By the seventh, who exists not to find the Ring,

      But rather to preserve the chosen course of light

      And the song of salvation to sing.

      For she is the Savior, the final companion,

      Needed to restore the day to endless night.

      Grant her, therefore, the power of salvation,

      To bring her friends home from darkness to light.

      She is to be found in the new found land,

      The site of the third collected piece of Ring.

      Without her aid, the rest cannot succeed,

      But with her help, the light will they bring.

      And should the light win, the dark must be banished,

      The Ringbearer must offer herself, alone.

      As a permanent bastion against darkness' return,

      Frozen forever in stone."

     Griff gave Arthur a blank stare.  "You were so concerned about that?"

     Arthur bristled.  "It has to do with the Ringbearer and the others. 

Of course it's important.  Silhouette will give a very good reward for

this."

     Griff rolled his eyes.  "Fine.  Let's take it to her."

     Arthur smiled.  "That's the spirit!"

     The king and the knight turned into shadows, and wisped away.  Leo and

Una glanced at each other, and shrugged.

     "Pass me the butter, Una."  Leo growled as he sat down, picking up a

scone.

***************************************************************************

**********

     All the while, Ariel watched from the proverbial shadows.

     He was invisible, actually...careful to do it on the other side of

town so as not to be tracked...but he was regarding the procedures with a

horrified interest.

     Ringbearer dying, Protector killing, Leader subverting...Good God.

     But there was no time to focus on that now.  He had a Savior to find.

     He had been searching for the prophecy for five days now.  He had

begun in Southampton, England, the former site of Aethelgard's cottage. 

That trail had proven fruitless.  The cottage was gone, eroded by the

passage of centuries.  However, the land was owned by one Donald Struthers

of Portsmouth, so Ariel had gone there in human guise.  Mr. Struthers had

assured him that any possessions on the land had been sold ages ago.

     So, that lead had panned out.  But Ariel had allowed himself to use

his powers, and they had led him to an odd little curio shop in Soho.  He

had gone, becoming invisible about a mile outside of the district.  And

then, he saw a Servant of Twilight find the missing page, and vanish with

it, going to Avalon, where he didn't want to risk going.  That was

obviously the castle the first prophecy had meant, but there was no way

he'd go there.  It was too dangerous, now.

     He frowned, and started committing the words of prophecy to memory. 

Fortunately, he had a good head for such things, and soon he knew the

prophecy as well as his own name.  And, as an unexpected bonus, the spell

he had cast to see through the initial prophecy had an effect on this last

page as well.  Ariel instinctively understood what was expected of him. 

The prophecy was open.

     Briefly, he considered the ramifications of what it said.  The most

important section right now was the one about the Leader.  The gargoyles

had resurfaced in the real world two days ago, meaning that they were

probably well on their way to having the Ring completed.  That meant the

final battle was next...and that meant that the Leader would be subverted. 

That wasn't good.  Ariel instinctively knew that if that were to happpen,

something very important would fail to take place...which couldn't be

tolerated at all.

     But, there apparently was a seventh gargoyle.  Somewhere in a new

found land, the mysterious Savior would be found. 

     New found land, Ariel thought.  Just what the hell does that mean?

     The only other clue was that she was in the same place as the third

piece of the Ring, wherever the hell that was. 

     Ariel sighed.  The only way he would be able to find her would

probably be to use his powers, which he was doing way too much lately.  On

the other hand, she had to be found, or else the prophecy was doomed to

fail.

     Caught between a rock and a hard place, Ariel realized.  Not an

enviable position.

     He sighed again, and soared out of the open window into the foggy

London air, with only ripples in Una's tea to mark his passing.

     As he soared, he became visible, allowing his spell to slip away.  The

city was quiet, with few people walking the "Richmond" infested streets, so

only a few people saw him.  He veered off, crossing the Thames River and

heading for Hyde Park.

     He landed, and walked over to a fountain.  Groaning, he watched as a

steady blatter of rain began to fall.  The eastern sky was beginning to

lighten...dawn was fast approaching.

     "Ariel wishes the Savior to find/So grant him a way out of this

bind/Show where the third piece fell into gargoylic hands/Show me the site

of the new found land!"  he intoned, pointing at the pond.

     The water flared, and suddenly an image appeared in its depths.  It

showed a seaside city, with a stone tower overlooking the sea.  A sign was

visible on the road to the tower, proclaiming that the city of St. John's,

Newfoundland was organizing a major interfaith Remembrance Day service in

the football field at Memorial University.

     Won't be having that now, Ariel laughed to himself.  Ha ha.

     Then, he caught the name of the place, and groaned.  New found land. 

Newfoundland.  If that wasn't the most obvious thing he'd ever heard of,

then...

     He frowned.  No time to think of that.  He had to go.

     Glad that the other Children couldn't find him when he teleported, he

vanished.

***************************************************************************

**********

67 Beausejour Avenue, St. John's, Newfoundland

Novermber 5, 1996 (16 Hours Ago)

     The phone rang.  When the phone's owner didn't answer, it rang again. 

Then, just for some more fun, it rang some more.

     Groaning, Steven Loveless shook himself out of bed.

     "I'se COMING."  he sighed, shuffling into the kitchen.  He picked up

the phone, and glanced at the clock.  Eight o'clock a.m, Newfoundland

Standard Time.

     "Hello?"  he asked.

      "Loveless, bye!"  someone yelled.

     Steven frowned.  "Who'se this?"

     "Witless!"  came the reply.

     Steven frowned.  "Witless!  Whitbourne, my son, when I gets my hands

on ye for what you did to me car...wait a second.  The sun's out.  You

should be stone."

     "The sun's not out where I'm to, Steven.  Carb and I are in Atlanta. 

It's only half past six here."

     Steven took a moment to comprehend this development.  "What in the

name of God are you two doing in Atlanta?  Where's that to, anyway?"

     "Georgia."  Whitbourne groaned. 

     "What in the name of God is ye doing in the States?  Doesn't ye cause

enough trouble here?"

     "We didn't have no choice in the matter.  And it's a long story, and

I'd rather not talk about it on the phone, cause the sun's after comin' up

soon.  I wants to get back to the gatehouse before dawn."

     "Gatehouse?" 

     "Nevermind, Steve-O.  Listen.  We would have called sooner...we's been

here almost two days now, but it took me this long to find a cell phone

with batteries.  The powers out here.  Anyway, I wants you to tell June,

and Marsha, and Robbie...everyone we frigging knows, tell them to stay away

from the black-eyes, and to watch out for Bonnie and Woody."

     Steven raised an eyebrow.  "What's wrong?  You sounds pretty urgent."

     There came a sigh across the line.  "Look.  Just tell them.  It's

important."

     Steven sighed.  "Watch out for the black-eyes.  Witless...how in the

name of God did you get to Atlanta?"

     "Le...nevermind.  I told ye it's a long story.  But tell everyone,

Loveless.  You're the only one I could...bzzzzz...through to.  Tell everone

on...bzzzzz...frigging Avalon Peninsula to stay away from the subverted. 

The black-eyes."

     Steven looked at the phone. On Whitbourne's end, the staticking

crackle was interfereing with the conversation.  Whitbourne's voice sounded

tinny and distant, and Steven had to strain his ears to make out what the

gargoyle was saying.

     "Witless, what's going on here?  You's starting to scare me."

     "You be careful now.  I has to go."

     "Witless..."

     "Bye, Loveless."  Whitbourne sighed.  There was a click, and the hum

of an open line.

     "Whitbourne!"  Steven frowned.  He snarled, and hung up the phone.

     He stood at the phone for a minute.  On instinct, he picked it up, and

dialed the number for June Tibbo's house.  There was no answer.

     Great, he thought.  After Jason Doyle, she's the one who knows the

most about the gargoyles.  And since Jason's dead twelve years...

     He sighed.  Whitbourne had mentioned Bonavista and Woodstock.  Maybe,

after he ran his business in Torbay today, he'd come back and check in at

the church.  If Bonavista and Woodstock were still there, he could ask them

what was going on.  Although he hadn't seen hide nor hair of the four

gargoyles at all in the last two days.

     He sighed, and rinsed out a coffee pot.  He set it down, and began

drumming his fingers on the table, reaching for the keys to his rental car. 

The replacement for the one the goddamned gargoyles had smashed.

     What had gotten Whitbourne so urgent? 

     He didn't know.  And that scared Steven Loveless very deeply.

***************************************************************************

**********

St. Joseph's Roman Catholic Church, St. John's, Newfoundland

November 5, 1996 (30 Minutes Ago)

     The bell tower was the oddest place Ariel had ever seen.

     It looked very well lived in.  Mess was strewn about the place. 

Broken beer bottles and playing cards lined the floor, and clothes littered

the corners.  There were several wall decorations, including the

Newfoundland provincial flag, and a poster of a cigarette with a bar

through it, (which proclaimed "Smoke Free!", an odd contrast to the

clinging odor of cigarette smoke which permeated the air.)

     Yet, amidst all this clutter, there was one corner which seemed

orderly.  It had varying musical instruments on stands, including two

guitars, a fiddle, an accordion, a tin whistle, and a broken bodrhan lying

face down on the floor.  And next to this was a small table, with a

photograph on it.

     Ariel walked over and picked it up.  It showed four gargoyles, in the

middle of a party.  One of them looked uncannily like the

Leader...Brooklyn, but was blue and more modestly dressed.  The others bore

passing resemblance, but nothing more.  Except for the girl.  She was

stunningly beautiful, certainly the Ringbearer's equal.  And she had a

sparkling smile, dressed to kill in a tight T-shirt which showed off her

midriff.  And then, blue jeans with a plaid sweater tied round.  Ariel

found himself captivated.

     That's the Savior, he thought.  She can save me anytime.

     He shook himself out of it, and set the photo down.

     "This is definitely the place." he remarked.  "But where's the

Savior?"

     He had been in Newfoundland almost 24 hours, and had nothing to show

for it other than a picture of the gargoyle he was looking for.  He had

tried looking in the stone tower from the vision, and had gone all about

St. John's.  Against his better judgement, he had cast a spell to reveal

her location, much like the one he had cast in Clayoquot Sound.  But it had

only led him here, obviously where she roosted during the day.

     He sighed, and sat down in a chair.  Brushing back his hair, he

prepared to give up.  It was obvious that the Savior was nowhere near where

the prophecy said she should be.

     Then, suddenly, he heard a car pull up.  It stopped outside the

church, and someone stepped out.  Ariel froze, and made himself invisible.

     A minute later, a man walked up, poking his head into the loft.

     "Bonnie?"  he called.  "Woody?"

     Ariel frowned.  Did this guy know the gargoyles, or something?

     The man whistled, and began to walk away.  Ariel groaned, and made

himself visible.

     "Ahem."  he called.

     Loveless turned around, and his eyes bugged out.

     "Who are you?"

     Ariel sighed.  "My name is Ariel.  And you might be able to help me."

     "How did ye get up here?"  Loveless asked.

     "I have ways.  Look.  Where are the gargoyles?  I need to talk to

them."

     Loveless gulped.  "If they isn't here, then I...I doesn't know."

     Ariel sighed.  "It's really important.  I can't even begin to tell you

how much I have to find the female gargoyle who lives in St. John's,

Newfoundland."

     Loveless relaxed a bit.  "You needs to find Carbonear?  Well...I heard

a rumor she's in Atlanta."

     "Atlanta?" 

     "Yes, bye.  Now, you sees, I'm not sure on this, but one of them

called me this morning to say he and Carb was in Atlanta.  So I guess

they's still there.  Why does ye need them?"

     Ariel sighed.  "It's very complicated.  Atlanta, Georgia?"

     Loveless nodded.  "The airport ticket booth can get you on standby, if

you needs it..."

     "I have other ways, Mr..."

     "Loveless."  the man said, adjusting his glasses.  "Steven Loveless."

     "Mr. Loveless, I'm not going to strain you anymore tonight.  I suggest

you go home, have a cup of tea, watch a sports game on TV.  Do something,

but just stay home."

     Loveless gulped, making the connection.  "You knows what's going on,

here don't you.  What is it with these black-eyes?  Witless told me to

watch out for them."

     "Witless was right.  I suggest you forgets...FORGET...about this whole

mess.  Don't get yourself involved."

     Loveless nodded, beginnning to think that something incredibly big was

going on.

     "Is this like a government conspiracy?"  he asked.  "Like the

X-Files?"

     Ariel nodded.  "Yes.  That's it.  Now go.  Oh, and one more

thing...thanks for your help."

     Loveless nodded, as if in a dream.  He turned, and slowly walked down

the stairs.

     Ariel sighed.  Hopefully, he'd have the sense to stay home.  Running

around might earn him a one way ticket to subversion.

     He grinned.  "So her name's Carbonear, huh?"  he stated. 

     He pushed an image of Atlanta into his mind, and teleported out of St.

John's.

***************************************************************************

**********

Piedmont Park Gatehouse, Atlanta, Georgia

     Carbonear sighed, and took a drag of her cigarette.  Whitbourne gave

her a sidelong glance.

     "I thought you was quitting."  he stated succinctly.

     Carbonear shot him a dirty look.  "The events of the past few days has

driven me to take up the habit once more."  she growled sarcastically. 

     The two had left the open park to take up temporary residence in the

gatehouse.  It had been sixteen hours since Whitbourne had made contact

with Steven Loveless, back in Newfoundland.  All that night, Whitbourne had

spent roaming around the street, looking for a working phone.  Finally,

he'd broken into a car and used the cellular phone, calling from there. 

     The power was gone.  Atlanta was cloaked in darkness.  And Whitbourne

and Carbonear were becoming suddenly afraid that Brooklyn and the others

had failed.

     Whitbourne twisted his mouth, and picked up a deck of cards lying on

the table.  He set them down again, and shuffled them, starting a leisurely

game of solitare.

     Carbonear dropped her cigarette, and crushed it beneath her foot. 

"Something's wrong with them."    

     "What?"

     "I feels it.  Something's wrong with them, and Brooklyn's in trouble."

     Whitbourne gave her a curious glance.  "What is it with ye?  All ye's

been doin since the six of them left is mope about Brooklyn.  Brooklyn

this, Brooklyn that.  So what, is ye like in love with him or something?"

     Carbonear glared at him.  "Shut the Jesus up, Witless, before I kicks

your arse back to St. John's."

     Whitbourne frowned, and placed a card down.  "Sorry.  I'm just tense,

that's all."

     Carbonear relaxed.  "Isn't we all, Witless."  she commented.  "Isn't

we all."

     The blue gargoyle shrugged, and picked up a card.  The six of hearts.

     "What I wouldn't give for a nice, cold beer right about now."  he

smiled.  "Remember that?  When everything was normal?  June Tibbo would

throw a party, and we'd go, and Bonnie would get boozed up and start

playing his guitar?"

     "As I recalls, you was pretty boozed up yourself."

     Whitbourne laughed.  "So was ye, me girl.  Except you wouldn't play

that friggin accordion..."

     "I don't play the accordion.  That was Bonavista, too.  I plays the

fiddle, you plays the guitar, Bonnie plays the guitar AND the accordion,

and Woodstock plays the tin whistle and the bodrhan. Of course, he broke

that slamming it over your head."  Carbonear recalled, grinning.  "Yeah, I

misses them old times too.  When this is all over, the first thing I'se

doing is coaxing Marsha to throw one of them parties again.  And getting

drunk out of me frigging mind." 

     She turned.  "What does you suppose happened to Bonnie and Woody?  Are

they still looking for us in St. John's?"

     Whitbourne shrugged.  "Who's to know?  I hopes they's all right, but

if they's subverted, then...I don't know."

***************************************************************************

**********

     The three shadowy forms appeared outside the gatehouse, on the precise

spot where Lexington had made his plan to save the others two nights

before.  Bonavista, grinning wickedly, looked inside the window.

     "They's in there, all right.  I sees them."  he exclaimed.  He moved

toward his belt, where a loaded revolver lay in wait.

     Fox regarded the Newfoundlander with a patient smile.  "Just like

Travis said she would."

     Woodstock looked at her.  "Let's kill her, then.  The quicker we gets

this finished, the quicker we gets home."

     Fox grinned at him.  "Patience, Woodstock."  She unholstered her own

gun.  "Let them sweat it out a bit."

***************************************************************************

**********

     "To answer your earlier question,"  Carbonear sighed, "I do feel

something for Brooklyn."

     Whitbourne shrugged.  "You isn't that subtle about it."

     Carbonear smiled.  "I knows he loves Hawthorne, but I can't help it. 

I feels so special when I'se around him, like there's a magical bond

between us."

     "You likes his arse, too."  Whitbourne remarked.

     Carbonear blushed, her mouth dropping into an "O" of surprise.

     "I caught ye looking a couple of times, Carb.  Don't deny it, and

don't get contrary."  Whitbourne was laughing, now.

     Carbonear stammered.  "I'm not that superficial, Whitbourne."

     "Not superficial enough to fess up, you means."

     Carbonear smiled.  "Yes, he does have a nice butt, Witless.  And if

you wouldn't drink so much, you might have a good one, too."

     Whitbourne stopped laughing.  "I'm shocked at ye, Carb.  I thought you

wasn't superficial."

     Carbonear raised an eyebrow, smirking.  "So I lied.  Sue me."

     And then, suddenly, there was a rustling sound.  Three shadowy figures

flowed into the room, becoming a redheaded woman with an eye tattoo...

     ...and Bonavista and Woodstock.

     Whitbourne and Carbonear blanched, and got up from their chairs.  The

three Servants of Twilight grinned.

     "Bonnie?  Woody?"  Carbonear muttered, her face dismayed.

     "Well, looky, looky who's here!"  Bonavista crowed gleefully. 

"Brendan was quite upset when ye skipped out on him."

     Whitbourne frowned, recovering from the shock of seeing his two best

friends subverted.  "Frigg off, Bonnie.  Go back to trying to kill the

others.  No, on second thought, go back home."

     Woodstock put a hand to his chest in a mock gesture of shock.  "Why,

Witless!  What makes you think we wants ye?"

     Woodstock shoved him aside, and he landed heavily on the floor.  Fox

smirked, and grabbed Carbonear's chin.  She tried to subvert her, but

Carbonear's eyes flared red.

     "It's true, then.  Hello, Savior."  Fox greeted her.  She took her

gun, and pressed it against Carbonear's stomach.

     In that instant, the supressed instincts Carbonear had never had to

use before came blasting through.  With a rush of adrenaline that Brooklyn

would have dismissed without notice, she snarled, and expertly kneed Fox in

her joint, spinning the human away.  The gun fired, the bullet embedding

itself harmlessly in the floor.

     Carbonear smiled warily, and gave a swift blow to Fox's jaw.  The

subverted cried out, and fell to the floor, out cold.  Bonavista growled,

and pulled his own gun.  Before he could fire, however, Whitbourne tripped

him with his tail.  Bonavista fell, and Whitbourne grabbed the gun.  The

blue gargoyle trained it at the green one's head.

     "I doesn't want to do this."  Whitbourne stammered, afraid.

     "Then don't."  Bonavista retorted.  He snapped the gun away with his

own tail.  The firearm went flying through the window.

     Woodstock, meanwhile, grabbed Carbonear's wrist.  Carbonear yelled,

and flipped him over.  He squawked, and landed back first on the concrete

floor.

     Bonavista threw Whitbourne aside, and lunged at Carbonear. 

     "You has to die, Carb.  Ye's more a part of this than you'll ever

realize, Savior." he exclaimed ominously.

     "Why is you calling me that?"  she asked as she dodged his attack.

     Bonavista growled, and leapt at Carbonear.  He pulled a knife from his

belt, preparing to stab...

     And someone flew by, grabbing the gargoyle and knocking him into the

wall.

     Carbonear blinked.  The newcomer was an odd little man, dressed in

gaudy clothes and with long, blonde hair.  A mischevious grin was plastered

on his face.

     "YOU!"  Bonavista snarled. 

     The stranger wagged a finger.  "Back off, gargoyle.  The Savior's with

me."

     Bonavista and Woodstock growled. 

     "They's no point fighting with ye, Ariel.  We'll just kill you when

you comes to the final battle."  Woodstock exclaimed.

     With that, they vanished, taking Fox along with them.

     Ariel snorted.  "Servants of Twilight.  They talk the talk, but they

just won't walk the walk."

     "Ariel?"  Whitbourne asked, rememberng Brooklyn's explanation from two

days ago.

     Ariel glanced at him.  "My reputation precedes me, I see."

     Carbonear was staring at her hand, panting.  "God, I'se winded."  she

exhaled.  "I hasn't done anything like that before I came to Atlanta."

     Ariel regarded her with a patient grin.  "Hello, Carbonear."

     Carbonear looked up.  "How did you know my name?"

     "A little man with glasses told me your name in Newfoundland.  He also

told me where you were now...Carbonear and Witless."

     "WhitBOURNE."  Whitbourne groaned, slapping a hand to his forehead. 

"I'se going to kick the frigg out of Loveless when we gets home."

     Ariel dismissed him with a wave of his hand.  "There's no time for

that now.  Carbonear, I'm here for you."

     "Me?"  Carbonear asked, confused.

     Ariel nodded.  "You can't be subverted, can you?"  he asked, more a

statement than a question.  Carbonear shook her head.

     "That's because you're in the same situation that the other six are

in.  You're a member of the prophecy as well.  Just as Brooklyn is the

Leader, or Broadway is the Protector, you are the Savior.  Because it falls

to you to save Brooklyn during the final battle."

     "Save Brooklyn?"  Carbonear gasped.  "What's going to happen to him?"

     "According to the prophecy, he's apparently going to be subverted. 

But he's also going to have his power increased, and become powerful enough

to rule the world.  He'll become the male, gargoyle version of Silhouette. 

But your role in the prophecy, as the Savior, is to prevent this from

happening, or at the very least, to bring him back once that happens."

     Carbonear nodded dully.  "Wait a second.  Is that the thing I feels

between the two of us when I sees him?"

     Ariel raised an eyebrow.  "Perhaps.  Maybe that's just the magic

between the two of you reacting to each other.  When did you meet him?"

     Whitbourne nodded.  "They met us when they came to Newfoundland.  And

when they travelled here, after getting the third piece of their Ring,

Lexington accidentally brought us with them."

     Ariel frowned.  "That's odd.  But you say that there's a feeling

between you?"

     Carbonear sighed, and nodded.  "Why is that?  You looks like you

knows."

     Ariel shook his head.  "Frankly, I have no idea.  But, in any case,

you have to go into the final battle, and save him.  Because without him,

they can't win.  He has to be the one to finally defeat Silhouette, and if

he's on her side, he can't do it, obviously.  So even though they're the

most important people in the entire world right now, they can't do what

they have to without you.  Carbonear, to save the world, you have to save

his soul."

     Carbonear glanced helplessly at Whitbourne.  Her friend was staring at

her.

     Suddenly, he laughed.  "To think that three days ago, all we ever did

was get drunk as lords on Saturday night.  And now, we's becoming like

Brooklyn and his buddies.  Being called on to save the world."

     Carbonear bit her lip.  "Of course, it's who we is, really.  Like in

that book."

     "What book?"

     "The book we found in the library three years ago.  Remember?  How it

said that gargoyles were born to protect?"

     Whitbourne thought for a second.  "I remembers that!  You took it

right serious, and moped about it for days!  Said we wasn't acting like

true gargoyles, and living up to our heritage."

     Carbonear nodded.  "Whitbourne, this is what the book meant. 

Suddenly, we's being thrust into what our kind was meant to do.  This is

our chance, Whitbourne.  To become what we really is inside...to live up to

that legacy."

     Ariel tapped his foot impatiently. 

     Carbonear stared at the ground.  "If Brooklyn's in trouble, then I'll

go.  For me, and for him.  Seems to me that we's connected somehow anyway."

     Carbonear looked up at him.  "I'll go."

     She turned to Whitbourne, who shifted his weight from one foot to the

other.  Finally, he cleared his throat.

     "I'm in this too."  he sighed.  "I has some things to make up for with

them.  And I doesn't want to see Carb going off to danger alone."

     "You know, I'se never heard you sound this noble before."  Carbonear

grinned.

     Whitbourne smiled.  "Does ye think it suits me?"

     "Yeah.  Yeah it does, Witless."

     Ariel stared him down.  "This will be dangerous."   he said.  "And you

don't have a role in the prophecy.  You can be subverted, and you won't

have any powers to protect you.  Carbonear may end up having to save you."

     Whitbourne looked shocked.  "Her?  She never even saves me a drag of

her smokes!"

     Carbonear laughed, and elbowed him in the stomach.  Whitbourne growled

good naturedly.

     Ariel smiled.  "You two are awfully accepting about this."

     Carbonear shrugged.  "If ye'd met us in Newfoundland, we probably

wouldn't be.  But we knows what's going on, and we knows the dangers.  We

wants to help, and who knows?  Maybe we can all have another party when

it's all over." 

     She turned to Whitbourne.  "As long as you doesn't get Brooklyn

singing again.  His only fault is his inability to carry a tune in a

frigging bucket.  Ophelia and I could hear him from way down on George

Street."

     "He was singing?"  Whitbourne asked, confused.

     Ariel chuckled.  "You had a party with them?"

     "They was as drunk as the day is long, my son."  Whitbourne smiled. 

He shuddered a bit, briefly recalling that it had all been a setup, but

laughed all the same.

     "I would have paid to see that."  Ariel grinned.  His face became

serious, and he turned to Carbonear.  "Are you ready?"

     "Ready for what?"

     Ariel sighed.  "You who wish your friends to aid/Ariel offers a gift,

in trade/To go to face the endless night/To bring home the leader from

darkness to light!"  Ariel chanted.  Suddenly, a green light glared from

his eyes, and circled around Carbonear's head.  She stiffened, and looked

around.

     "I feels light headed."  she muttered.

     Ariel grinned.  "It'll pass.  But now you have the power to break

through the subversion.  You can't automatically clear it away, but you

have a a chance to reason through it."

     He paused, and looked around.  "And then there were seven."

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

******************************

Chapter One

          The Big Picture

The Eyrie Building, New York City

November 5, 1996 (Now)

     The Servants stepped away from Hawthorne, Broadway and Angela.  Some

were glancing nervously at Silhouette, who was unconscious on the floor. 

Some were staring at the fog, which stood there, motionless, smug.

     But most were staring at Brooklyn.  Their new leader.

     Hawthorne was taking shallow breaths.  "No...no, oh God..."

     Brooklyn cracked his knuckles.  "Relax, Hawthorne.  It's still me.  I

haven't been possessed by some evil spirit.  Remember?  I chose this.  To

save you.  The least you show me would be a little gratitude."

     "Gratitude?"  Broadway called.  "Brooklyn, listen to yourself!  Being

subverted isn't a gift, it's a curse!"

     Brooklyn turned around.  "Au contraire."  he whistled, the satisfied

smile never leaving his lips.  "Subversion is a complex mix of things.  We

didn't understand, before, but now it's all so crystal clear."

     He gestured, and suddenly an image formed.  It was Silhouette, but as

they watched, it metamorphosed first into a human, wearing some sort of

battle armor, and then into a gargoyle.  And then, it became another copy

of the fog, finally turning into Brooklyn. 

     Brooklyn ahemmed, and the image melted away.  "You see, this isn't the

first time all this has happened.  It's a cycle, Broadway.  Except every

time, the players change.  The first time, six thousand years ago, a

gargoyle was the vanguard of the Servants.  Six humans were called, to try

to stop him from subverting the world.  They didn't have to.  The stupid

gargoyle ran away from the six of them the first time he saw them, and

smashed into a cliff face.  Broke his neck and died instantly.  What a

colossal flop that was."

     He turned to the fog.  "Then, like now, the Forbidding controlled the

dark half of things.  It overtook the gargoyle's soul, but allowed him his

own individuality.  The Forbidding guided him along, right up to that

fateful night when he ran into the cliff.  It took three thousand years,

but the Forbidding tried again."

     The fog ahemmed.  "Like he said, three thousand years later, I began

the second attempt, which was much more successful.  In a country you know

today as Wales, I overtook the soul of a young Welsh warrior named Tuath de

Dannan.  He began to subvert things, and by the time ten years had passed,

most of Wales was under his and my control.  But then, six Children of

Oberon were called.  They used their magic, and created a Ring of Binding."

     "That ring,"  Brooklyn took up the fray, "was used, after de Dannan

was killed, to banish the Forbidding away for all eternity.  It sat, and

nursed its plans for two thousand years.  But it couldn't break out alone. 

To open the Ring's binding, it needed the magic of one of the race which

had forbade it.  A Child of Oberon."

     "Silhouette."  Angela mumbled.

     "Exactly!"  the Forbidding called, becoming excited.  "When Silhouette

was banished a millenium ago, it was a perfect oppurtunity.  So I

instructed her.  Readied her for her chance to overtake the role, prepared

her for the chance to become my third...avatar, for lack of a better word. 

It took a longer time, because of the restrictions my previous banishment

placed on my powers...but it did happen.  With her own powers, she released

herself.  With mine, she subverted the world."

     Brooklyn nodded.  "But everything was compressed into a much shorter

time.  It took Tuath de Dannan ten years to subvert Wales.  With modern

transportation, where a person can fly from New York around the world in a

matter of hours, it took Silhouette mere days to have most of the world

succumb.  So it all began again.  But this time, there was a new twist in

things."

     Brooklyn turned to Hawthorne, and wrenched the Ring from her grasp. 

"This was a weapon for us...for YOU to rebanish the Forbidding. 

Fortunately, Silhouette's departure through the Ring caused it to break up

into six fragments, which randomly reappeared throughout North America.  A

madman 900 years ago had predicted this, and had wrote it all down.  So

when it came time for the people to oppose Silhouette to take up the

cause...six gargoyles, this time...everything they had to do was right in

front of them, outlined in black and white."

     Brooklyn paused for emphasis, and spread his hands apart.  Between

them was an image of a chessboard, with familiar faces playing the parts of

the chess pieces. 

     On one side, Brooklyn and Hawthorne were the White King and Queen. 

Broadway and Lexington were the Knights, and Ophelia and Angela were the

Bishops.  Ariel and Carbonear filled out the pieces, assuming the form of

the Rooks.  And in front were Whitbourne, Bonavista, Woodstock, Goliath,

Elisa, Hudson, Xanatos and Puck, standing as pawns.

     On the other, there was one, single solitary piece.  A formless King,

which apparently represented the fog.  All the others were pawns, but the

one directly in front of the King was Silhouette.

     "Think of all that's gone on as a convoluted chess game, where the

rules are bent and the pieces have minds of their own."  Brooklyn stated,

pleased with his analogy.

     As they watched, the pieces began to move around.  All of the white

pieces moved over to one side, allowing a large hole near the end of that

board.  As Broadway, Angela and Hawthorne watched, the pawn that was

Silhouette suddenly began moving forward, getting to the opposite end of

the board.  It suddenly changed into a black Queen.

     "Silhouette was the opening move.  You guys were living in ignorance,

and missed your turn.  So black led off.  And the first thing we did was

move our pawn, right through, and it became a Queen."  Brooklyn explained. 

"Then, the game began."

     As the gargoyles watched, the black pieces, under the direction of the

King, began moving.  And when some of the white pawns were captured, they

weren't eliminated.  Rather, they turned black. 

     Once that had happened, the Ariel Rook moved to the other white

pieces.  Soon, they began advancing forward.  But then, the Black Queen

moved in behind the White King, and captured it.

     "Checkmate."  The Forbidding stated.

     "But when she killed me, a trace of her magic remained inside of me. 

Because of who I was, and the fact that I couldn't be subverted, it

couldn't take control.  Ever since that night, on top of the castle, when I

died, I've been a Servant of Twilight deep down inside."  Brooklyn added.

     Angela looked at him.  "So all this time, you've been subverted?  I

don't believe that.  Brooklyn, think of what's happened since then! 

Meeting Hawthorne, Whitbourne, Carbonear..."

     "...were all very nice, and I'm glad I did.  But they don't mean

anything now.  All that matters is that the final move has been made.  When

Hawthorne joined the Ring, then we were able to be subverted.  And because

of what happened, all I had to do was accept the situation, and poof!  Here

I am!  The most powerful being in the world, now that Silhouette's out of

the picture." 

     Brooklyn grinned, and nudged Silhouette with his foot.  She didn't

stir.

     Hawthorne frowned.  "Brooklyn, listen to me!  This isn't you!  If you

know so much about the Forbidding's history, than you know it's using you! 

Just like it used that gargoyle, Tuath de Dannan, and Silhouette!  You

aren't the person with the power, you're a pawn!  Just another game piece

on that chessboard of yours!"

     Brooklyn hissed in anger.  "Can a pawn do THIS, beloved?"  he asked,

the last word dripping with scorn.  With a thought, the hole in the floor

Silhouette had created minutes ago widened, the tiles disappearing towards

the floor below.  Then, suddenly, Broadway and Angela were picked up, and

suspended over the abyss.  The spikes realigned again, sharpening. 

Broadway's eyes widened in horror, but then the floor reappeared, and the

two gargoyles were set down.

     Brooklyn stepped over towards them.  "Do you think I'm a pawn,

Broadway?  Do you think that the Forbidding's using me?  Ask it, Broadway. 

It's right there." 

     He pointed towards the Forbidding, standing next to Hawthorne. 

Hawthorne looked at it nervously.

     The Forbidding sighed.  "I'm not using him.  Whenever I transferred

the powers from Silhouette to him, it's because he's much more suitable

than Silhouette.  She was one of the most annoying people I have ever met,

and every second I spent with her inside the realm I took my name after was

a chore."

     Brooklyn grinned triumphantly.  "See?"  he nearly screamed.  "I'm not

the pawn!  You are!  Ariel used you because he was too afraid to do it

himself.  He was a coward!"

     Hawthorne broke away from the Forbidding, and ran towards him.  She

grabbed his shoulders, careful not to look in his eyes.

     "Can't you see?  Listen to yourself!  You're being twisted, and

corrupted by this thing!  Just like Goliath, like Bonavista, like everyone

else!  The Forbidding doesn't see you as someone special, it sees you as

another toy!  A plaything!  You don't mean anything to it!"

     Brooklyn snarled.  "SHUT UP!"  he screamed.  He fired a shadow blast

towards her.  She took it in the midsection, and was thrown backwards. 

Colliding with the wall, she let out a grunt of pain.

     Brooklyn was furious, now.  He began moving forward.

     "Don't you see?  I'm the most powerful Servant of Twilight in the

world.  I've been chosen to rule the world, not her!  Do you give a

plaything that kind of power?"

     Hawthorne looked up.  "If the plaything is a puppet ruler, then yes. 

That's all you are, Brooklyn.  A puppet.  It never intended for you, or

Silhouette, or Tuath de Dannan to rule the world."

     The full realization dawned on her.  "Don't you get it?"  she

screamed, as much to Broadway, Angela and herself as to Brooklyn. 

"Silhouette never was the true enemy.  It was the Forbidding all along!  It

was controlling her every move, letting her think she was in control!  But

it was there, guiding her along, making subtle suggestions.  It..."

     And suddenly, a bolt of pain flared throughout her head.  An intense

agony...

     She pressed her hands to her head, and screamed.  And a whispering

voice began to drown out her thoughts.

     [HAWTHORNE, MY LOVE...]

     Hawthorne gasped.  Brooklyn.  Brooklyn was doing this to her. 

Brooklyn was trying to kill her, shred her sanity...

     Brooklyn smiled, his voice level and calm once more.  "No.  The

Forbidding's not in control now.  Now it's ME."

     Hawthorne screamed again.

     [HAWTHORNE, YOU'RE PLAYING WITH FORCES YOU DON'T EVEN UNDERSTAND]

Brooklyn's voice whispered in her mind.  [THE FORBIDDING DOESN'T USE ME, I

USE IT.  IF ANYTHING, THE FORBIDDING IS MY PAWN, NOW.  I CONTROL THE

SUBVERSION, THE SERVANTS, EVERYTHING.  I AM THE KING OF DARKNESS]

     Broadway bristled.  He could feel a brief surge in his mind as his

power began to flare...

     ...but then, Brooklyn turned around, and blasted a bolt of shadow at

him.  Broadway cried out, and fell. 

     "Don't even think about that, Protector."  Brooklyn frowned,

temporarily releasing his hold on Hawthorne's mind.  "I haven't come this

far to let you stop me with your little magic tricks."

     Something about what he said didn't click in Angela's mind.  Scowling,

she cleared her throat.    

     "Brooklyn, you've only been subverted for five minutes.  You haven't

come far at all." 

     Brooklyn paused, and raised an eyebrow.  "What?"

     "Think, Brooklyn.  How could you have come this far, unless what you

are now is just an extension of the Forbidding?  It's controlling your

every move, your every thought!  Hawthorne was right.  You aren't in

charge.  You only think you are."

     Brooklyn's face changed from an expression of anger to one of

confusion.  He glanced around, and stared at the Forbidding.  The fog never

moved, never wavered.

     "She's lying."  was all it said.

     Brooklyn spun around, furious.  "You're lying!" he shrieked.

     Hawthorne's eyes widened.  It is controlling him, she thought.  It's

commanding him, and he doesn't even realize it.

     "Brooklyn, think back!  Did you think that thought, or did the

Forbidding?  When you blasted me, did you want to do it, or did the

Forbidding?  Ask yourself that question!  Every move you made, everything

you said, did, or thought, was it really you that did it, or did the

Forbidding make you?"

     Brooklyn became dismayed once more.  He wrung his hands in

frustration.

     "Stop trying to confuse me!"  he screamed, blasting wildly.  One blast

hit the walls above Broadway and Angela, and the rubble rained down.

     "All of you, stop it!  I'm the one in command, not it!  I control it!" 

Brooklyn roared. 

     "And who thought that?  The Forbidd...ungh!" Hawthorne began, but

Brooklyn spun around and blasted her with such intensity that she went

flying back into the wall.

     Brooklyn's face was twisted in an insane rage, but then it softened,

becoming cold and calculating.

     "I must say, I'm a bit disappointed."  Brooklyn sighed.  "I expected

you to be more accepting, to realize that I chose this.  I don't want to

kill you, Hawthorne.  But I will."

     He grinned.  "Of course, if you'll let me enlighten you, then there

won't be any need for that."

     "Enlighten?"  Broadway spat.  "Don't you mean corrupt?  Twist? 

Destroy?"

     Brooklyn turned to face him.  "Why do you have to be so small-minded? 

Why can't you see past the eyes, into what I really am?  I'm no different

than you, Broadway.  It's still me inside.  It's still the Brooklyn that

you grew up with, laughed with, fought with, talked with, and lived with! 

It's still me!  The only differences are that my eyes are a darker color

and I happen to control something you couldn't possibly understand yet! 

I'm not corrupted, twisted, or destroyed.  I'm enlightened.  Hawthorne will

be too.  And so will you, Angela, and Lex, and Ophelia, and Carbonear..."

     "Carbonear?"  Angela asked.

     "The Savior in the prophecy.  She's the seventh one...granted the

power to bring me back from subversion.  But when she comes, she won't have

a chance."  Brooklyn laughed.  "Because I don't want to come back."

     He turned around, and melted into shadow, winding his way towards

Hawthorne.  The shadow trailed around her face, touching her cheek. 

Hawthorne recolied.

     "Don't be like that, beloved."  Brooklyn's voice seemed to echo

throughout the room.  "I just want to invite you in.  I still love you. 

Don't think I'm incapable of love just because I'm subverted.  Elisa loved

Goliath, still, and gave him the greatest gift she could...the oppurtunity

to join him.  I'm offering you the same thing."

     Hawthorne looked towards the wisp of darkness.  "I'd rather decline." 

she stated simply.

     "You don't have a choice in the matter, Hawthorne."  Brooklyn stated. 

As he said that, he reformed into his gargoyle shape.  "Well, you do, but

the other option isn't a good one.  Either you join me, or you die, like

Broadway and Angela over there will."

     Broadway growled, and his eyes flared. 

     Brooklyn's expression softened, to become one of pain and hope. 

"Please, Hawthorne?  I still love you.  I always will.  Join up with me,

and rule the world at my side!  I can give you anything, now!  The world

will be our oyster, Hawth.  Anything you dream of, I can make come true!"

     As he said that, tendrils of shadow wisped out from his eyes.  Almost

too late, Hawthorne noticed them.  She cried out, and slammed her foot into

Brooklyn's stomach.  Brooklyn went sailing across the room, gasping and

landing on his back.

     The Servants all raised their hands, ready to blast Hawthorne. 

Broadway burst away from the Servants surrounding them, and ran in front of

her.  His eyes were glowing.

     "Back off."  he intoned, deeply.

     Angela, meanwhile, took advantage of the distraction.  She charged as

well, heading straight for Xanatos.  The billionaire still held one of

MacBeth's electron pistols.  He raised it, preparing to fire, but Angela

tore it from his hand.  She turned the weapon on the Forbidding, and fired.

     As the beam hit the fog, there was a huge scream that seemed to echo

throughout the room.  The Forbidding seemed to explode, tendrils of shadow

flowing freely throughout the room.  Brooklyn, who was just getting up from

the floor, suddenly twisted in agony.  He clutched his stomach, and roared

in fright and pain.  All of the Servants did the same, crying out in huge

shrieks of agony.  Startled, Angela dropped the gun.  It shattered on the

stone floor.

     Broadway and Hawthorne's eyes widened.  But they were startled only

for a moment.  Regaining her compusure, Hawthorne ran over to Brooklyn, and

took the Ring from his limp grasp.  With his eyes closed, he looked

perfectly normal.

     "They're all linked to the Forbidding."  Broadway muttered.  "When you

shot it, it was like it hit them."

     "Did I kill it?"  Angela gasped.   "What happened to the Forbidding?"

     As she watched, tiny wisps of shadow began to flow back into the room. 

They began to consolidate, growing rapidly into the shape of the

Forbidding.  On the floor, Brooklyn and the other Servants began to stir.

     Broadway grabbed Angela's hand.  They ran for the door.

     "C'mon, Hawthorne!"  Broadway called.

     "What are you doing?"  she asked, confusedly.  "We can't leave!"

     Broadway glanced nervously at the center of the room, where the

Forbidding continued to grow.  "Brooklyn said something about Carbonear

being able to save him.  We have to go get Lex, and go back to Atlanta to

get her."

     "Back to Atlanta?"  Angela muttered.    

     Hawthorne nodded, realizing.  "He's right.  We have to.  It's the only

way we can bring him back."

     "If we beat the Forbidding, then..."

     "Look,"  Hawthorne snapped, "we can't beat the Forbidding.  You just

blasted it with a laser pistol, and it's coming back.  It's powerful enough

to control Silhouette and Brooklyn without them even realizing it.  This

thing is the most powerful thing in the world, right now, and I'd feel a

lot better trying to stop it if Brooklyn was here.  Right now, Brooklyn is

the Forbidding.  Maybe if we beat him, we beat it."

     Angela sighed.  The Forbidding was almost whole, now. 

     "Fine."  she agreed.  "It sounds like a better plan than having the

Servants pick us off one by one."

     The three gargoyles turned, and dashed out of the room.

     Hawthorne turned, and got one last, fleeting glance of the man who

loved her, lying unconscious on the floor.

     It's not him, she thought.  That thing's not really Brooklyn.  It's

just a monster that looks like him.

     Suddenly, she began to wonder if she would ever see Brooklyn...the

real Brooklyn...ever again.

     With a heartbroken sigh, she headed for the stairs.

***************************************************************************

**********

     Seconds later, the Forbidding was whole once more.  It reformed into

its vaguely human shape, and groaned.  The Truthfinder had hurt it

badly...blasting it with a fully charged electron pistol.  Every single

Servant of Twilight in the world had felt it...those closest to it, like

the dozens in the office, had come out of it much worse.  Had Silhouette

still been in charge of things, it probably would have killed her.  She'd

been the closest to it, so closely intertwined to it that they had almost

been one.

     But the Forbidding loathed the Children of Oberon.  It had been they

who had banished him in the first place.  None of those who had done the

act were alive now...they had been extremely old, and had simply caused

themselves to stop existing, as all Children of Oberon did when the final

time came.  Still, it hated the Children.  The only reason it had even

approached Silhouette at all was that she was the only one who had ever

been inside the prison too.  She was the only possible means to escape. 

And once she had done so, the Forbidding had used her, much like it had

used Tuath de Dannan, the gargoyle six thousand years ago...

     ...and as it was using Brooklyn now.

     Brooklyn and Silhouette were more alike than they realized.  Both had

lost something before they were taken over...Silhouette her freedom,

Brooklyn his love.  Well, Brooklyn hadn't lost it, per se...was only in

danger of having the Ringbearer killed...but the effects were the same.

     Both had given in to him.  And, like both Tuath de Dannen and that

incredibly stupid gargoyle, both had believed they were in charge.

     The Ringbearer had hit the nail on the head when she called Brooklyn a

puppet ruler.  He only believed himself to be the King of Darkness. 

Really, it was the Forbidding.  But Brooklyn would serve the purpose well

if he went on believing that he ruled the world.  It was a simple thing. 

All the Forbidding had to do was suggest, coax and persuade.  Brooklyn,

like Silhouette, would think that he held the power, that he used the

Forbidding.  And that was exactly the way the Forbidding wanted it.

     Brooklyn, however, was much more suited to "lead" the subverted.  He

wasn't a Child of Oberon, which was the biggest thing he had going for him,

but he was also shrewd, a contrast to the naivete that Silhouette had

exhibited before he had shown her the way.  Yes, Brooklyn would be much

better.

     The object of his thoughts had not been linked enough to it for long

enough a time to be killed by the Truthfinder's blast.  He was seriously

hurt, however.  But he would recover quickly.

     The Forbidding watched as he came around.  Groaning, he sat up.

     "Where is she?"  he growled.  "Where's the Truthfinder?"

     The Forbidding sighed.  "I don't know.  She, the Ringbearer and the

Protector must have slipped away will we were...incapacitated."

     Brooklyn scowled.  "I'll kill her.  As soon as I find her, she's

dead."

     The Forbidding smiled, and looked at Brooklyn.  The puppet ruler of

the subverted.

     "Why, of course."  it smirked.

***************************************************************************

**********

     Brooklyn stared at the Servants of Twilight, who were slowly waking up

on the floor.  Only Silhouette remained unconscious.

     Frowning, he began to plan a way to kill Angela.  She had hurt him

severely.  Brooklyn understood that he had come to the threshold of death. 

Had he been subverted for much longer, he would have died.

     And all because of the Truthfinder.  That bitch.

     Brooklyn looked to the Forbidding, his only true friend.  The

aide-de-camp.

     He laughed.  To think that they all thought it was controlling me! 

They don't understand, they couldn't possibly...

     Is it?  Is it true?  What if they're right?  What if it is controlling

me?

     Brooklyn frowned.  No, that wasn't possible.  The Forbidding had

chosen him to rule the world, to be a tangible version of itself.  None of

them understood.  None of them ever could, unless they were subverted

themselves.  They would never understand what it felt like to be in

absolute control.  How good it felt.

     Maybe, before he coronated Hawthorne, subverted Broadway, Lexington,

Ophelia, Carbonear and Ariel, and killed Angela, he would remind them that

he was in complete control.  Perhaps another little demonstration would be

in order.

     Brooklyn smirked.  What fun that would be.

     The Forbidding smiled.  "What do you plan to do now?"

     Brooklyn frowned.  That was a good question.

     Suddenly, he remembered that Lexington and Ophelia were downstairs. 

The others had probably gone to get them.

     "We go downstairs.  I have a sneaking suspicion that that's where

we'll find them."  Brooklyn stated.

     He looked to the Forbidding.  "You come with me."

     The Forbidding smiled.  "But of course."  it repeated.

     Brooklyn smiled.  It followed orders.  Of course he controlled it.

     With a widening smirk, he vanished.

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

******************************

Chapter Two

          Whispers Like Thunder

     In the darkness, Ophelia dreamed...

     She was back on Avalon.

     One minute, she was lying down, cradled in Lexington's arms, in a

hallway of a medieval castle sitting on top of a huge building.  The next,

she was back home, on Avalon.

     Ophelia frowned.  What was going on?  It seemed so real...too real to

be a dream, unlike the last one.  That one had been a nightmare, with

Brooklyn's face filling her mind, with darkened, black eyes.

     In the distance, she heard Lexington screaming.  He kept repeating

"No", over and over again, for some reason.  But finally, he was silent. 

Ophelia looked around in confusion.  Lexington was nowhere to be seen.

     Ophelia shrugged, and walked forward, stepping onto the dais which

held Oberon and Titania's thrones.  The fey were gone...nowhere in sight.

     Grinning, Ophelia sat in Titania's throne.  But suddenly, Brooklyn was

in the King's chair, looking impassively out at the Audience Hall.  A crown

was on his head...but not one of gold, but one of shadows.

     And out in the hall was everyone she'd ever known in her life. 

Angela, Gabriel, Lexington, Hawthorne, the Guardian, Thompson Riley,

Tybalt, Silhouette...every single face she'd ever seen was standing in the

hall, staring at Brooklyn.

     All of them had black eyes.

     "What..."  Ophelia stated aloud.  "What's going on?"

     "You're dreaming.  But even dreams can have meaning."

     Ophelia spun around.  Standing there was Princess Katherine.  Her eyes

were black as well, but she made no move to attack or alarm her.

     "Princess?"  she asked.

     "In a way.  Illusionist, listen to me.  YOU CAN'T DIE."  the princess

stressed, looking concerned.

     Ophelia gasped.  Die?

     "I'm dying?" she asked.

     Katherine nodded.  "You were shot.  It's serious.  In fact, you've

been clinically dead for at least a minute.  You aren't dead yet, but

you're on the brink."

     Ophelia suddenly felt numb all over.  "Oh, God."

     "But it's not over.  To finally defeat Silhouette and the Forbidding

which controls her, all seven of you have to be alive and unsubverted."

     "All seven of us?  Princess, there's but six."

     Katherine shook her head.  "There are seven.  Carbonear of

Newfoundland is coming into the role she must play...that of the Savior. 

But if you die, here and now, in Lexington's arms in the Eyrie Building,

then all that has happened will be for nothing, and everyone will be as you

see them here."

     Ophelia stared at the Princess, realizing that it wasn't really the

Princess at all.  "What are you?"  she asked.

     The Princess shrugged.  "A specter...just a personification of a part

of your mind, Illusionist.  But also a bit of the prophecy.  When Ariel

granted the powers to you, he also infused you with a wee bit of the

prophecy's magic, as well.  I'm here to save you...so in a way you're

saving yourself...but I'm also with a message."

     "Message?"

     Katherine nodded.  "Illusionist, if you go back...if you decide to

live, then you must ensure that the Savior and the Truthfinder work

together.  I never got a chance to place that in the prophecy.  Alone,

neither can succeed.  Together, they can save the Leader."

     Katherine pointed at the shadow-crowned Brooklyn.  "He is the center

of a tangled web of lies.  Only with the Truthfinder's help can the Savior

break through those lies and expose him to the truth.  And only you can

make sure that they know that."

     Ophelia sighed.  "All you're doing is confusing me.  So okay...this is

all a figment of my imagination?"

     Katherine nodded, urgently.  "Yes, yes!  Illusionist, you're dying. 

Even as we speak, your life ebbs away!  You have to bring yourself back. 

It won't be easy, but you must.  It will take all of your will."

     Ophelia thought for a second.  "All right.  How do I leave here?"

     "You have to concentrate, to bring yourself back from the edge of

death.  And, despite the damage which has been done to your body, damage

which nothing can heal save sunrise or other magic, you must give this

information to the Savior and the Truthfinder.  And beware the Protector. 

He may think that he's escaped his fate, but he hasn't.  Tell him to

remember the silhouette in the mirror."

     Ophelia paled.  "I'll...I'll try."

     She began to concentrate, deeper and harder than she'd ever done

before.

     Suddenly, she felt a compressing sensation.  She looked around, and

gasped as the castle of Avalon vanished from around her.  It faded to

blackness, and was gone.

     Ophelia suddenly felt a dull, throbbing pain in her stomach.  She

hadn't felt any pain whatsoever in her 'dream', which meant that she was

now most probably fully awake and aware.  Instinctively, she knew she was

going to live.  She had almost died.  Not quite, but almost.

     She opened her eyes.  Lexington was cradling her, rocking her gently. 

His eyes were closed, and he was weeping.  He was endlessly repeating "I'm

sorry", almost like a mantra.

     "Sorry for what?"  Ophelia asked, her voice little more than a

whisper.

***************************************************************************

**********

     She's dead, he thought as soon as she had stopped breathing. Oh my

God, she's dead.

     "No."  Lexington whispered.  He reached for her neck, feeling for a

pulse.  There was none.

     "NO!"  he screamed.  His voice broke, and he began to cry.  He grabbed

her face, and began to caress her cheek.

     "Please, Ophelia.  Please don't die."

     A sudden flashback, to several nights ago...a week ago today. 

Brooklyn had just been killed, trying to bluff his way out of a threat,

trying to save his clan.  Then, Brooklyn's death had been purposeful.  He'd

been trying to rescue his friends.

     Ophelia's death was pointless.  She had been shot down, simply because

she was there.  And Lexington had been there to try to help her, but had

proved useless in the end.  She had died, despite his promise to protect

her, to keep her safe.

     It's my fault. he thought.  God help me, it's my fault.  I killed her. 

ME.

     He held her closer, as if he could bring her back to life again simply

with his presence.  But it was no use...she was cold, so cold.

     He wept, then, more sorrowful than for anything else in his brief

life.  Here was a girl he'd loved, and who, because of him, would never

again awake to the moonlight of Avalon, to a quiet night, or to a friend

who loved her.

     "I'm sorry."  he whispered, beginning to rock her.  "Please forgive

me.  I failed you, when I should have protected you.  I'm sorry.  I'm

sorry.  I'm sorry..."

     Suddenly, her eyes opened.  Lexington at first thought it was a trick

of the light, but then realized it was no trick.  She had really opened her

eyes.

     "Sorry for what?"  she asked, weakly.  She tried to focus her eyes on

him, but couldn't quite do it.

     Lexington cried out for joy.  He held her closer, not knowing what to

say at all.

     "You're alive..." he whispered finally, after what seemed like a long

time.  "Oh, God, Ophelia, I thought I'd lost you."

     Ophelia smiled, and coughed.  Her voice was rasping, but she was

speaking coherently, at least.  "It was strange.  I had a dream that...that

I was on Avalon.  The Princess came, and told me that I couldn't die

because I had a message to give to the rest of you."

     Lexington looked at her quizzically.  "She brought you back to life?"

     Ophelia shook her head.  "No.  I don't think I was quite dead.  That's

what she said, anyway.  But she gave me a message, and it's really

important."

     "What was it?"

     Ophelia frowned, puzzled.  "I...I can't remember."

     Lexington didn't say anything...only held her close.  Rocking her

still, he looked at the wound.  It was still ugly...her abdomen was badly

damaged, he could tell.  But Lexington instinctively knew, right then and

there, that she would live.  If she could pull through that, she could pull

through anything.  She would make it.

     "I thought I'd lost you."  Lexington said again, a tear falling.  "I

thought I'd never see you again."

     Ophelia smiled, weakly. 

***************************************************************************

**********

     The trio came down the stairs, panting.  They kept nervously glancing

back, expecting to see the shadows come screaming down the stairwell at

them, blocking them off and overwhelming them.  But none came.

     They arrived on the floor below, sidestepping Bronx, who was still

lying down, unconscious on the floor. 

     Broadway looked around, and saw Lexington and Ophelia.  Lexington was

cradling her gently, rocking slowly back and forth.

     "Lexington!"  he yelled.

     The Traveller looked up, and smiled.

     Then, it died.  "Where's Brooklyn?"  he asked.

     Hawthorne sighed bitterly.  "He was subverted, Lex.   Like the

prophecy said he would be.  Silhouette's out of the picture.  She doesn't

lead the Servants anymore.  Brooklyn does."

     Angela stepped forward.  "But he told us how to bring him back. 

Lexington, we need to go to Atlanta to get Carbonear.  She's in the

prophecy, too.  That's why she couldn't be subverted."

     "Carbonear?"  Lexington raised an eyebrow.

     "Her power is that she can bring Brooklyn back from what he's become." 

Hawthorne stated.  "She's the Savior."

     Ophelia gasped.  "I remember now!"

     "Remember what?"

     Ophelia shuddered.  "The message.  I remember that message."

     Lexington looked to the others.  "She stopped breathing a few minutes

ago, but she came back.  It was wierd, but she said that she had a message,

but that she couldn't remember."

     "I do now."  Ophelia croaked.  "The Truthfinder and the Savior have to

work together to bring back the Leader.  That was it."

     Angela frowned.  "I have to help Carbonear?"

     Lexington raised an eyebrow.  "We have to go and get her, don't we."

     Broadway and Hawthorne nodded.  Lexington sighed. 

     "Well, we shouldn't bring Ophelia.  She might not make it through if

we move her around too much."

     "I can stay here with her..."  Hawthorne began, but suddenly, there

was an all too familiar rustling sound.  Brooklyn, the Forbidding, and many

other Servants of Twilight...many, many more than had been up in Xanatos'

office...were there.  Most of the ones in the front were familiar

faces...Demona, MacBeth, Xanatos, Hudson, Maria Chavez, Matt Bluestone,

Talon, Bonavista, Fox, Woodstock...essentially every person they knew. 

Only Goliath, Elisa, Bronx and Arthur Pendragon were absent, simply because

they were still unconscious on the floor.

     But the most horrifying sight in Lexington and Ophelia's eyes was that

of Brooklyn, standing in the forefront. 

     Lexington thought back to Ophelia's last words before she had gone

unconscious.

     I dreamt that Brooklyn wasn't one of us anymore.

     She's got that right, Lexington thought dispassionately. 

     Brooklyn leered sadistically.

     "Well, the gang's all here."  he greeted.

     He stepped forward, his black eyes glinting.  "Don't worry, beloved. 

Nobody's going anywhere just yet."

***************************************************************************

**********

The Colson Building, Manhattan

     Fang landed, in a crumpled heap, on the building closest to the Eyrie. 

His wings screamed in agony, and then retreated to a dull, numbing pain. 

As he stood up, his right leg flared, and he collapsed to his knees.  He

had almost forgotten that it was broken.

     Fang looked at the nearest facade of the skyscraper.  A large portion

of the windows were broken, possibly from the massive outrush of air that

had accompanied the fogs motion throughout the Upper East Side.  Papers

occasionally flew serenely out of the gaping holes of glass, joining the

large amounts of trash which had been buffeted throughout the streets.

     He rolled over, and sighed.  Now that he was here, what could he do?

     Not much with a broken leg.  But Brooklyn and the others probably

needed help, if they were here.  And if this was where the fog had gone,

then this was where they probably would be.

     "I'll just rest a few minutes before I go over."  Fang said aloud.  He

looked upwards, towards Castle Wyvern, sitting dramatically on the top of

the skyscraper.  How odd it seemed in contrast to the rest of the darkened

skyline.

     There was a sudden rush of air.  Fang heard a musical chime, almost

like bells.  He spun around, and saw a bright, multicolored light.  As he

watched, it solididfied into two gargoyles, and a short, gaudily dressed

little man with pointed ears.

     "What..."  he stammered, confused.

     One gargoyle, who looked exactly like Brooklyn except for the color,

the hair and the clothes, cleared his throat.  "Uh, where's we to?"

     Fang raised an eyebrow.  What an odd accent...

     "Pardon?"

     The other gargoyle, a gorgeous deep blue female, looked appraisingly

at Fang, and then at the city around her.  "Is this New York City, bye?" 

she asked him.

     Fang put a hand to his head.  "Yes..."

     "I always pictured it'd be a bit...you know, well lit."  the male

sniffed, looking around.

     "Hush, you."  the female hissed.  She walked forward towards Fang,

offering a hand to him to help him up.  Fang shook his head.

     "My leg's broken."  Fang sighed glumly.  "Who are you?"

     The little man ahemmed.  "My name is Ariel.  These are Carbonear and

Whitbourne, and we're here for the battle.  Have we missed it?"

     "Battle?"  Fang asked confusedly.

     Then, it dawned on him.  He was talking about Brooklyn and the others

facing off against those...things.

     "I..I don't know.  Something was going on on Long Island, but then I

kind of got lost.  Then, the fog all started flowing here, to this

building.  Maybe it's going on here."

     Fang gave a grandiose wave, and pointed at the Eyrie Building. 

Ariel's eyes widened, as did Carbonear and Whitbourne's.

     "Is that the Eyrie Building?"  Carbonear asked.  "That's like the

tallest building in the world!"

     "It's also where the first battle between Silhouette and the Leader,

the Protector, the Truthfinder and the Traveller took place.  If the last

stand is here, then it's because of the irony.  Typical Silhouette."  Ariel

muttered.

     Then, he turned to Fang.  "What do you mean, the fog flowed here?"

     "Well, there was a black fog, but it all disappeared about half an

hour ago.  It came right to this building, and vanished."

     Carbonear looked at Ariel.  "What's that mean?"

     "It means that something incredibly wierd is going on."  Ariel sighed. 

"And it also means that the battle may have already started."

     Whitbourne's eyes trailed up to the top of the building.  "Up there."

     Ariel nodded dejectedly.  He turned to Fang.  "Thank you for your

help.  You should probably go somewhere and stay out of sight."

     Fang nodded.  Grimly, he began to crawl towards the edge of the

building.

     Suddenly, he stopped. 

     "No."  he stated.

     "What?"  Ariel asked.

     "I said no.  I think I should try to help."  Fang explained.

     Ariel groaned, and looked at Whitbourne.  "I've already got one extra

charge..."

     Whitbourne frowned.  "Perhaps he might be able to help us out, Are."

     "Don't call me that."  Ariel snapped.  "Didn't you say your leg was

broken?"

     Fang nodded.  Ariel threw up his hands. 

     "How do you expect to help us out with a broken leg?"  Ariel snapped.

     Fang growled.  "I don't know!  I'll think of something!  It's just...I

tried to help back on Long Island, and I failed.  Maybe this time I can

actually be of some use."  He was surprised at the new feeling of

selflessness, but he had to admit, it suited him.

     Ariel looked heavenward.  "Well, you're noble.  Not very bright, but

noble."

     He gestured.  "I might as well fix your leg.  There's no point hiding,

since we're about to go and face Silhouette anyway."

     "Fix my leg?"  Fang asked.

     Ariel stared at him intently  "Creature who would aid our quest/Ariel

grants thee this request/Heal thy limb, which battle did rend/And help this

blackest evil to mend!"  he stated.

     Fang gasped in pain as the fractured bones in his leg suddenly shifted

and set.  They knitted together, healing perfectly.

     Fang stood up, shifting his weight, and finally standing on only his

right leg.  There was no pain at all.  His leg was totally healed.

     "How did you do that?"  Fang asked.  Ariel shrugged.

     "It's a gift."  he replied.

     Whitbourne walked over to him.  "So, what's your name, my son?"

     "Uh, Fang.  You're Whitbourne, right?"  Fang asked, still marvelling

at the healing job of his leg.  He didn't even look at Whitbourne, but

instead stared disbelievingly at Ariel.

     "Call him Witless, bye.  Everyone else do."  Carbonear smiled.

     Fang looked at him.  "Witless?"

     Whitbourne shot Carbonear a glance.  "You shag off, Carb."

     Suddenly, there was a blast of sound.  The four travellers looked up,

and watched in amazement and horror as what sounded like an explosion

rocked the upper floors of the Eyrie Building.  There was a shattering of

glass, and a storm of window fragments suddenly cascaded upon the street

below.  But instead of flames exploding out into the chilly November air, a

cloud of shadows seemed to appear from nowhere, flowing into the Eyrie

Building.  It was almost an implosion, with a cloud of shadowy magic.  The

shadows were exactly like the shadow forms of the Servants of Twilight. 

For a brief instant, the sky darknened as the massive dark cloud vanished. 

Down below, the cloud seemed to settle around the base of the skyscraper. 

Then, it was gone.

     "What the Jesus was that?"  Whitbourne asked, shielding his eyes in

case any more glass fell.

     Ariel scowled.  "I think that's who we're looking for."

     Carbonear gulped.  "I'se suddenly having second thoughts about this

whole business."

     Fang never wavered his gaze from the top of the Eyrie.  There was no

further sounds, and the building resumed its former complacency.

     "You and me both."  he sighed.

     Ariel gestured, and the four companions suddenly vanished in a

soundless burst of light.

***************************************************************************

**********

The Eyrie Building

     Brooklyn moved forward, shooting an appraising glance at Lexington and

Ophelia.

     "Like the new look?"  he asked Lexington, pointing to his eyes. 

"Believe me, it's just the beginning."

     Lexington recolied, trying to keep Ophelia away from Brooklyn. 

Brooklyn chuckled, and closed his eyes.

     "Here we go again."  he laughed.  "This time, everybody's here.  But

not everyone's leaving."

     The gargoyles were all suddenly tossed out of the way...all except

Angela.  As the others were flung backwards by the force of Brooklyn's

will, Angela was wrapped in a tendril of darkness and drawn forward. 

Brooklyn smiled, wryly, and caressed her cheek.

     "You hurt us all very badly, Truthfinder.  If I'd been subverted any

earlier than I was, you would have killed me.  But you didn't.  By all

rights, I should kill you."

     Angela struggled.  Broadway groggily looked up, and his eyes flared.

     "But I'm not stupid, Angela."  Brooklyn laughed.  "I'm not going to

let your precious Broadway get the chance to use his little tricks on me."

     Brooklyn suddenly gestured.  Broadway cried out in pain, and his hands

went to his eyes.

     Hawthorne gasped.  "Broadway!"

     Broadway's hands dropped down.  His eyes were milky white, filled with

cataracts.

     He was blind.

     "I can't see!"  he screamed.  "I can't see!"

     Lexington turned incredulously at Brooklyn.  "You're a monster!"  he

cried.

     Brooklyn scowled.  He blasted a bolt of shadow at Lexington, who was

tossed like a rag doll back towards the window.

     Broadway began to grope around blindly, struggling to find someone. 

Hawthorne grabbed him, and tried to calm him down.

     "Brooklyn!  Please, listen to us!  You have to come back to us!"  she

screamed desparately.

     Brooklyn rolled his eyes.  "Oh, will you give it up?  All your

pleading means nothing to me.  I'm not coming back.  Why should I give up

the best thing that's ever happened to me in my life?"

     He waved his hands.  "Maybe a few more people will help me convince

you.  Like, say, a couple of hundred Servants of Twilight, huh?"

     There was a huge crashing noise.  Suddenly, the windows imploded,

sending glass shards spraying throughout the room.  A massive black cloud

began to flow into the room, becoming scores of subverted people.  The

cloud stopped advancing inward, but the room was now filled with Servants

of Twilight.

     Lexington gasped in horror.  Hawthorne screamed.

     Brooklyn laughed.  "If you want to ask them to come back, you're more

than welcome to try.  But I doubt they'll listen.  You see..."

     Just then, there was a flash of light.  As it faded away, four figures

phased into existance.

     Carbonear stared at Brooklyn.  "Oh, my God..."  she whispered

hoarsely.

     Fang glanced around.  "Man, I missed out on a lot."

     "YOU!!!!"  Brooklyn screeched, pointing at Ariel.

     "Ariel!"  Angela gasped.

     "Carbonear?  Whitbourne?"  Hawthorne asked.

     "Fang?"  Lexington puzzled, confusedly.

     "Hello, again, Leader."  Ariel smiled.  He pointed to Carbonear. 

"Meet the ace up my sleeve."

***************************************************************************

**********

     She groggily came around, slowly rising from the floor.

     Silhouette stumbled, and glanced around.  The room was abandoned. 

Trashed, but abandoned.

     The glass windows were shattered, and chips of stone littered the

floor.  At first, she thought she had been unconscious for a day, that the

gargoyles had turned to stone and had been smashed.  That made her feel

better, but on closer inspection, she realized that wasn't the case.  The

stone was gouged from the walls and ceiling, not the remains of gargoyles.

     Gargoyles.  Silhouette frowned, and remembered the Leader.

     The Leader had taken her place.  She no longer controlled the

Servants.  Brooklyn did.

     What had the Forbidding said?  It was effecting a transferral?

     A transferral of it's blessing from her to Brooklyn.

     "That bastard!"  Silhouette hissed.  "He's taken away what should be

mine!"

     For some inconceivable reason, and in contradiction of what was in the

prophecy, the Forbidding had decided to oust her, and replace her with that

half-wit gargoyle.  But she wasn't angry at the Forbidding.

     She was furious with Brooklyn.

     But she would be damned if she would let that...that usurper get away

with it. 

     Grinning, Silhouette blasted the mahogany desk, which exploded into

nothing more than a pile of wooden splinters.  The computer sitting upended

on the top of the desk blew up, with an audible pop as the wires sparked

and fused.

     "You're dead, Brooklyn."  Silhouette growled, blasting the wall again. 

"You are so dead."

     She vanished in a flash of shadow.

***************************************************************************

**********

     Brooklyn stared in shock at Carbonear.  Carbonear, in turn, regarded

him with an unhappy expression.

     "What happened to ye?"  she asked sadly, a tear rolling down.  "Good

God, what happened to ye?"

     The Forbidding flowed forward.  "Hello, Savior. Ariel, it's nice to

finally meet you."

     Ariel frowned.  "Who the hell are you?"

     The Forbidding pointed at Brooklyn.  "I'm helping him out."

     "Where's Silhouette?'  Ariel asked.

     Brooklyn regained his composure.  "She's been usurped."  he stated. 

"I've taken her place."

     Whitbourne gaped stupidly at him.  "Brooklyn, my son, does ye have any

idea what ye's after saying?"

     "Believe me, I know quite well."  Brooklyn frowned.  "This is a

pleasant surprise, Ariel.  All you've done is made it easier for me to

subvert the Savior."

     "You can't subvert me."  Carbonear frowned, suddenly not so sure.

     Brooklyn smirked.  "Whatever makes you happy.  I thought the same

thing, but look how wrong I was."

     He tensed, preparing to spread the sickness, but Fang blasted him with

an electric bolt.  He went flying backwards.  The front rank of Servants

retaliated, buffeting Fang with approximately twenty bolts of shadowfire. 

Fang screamed and went back painfully into the wall.

     He turned to Broadway.  "What happened to hi...oh, my Lord."

     Broadway turned to the sound of his voice, his cataract filled eyes

expressing pain and loss.

     Ariel turned around, and saw the blinded Broadway.  "If it's not one

thing...".  He frowned, preparing to restore Broadway's sight.

     Brooklyn leapt up, and blasted him.  Ariel took it squarely in the

back, propelled backwards into the wall.

     Brooklyn stepped up, infuriated.  With one gesture, Carbonear and

Whitbourne were wrapped in shadows as well, and were drawn to stand next to

Angela.

     Whitbourne began to hyperventilate, his eyes widening in fright. 

Carbonear continued to stare at the subverted Leader.

     Brooklyn noticed, and smiled.  "What's the matter, Carb?  Don't like

me like this?  Don't worry.  Soon you won't know any better."

     Carbonear shook her head.  "You'se wrong, bye."  she stated

desparately.

     Hawthorne stood up, glancing concernedly at Broadway, and walked

forward.  She regarded Brooklyn cynically.

     "The women who loved me."  Brooklyn remarked dryly.

     "Loved you as you were.  Not as the puppet you are now."  Hawthorne

frowned.  "You can subvert us if you want.  Then, we won't think you're

being controlled anymore.  But that's all you'll gain.  You'll live forever

thinking you're in control, but never really controlling."

     Brooklyn became infuriated once more.  He raised a hand, and blasted a

massive shadow bolt at the floor, creating a huge hole, open to the

arboretum below.

     "Oh, Jesus, oh Jesus, oh Jesus."  Whitbourne moaned, closing his eyes. 

He suddenly wished that he'd stayed in Atlanta after all.

     "HOW MANY TIMES DO I HAVE TO TELL YOU!"  Brooklyn roared.  He blasted

more shadows, carving gaping wounds in the walls and ceilings.  "I AM IN

CONTROL!!!"

     "If that's true, bye, then why's ye trying so hard to convince

yourself?"  Carbonear asked, taking up the thread.  She had guessed what

was going on...she could only hope she was right.

     Brooklyn stopped for a second, and seemed to consider it. 

     "You're trying to convince THEM."  The Forbidding whispered softly.

     "I'm trying to convince YOU."  Brooklyn retorted, shooting Carbonear a

childish look, akin to screaming 'Told ya so!  Told ya so!  Fooled ya!'

     Carbonear glanced at the Forbidding.  "What is that thing?"  she

asked.

     "We aren't entirely sure."  Hawthorne admitted.

     Brooklyn growled.  "It's all over."  he stated ominously, preparing to

subvert them.

     "Wait a second."  somebody stated, as they billowed up from the floor

in a column of shadow.  The voice echoed throughout the room, and everyone

was silent as they realized who it was.

     Everyone turned to stare at the newcomer.

     Ariel and the gargoyles (except for Broadway, who blindly turned his

head) all gasped.  Brooklyn crossed his arms.

     "Welcome back."  he stated.  "What do you want?"

     "My position back, you son of a bitch."  Silhouette stated.  "I want

to rule the Servants again, and I want you dead again.  And I'm going to

make it happen."

     Then all hell broke loose.

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

******************************

Chapter Three

          The Monsters Within

     Brooklyn howled, and blasted Silhouette with all of his might.  The

Servants all shot her as well, driving her back into a wall.  The wall

smashed with the force before Silhouette could be crushed, but she still

came out of it very badly. 

     Brooklyn laughed gleefully, and directed all of his attention at

Silhouette.  The spell which bound Angela, Carbonear and Whitbourne

dissipated, and the three were free again.

The unsubverted all regrouped, and tried to shield themselves from the

blasts.

     Angela gasped in horror when she saw Broadway.

     "My love..."  she whispered as she saw Broadway's filmed over eyes.

     Broadway shuddered.  "I can't see."  he stated again.  "Oh, God,

Angela, I'm blind..."

     Fang's eyes widened, and he looked at Ariel.  "If you could fix my

leg, then couldn't you fix his eyes?"

     Ariel frowned.  "I suppose.  And I could probably mend the damage to

the Illusionist as well.  But it all depends on how they were injured."

     "I don't know how I was blinded."  Broadway whimpered.  "One minute, I

saw Brooklyn wave at me, and the next, there was only blackness."

     "Magic."  Ariel frowned.  He began to swear under his breath. 

     "Ophelia was shot."  Hawthorne stated.

     Ariel sighed, and glanced back to the battle taking place between

Silhouette and Brooklyn.  It was quite obvious that the gargoyle was

winning, if only because of the Servants who were aiding him.  A stray

blast hit the wall above them, and chips of stone rained down on the

unsubverted.

     Ariel sighed.  "If I keep using my powers like this, I'm going to keel

over."  he stated grimly.  "I can only take so much in a night."

     He closed his eyes.  "Protector, Illusionist, casualities of war/Thy

wounds are grave, but fret no more/For the healing to begin, the bodies

must be strong/So heal these two, let their lives move on!"  Ariel chanted. 

Broadway and Ophelia's eyes began to flare green.

     As the others watched, the cataracts in Broadway's eyes shrunk, and

vanished.  Ophelia's stomach wound began to close over, healing with

intense magic.  Within seconds, the two were fully healed.

     Broadway raised his hands, staring at his eyes.  His vision was

blurry, but he could see.

     He looked at Angela, who gasped, and hugged him crushingly.

     Ophelia, meanwhile, hesitantly stood up.  Her stomach was healed, and

all visible signs of her gunshot wound were gone.  Lexington's face cracked

in an enormous grin, and he tentatively took her hand.  Ophelia smiled, and

rubbed his head impishly.

     "Thank you."  Ophelia and Broadway said together.

     Ariel sighed, suddenly feeling exhausted.  "Listen to me.  I found the

other piece of the prophecy.  It's fairly obvious that what was supposed to

happen to the Leader already has, but it said things about the Protector

and the Ringbearer as well..."

     "We know."  Hawthorne scowled, glancing nervously at the Servants.

     "Why aren't they attacking us?" Lexington wondered, catching

Hawthorne's stare.  "They're just standing there watching Brooklyn and

Silhouette duke it out!"

     "Let's not look a gift horse in the mouth.  We need to regroup, and

figure out a way so Angela and Carbonear can bring Brooklyn back."  Ophelia

muttered, inspecting her stomach.

     "Angela and me?"  Carbonear asked.   She had been staring sadly at

Brooklyn, wondering how she was supposed to save him.

     Angela nodded.  "Ophelia told us that she'd gotten a message...that I

have to help you to bring Brooklyn back."

     "How did you know?"  Ariel asked, staring at her.  "Who told you that

Carbonear was supposed to help?"

     Lexington tilted his head towards Brooklyn, who was laughing crazily

as Silhouette was caught between two blasts of shadows.  Silhouette cried

out, and fell to the ground.

     Whitbourne laughed nervously.  "Uh, byes, not that I means to hurry

ye's up or nothin, but doesn't it strike anyone else that we should be

getting somewhere safer?"

     Carbonear looked at him.  "There's nowhere that's safe.  Besides,

now's the time to end this."

     She turned to Angela.  "So, you has to help me save him, right?"

     Angela nodded.  "It makes sense.  To save him, we have to get it

through to him that he's being lied to.  For you to bring him back, we have

to get through the lies.  Who better to do that than the Truthfinder?"

     Carbonear nodded.  "But the second we gets out there, he'll just cut

us down.  We needs the rest of ye to hold the Servants off."

     Fang's mouth dropped open.  "Are you stupid?  There's at least three

hundred of those things!  How do you expect nine of us to beat them?'

     "But we do have Ariel, Ophelia and Broadway with us.  Ariel has his

magic, and Ophelia can cast illusions.  And Broadway..."  Lexington began,

but his face fell.  He turned, to stare at Broadway.

     The Protector nodded.  "I beat the prophecy, Lex.  I think it's safe."

     Angela frowned, and moved a little closer to him.  "Broadway...are you

sure?"

     She remembered back to his melancholia after the mirror maze in

Seattle.  If he used his power, and something did go wrong, it might

destroy him.

     Broadway frowned, and clasped her hand.  "It'll be all right, my love. 

I promise."

     Angela sighed, accepting it.  "Be careful."

     They all stood up.  Carbonear and Angela moved a little closer

together, and whispered a silent prayer.

     Then the nine heroes calmly walked out into the battle zone.

***************************************************************************

**********

     Brooklyn laughed merrily as Silhouette was blasted about.  She

screamed in agony, and tried to shoot back.  But Hudson and Maggie, two of

the massive amount of Servants in the room, held her back, keeping her

magic at bay.

     Brooklyn held up his hands, triumphantly.  The firing stopped, and

Silhouette was driven to her knees.  The Forbidding stared impassively,

watching as the proceedings unfolded.

     Brooklyn cleared his throat.  "So you came back.  That was the dumbest

possible move you could have made, Silhouette."

     Silhouette stared defiantly up at her replacement.  "You arrogant

little bastard."  she hissed.

     "Ho, ho!"  Brooklyn laughed.  "ME arrogant?  Tell me, did you ever

hear yourself during this whole affair?  Every time the two of us met, I

was tempted to kill you just because you were so obnoxious."

     He leaned closer.  "Face it, Sil, it's over.  You lose.  I rule your

Servants of Twilight now, and you're nothing."

     Silhouette spat in his face.

     Brooklyn growled dangerously, and he blasted her again.  She writhed

in agony, and looked up at him.  Suddenly, she noticed something out of the

corner of her eye.

     "You think you're brilliant, don't you."  she mumbled.

     "Compared to what?  YOU?"  Brooklyn retorted, his voice dripping with

sarcasm.  "The Forbidding chose me to lead the Servants, Silhouette.  It's

sent you back to what you were before...a useless, two-bit pawn."

     Silhouette glared at him.  "Oh, you're dead." 

     She wrenched her way up from the floor.  But instead of blasting

Brooklyn, she directed her shadow bolt over his shoulder...

     ...and it struck Broadway, who had been creeping up behind him.

     Brooklyn spun around, and snarled.  "You again?  Why can't you just

stay out of this?"

     He began to blast wildly at the nine unsubverted, who were forced to

dive for cover.  Brooklyn laughed as they scrambled behind a crag of fallen

stone.  He blasted it apart, and chunks of brickwork went sailing through

the air.  The gargoyles ran for dear life.

     "Servants!"  Brooklyn hollered.  "Finish them off!"

     The Servants of Twilight began to menacingly advance on the

travellers. 

     Brooklyn spun around to face Silhouette.  "This isn't over."

     Silhouette growled, and blasted him.  Brooklyn took the bolt in the

head, and metamorphosed into shadow.  Silhouette did the same.  The pair

then went swirling away, vanishing outside the shattered windows.

     The Forbidding sighed, and followed.

***************************************************************************

**********

     The force of the blasts was incredible.  Huge beams of shadow went

screaming through the air above them, and the mere force of the air moving

with them was nearly enough to keel Carbonear over.  But that was beside

the point.  Somehow, she and Angela had to get to Brooklyn, and bring him

back from the darkness he'd been confined to.

     So it was with horror that she watched Silhouette, Brooklyn and the

Forbidding vanish. 

     "No!"  she howled.

     Angela looked over.  "Merde."  she swore, repeating one of Brooklyn's

favorite expletives. 

     "Where did they go to?"  Carbonear shouted, trying to raise her voice

amid the thunderous blasts.

     Ariel shook his head.  "I have no idea.  But I think it's safe to say

that they didn't go far.  Brooklyn probably wants to kill her, and then

come right back here."

     "That's no help if they have to get to him to bring him back!" 

Ophelia shouted.

     Broadway thought for a second, narrowly dodging a stray blast.  His

shoulder still smarted from the blast Silhouette had directed at him. 

"Maybe they went upstairs.  Up to the castle."

     "Are you sure?"  Lexington yelled, struggling to be heard.  "Even if

they are there, it's a big chance."

     Angela nodded.  "We have to go up.  If we save Brooklyn, we might have

a better chance to win."

     She turned to Carbonear.  "Ready?"

     Carbonear nodded.

     "I'm going too."  Hawthorne announced.

     Everyone stared at her incredulously.  "YOU?"  Ariel slapped his

forehead. 

     Hawthorne's eyes flared.  'I want to see him safe, all right?  I love

him, damnit, and I want to be there for him if...WHEN we bring him back. 

Is that a problem, Ariel?"

     Ariel backed down.  "N...no..."

     Carbonear cleared her throat.  "Uh, well, Ophelia could cast an

illusion to get us upstairs unseen.  It would last us long enough for us to

get to the stairs, at least."

     Ophelia nodded.  She concentrated, and Carbonear, Angela and Hawthorne

faded from sight. 

     "Let's go."  Hawthorne spoke, unseen.  The trio got up, and sprinted

for the stairwell.

     Broadway watched them go.  "Okay...so what do we do?"

     Whitbourne peeked out, and squinted.  "I thinks...I thinks we should

divert those buddies out there, so Carb, Angela and Hawthorne can get

upstairs before the black-eyes figures out they's gone."

     "That's a good suggestion...but it's fifty-to-one odds."  Lexington

grimaced.

     A huge boom rang overhead as a massive blast struck the wall, almost

as if to lend credence to Lexington's warning.  A huge crater impacted, and

chips of stone rained downwards.

     "If we could do something like that back at them, then we could hurt

them.  But I don't think my little blasts will help."  Fang sighed.

     Ariel brightened.  "That's it!"

     "What's it?"  Broadway asked.

     Ariel stood up, still behind the fallen crags of stone.

     "Blasts of shadow, power and death/Which would drain this troupe of

life and breath/Do thou now as I interject/And to thy original senders

reflect!"  he intoned.  A blast of shadow suddenly struck a seemingly

invisible barrier and was reflected backwards at the Servants.  There were

muffled screams of pain as it struck them.  Another blast came flying at

them, but was sent back as well.

     "You're a genius!"  Lexington crowed.

     Ophelia peered around.  "Look!  They're stopping!"

     Sure enough, the blitz slowed, and stopped.  About thirty Servants of

Twilight were unconscious on the floor.  The rest were warily glancing at

the gargoyles, and at the spot where the blasts had bounced back.

     Broadway stood up, and away from the barrier.  His eyes flared, and

the Servants recoiled in fear.

     "Remember what happens if you use that power, lad."  Hudson called. 

Broadway frowned, not entirely surprised to see him among the ranks of the

Servants of Twilight.

     The others all got up as well, eyes alight.  Ariel levitated off of

the floor, for dramatic effect.

     "No."  Broadway retorted.  "I beat the prophecy, Hudson.  I almost

killed Elisa, but I didn't.  I'm in the clear.  And we're going to see this

thing through."

     Their expressions stoic, the six unsubverted stepped forward into a

straight line.

     Hudson's brow creased, and his expression became pensive.  'If that's

the way you want it."

     Several Servants fired another blast, which again reflected and struck

them.  They cried out, and fell.

     "You'll have to do better than that."  Lexington remarked dryly.

     "All right, then, we will."  came a voice.  Tybalt stepped forward

from the back ranks of the Servants. 

     Quite suddenly, he and about twenty others changed into shadows.  They

flowed forward, and began to surround them.

     Ophelia growled, and plunged her arm into the cloud.  There was a cry

of pain, and Talon materialized on the floor, clutching his stomach in

pain.  The other shadows stopped, and surrounded them.

     "Wait a second."  Tybalt frowned.  "There's some of you missing. 

Where are they?"

     Whitbourne gulped.  "Why, whatever does ye mean, my son?"  he asked

innocently, trying to hide his obvious fear.

     "Don't play dumb with us, gargoyle."  MacBeth, another of the

subverted who had come forward, growled.  "The Ringbearer, the Truthfinder

and the Savior aren't here.  Where are they?"

     Nobody answered.

     MacBeth spun around.  "Three of them aren't here!  Find them!"

     About one hundred and fifty Servants vanished, determined to search

the castle for them.  The remaining subverted began advancing darkly on the

captives.

     Maggie strode up mockingly to Fang.  "Tried to be a hero, did you?" 

she chided.  She placed her palm flat against his temple.  Fang snarled,

and punched her away.  She went flying into a group of oncoming Servants.

     The surrounding ones snarled, but then Broadway and Lexington let

loose furious roars.  They began driving into their opponents, lashing out

wildly.  The others took the cue, and began to fight as well.

     Lexington leapt up, and dove into a group of Servants, slashing

wildly.  He raked a familiar looking Servant of Twilight in the face,

drawing blood.  The Servant cried out, and fell to the floor.  Lexington

put his hands on his hips, satisfied, but then someone crashed into him,

and he fell to the floor.

     Fang ran towards Maggie and Claw, who were coming after him again.  He

caught them in a flying tackle, and drove them down.

     "Get off of me!"  Claw snarled.  Fang's eyes widened in surprise to

hear him talk.  That distraction was exactly what Maggie needed.  She

jumped up, and dispatched Fang with a flying kick to the stomach.  Fang

cried out, and went flying back.

     Ariel rose up, into the air, and began to fire blasts of energy at the

Servants.  His spell still affected the shadow blasts, so every time a

Servant fired at him, it bounced back.  Ariel laughed merrily, and began

acrobatics, firing behind his back and between his legs.

     Whitbourne wasn't having quite as grand of a time.  He was busily

trying to dodge the blows of Demona, who was snarling wildly.

     "Why's ye attacking me?  I doesn't even know ye!"  he protested.

     Demona laughed.  "Your eyes are all the provokation I need."

     She swung at him, and Whitbourne brought his elbow down on her neck. 

She screeched, and punched him in the gut.  Whitbourne doubled over.  But

as he did, he saw a familiar face in the crowd.

     Getting up from the floor, from where Lexington had driven him, was

Brendan LaPorte.  He was nursing a bloody nose, and staring in disgust at

Lexington.  Whitbourne didn't see that.  He only saw the Servant of

Newfoundland, who had forced him and Woodstock to betray the others.  And

he was quite suddenly enraged.

     Whitbourne's eyes flared, and he drove forward, bowling Demona over. 

He strode over, and grabbed Brendan by the collar.

     "Who..."  Brendan asked confusedly.

     Whitbourne's mouth dropped.  "Ye doesn't remember me?  Think, my son. 

I'm the one you used in your sick twisted game."

     Brendan's eyes widened in recognition.  "Oh, you!  You're one of those

mental defective Newfoundland gargoyles I enlisted!  I remember you know!"

     Whitbourne snarled.  All of the earlier fear he'd been feeling was

suddenly clouded over in his rage for this man, for this one man who had

set him against his friends and stolen Bonavista and Woodstock from the

good.  With a satisflying crunch, he punched Brendan in the eye.

     "You listen to me, my son."  Whitbourne hissed, furious.  "I don't

know where ye lives to, but its obvious they didn't teach ye one thing."

     "And what's that?'

     "You NEVER...NEVER...messes with a Newfoundlander, my son.  You gots

that?"  Whitbourne growled.

     He didn't even notice as Brendan furrowed his brow, beginning the

subversion attempt.  But it didn't matter.  Whitbourne hauled back to

Newfoundland, and hit him in the bridge of the nose.  Brendan cried out,

and went limp in Whitbourne's grasp.  The gargoyle sighed, and let him

fall.

     "For Clan Newfie."  Whitbourne whispered, smiling happily.

     Ophelia, meanwhile, was in a defensive stance, crouching as Wolf tried

to kill her.  The werewolf grinned, and stepped forward.  Ophelia growled,

and tripped him with her tail.  He fell to the ground, stunned.  But

somebody else...Maria Chavez, Ophelia realized...suddenly materialized in

front of her.  Maria drove back, and hit Ophelia in the stomach.  Ophelia

cried out as her organs flared in pain.  She was driven to her knees. 

Obviously, her gunshot wound hadn't been quite fully healed. 

     Broadway was busily dodging the advances of Tybalt.  The red gargoyle

had drawn a dagger, and was snarling wildly as he drove it forward, hoping

to impale him.

     "So what do you think, Protector?"  Tybalt panted.  "Should I kill

you, or just put your eyes out so you can at least hear your friends die?"

     "I'll take Plan C."  Broadway growled, knocking the dagger from his

hand.  "Kicking the jalapena out of you."

     Broadway rammed him in the chest with his shoulder, and watched as he

went spinning to the floor.

     All in all, they were doing well.

***************************************************************************

**********

     Woodstock, meanwhile, watched as Tybalt's dagger was thrown from his

hand.  He saw it spiral down and clatter on the floor.  He raced forward,

and snatched it up before anyone else had a chance to.

     Brandishing his prize, the Newfoundlander entered the battle zone,

looking for someone to kill. 

     He found Lexington.

     The small, olive-green gargoyle was getting up, beating on a hapless

Servant.  Woodstock smiled, and plunged the weapon into Lexington's

shoulder.

     Lexington screamed, and whirled around.  The blood began to pour from

the open wound, oozing down his arm.  Woodstock wrenched the dagger free,

and hit the small one in the head with the butt of the hilt.  Apparently,

he'd done it harder than he'd realized, because Lexington's eyes rolled

back in his head, and he fell to the floor.

     Woostock turned, and smiled at the Servant, who grinned and sauntered

off.  Woodstock raised the dagger, and prepared to plunge it into the

gargoyle's defenseless chest.

     VERY unfortuantely for him, Broadway was but ten feet away.

***************************************************************************

**********

     Broadway rubbed his hands, and was just about to head off to help

Ophelia when he heard Lexington scream.  He whirled around, but a Servant

jumped him.  Broadway twisted him off.  He looked, and saw Lexington on the

floor.  Woodstock was about to kill him.

     Something snapped in his mind.  Unlike before, however, Broadway

welcomed it, knowing that he had escaped his doom.  His mind clouded with

righteous fire, and the energy exploded from his eyes in a massive blast. 

It danced about, striking each and every Servant of Twilight in the room. 

They screamed, and fell to the floor.  Those closest were blown backwards,

smacking themselves on pices of stone and knocking them out.  In seconds,

Broadway, Whitbourne, Ariel and Fang were the only ones standing in the

room.

     Broadway's attenetion focused on the half-conscious Woodstock, who was

weakly crawling away, his dagger forgotten in the aftermath of the blast. 

Taking great strides, Broadway walked up to Woodstock and picked him up. 

The Newfoundlander whimpered in fright.

     "Don't hurt me..." he gasped.

     Broadway laughed.  "That's the least of your worries, Woody."  he

said, patronizingly. 

***************************************************************************

**********

     Ophelia got up, clutching her stomach.  The white light had died down. 

All of the Servants were down, either unconscious or madly scrambling to

get away from Broadway.  The Protector was laughing, holding up Woodstock.

     Frowning, Ophelia began to remember that something in her dream had

something to do with Broadway.

     Beware the Protector.  He may think that he's escaped his fate, but he

hasn't.

     Ophelia's eyes widened in horror as she realized what was happening. 

Broadway hadn't beaten the prophecy.  Meaning he was still going to kill

somebody.

     Woodstock.

     "Oh, no."  she whispered.  "BROADWAY!!!!"

     Broadway turned around, his eyes flaring.  "What is it?"  he asked

testily.

     She got up, and slowly walked forward.  "Broadway, come back down! 

You could kill him!"

     "Kill him?"  Whitbourne asked, suddenly snapping up from his stares at

the fallen Servants.  His eyes stopped flaring, and he began to approach

the others, his face filled with cautious fear.  Ariel and Fang began to

advance as well.

     "I beat the prophecy, Ophelia."  Broadway growled.  "I can't kill

him."

     "What about the silhouette in the mirror?"  Ophelia stated.  She had

no idea what that meant, but hoped it had a cryptic meaning for Broadway. 

Apparently, it didn't, because Broadway turned back to Woodstock.  He

grinned, and fired a blast of light at him.  Woodstock screamed in agony,

but Broadway held fast to his shirt, keeping him there.

     "Protector..."  Ariel said cautiously, "Remember the prophecy..."

     "The prophecy!  Hah!"  Broadway mocked.  "I beat it, Ariel.  I'm not

going to kill him.  But he just tried to kill Lexington.  All I'm going to

do is teach him a lesson."

     Broadway turned back, and fired at Woodstock again.  The reddish

gargoyle twisted in agony, trying to escape.

     Whitbourne jumped on top of Broadway, and Woodstock fell to the

ground.  Broadway roared, and writhed wildly, forcing the Newoundlander off

of his back.  Whitbourne went crashing into Ariel, and the two flew back. 

Broadway snarled.

     "Stop it!"  he screamed.  "Don't ever do that again!"

     He blasted all four of his friends, driving them all back.  They

landed on the floor, lying still.

     Broadway's mouth twisted into an appraising grin.  He turned back, and

picked up Woodstock again, who had been trying to crawl away.

     "Oh, no, you don't."  Broadway muttered.  He picked up Woodstock, and

thrust his face down towrads Lexington's still form.

     "What did you do to him?"  Broadway demanded, knowing perfectly well.

     "I...I stabbed him..."

     "So you tried to kill him."

     Woodstock swallowed.  "Y...yes..."

     Broadway roared, and threw him across the room.  He cried out, and

smacked the wall heavily.  There was a sickening splintering sound as his

ribs cracked, and Woodstock was suddenly short of breath.

     Before his prey could even think to vanish, Broadway was over there,

picking him up again.  Every time something touched his chest, Woodstock

whimpered in pain.

     "You tried to kill him?"  Broadway repeated.  In fear, Woodstock took

a swing at Broadway, and hit him in the face.

     Broadway roared, and fired blasts at Woodstock.  The last vestiges of

control snapped, and he augmented the force.  Woodstock screamed, in

absolute torment now.  Broadway laughed, and blasted again.

     And again.  And again. 

***************************************************************************

**********

     His body was nothing but pain, now.  The blasts were pure concussive

force, slamming into his body.  It felt as if a sledgehammer was driving

into him, leaving incredible damage in its wake.  Bruises sprung up all

over his body.  One of the splinters of bone in his chest was driven

forward, and his right lung was punctured.  Several of his organs ruptured,

and he began to bleed internally.

     Woodstock suddenly realized that he was about to die.  And as the

realization came to him, he felt the subversion disappear.

     He weakly opened one eye, but he could make nothing out other than the

fact he wasn't in the bell tower, the last place he remembered being.  But

Woodstock didn't care.  It didn't matter now.  He didn't know or care who

was killing him, but only hoped that somehow, the person would realize that

what he was doing was wrong.

     As the blasts continued to rain down on him, he suddenly found the

pain becoming bearable.  In a matter of seconds, it had disappeared.  A

white light began to fill his vision, and he felt nothing but inner peace. 

The sounds of the room became distant and far away.  He could hear somebody

laughing, but nothing else.  Then, even that was gone.

     Grimly, he remembered back to that day eleven years ago, when Jason

Doyle, the man who had discovered the four gargoyles in the belfry of the

church,  had died in hospital.  He'd been drunk driving after one of June

Tibbo's parties, and had slammed into a transfer truck.  He, Witless,

Bonnie and Carb had gone to the accident site after everything had been

cleared out, and grieved.

     Will they grieve for me?  Woodstock wondered.  I hope not.  I'm going

to a better place...

     Suddenly, the remaining images faded.  There was only a white light,

but then June Tibbo's house appeared in the brightness.  Witless and Carb

were there, waving him on.  There was going to be a party, my son, and

Marsha said she'd save a dance for ye!  Carb said, and her voice seemed

musical.  As he peered into the windows, he saw that Brooklyn and the

others were at the party too.  So was Jason, and Loveless, who was getting

beer poured over his head by Bonnie.

     As he approached the house, he realized that nothing would ever go

wrong here.  In life, he'd been one of the abandoned Clan Newfie, who never

really seemed to belong with them.  He'd come across as too rough, too

crass.  Perhaps, in death, he'd do better.  He wouldn't be such a jerk with

new people, like he'd been with the gargoyles from New York.  He made one

final wish, that the Manhattanites realized that he hadn't hated them, that

that was just the way he was.

     But then, it didn't matter.  The light swallowed Woodstock, and he was

gone.

***************************************************************************

**********

     Broadway continued to blast him, revelling in his screams.  But then,

Woodstock stopped screaming, and simply took what came to him.  He stopped

firing, confused.

     He let Woodstock fall.  The red gargoyle plummeted to the ground,

striking limply.  Oddly enough, that brought Broadway back.  His eyes

dimmed, and he knelt down.

     Woodstock's eyes were slightly open.  In the harsh light of the moon

outside, Broadway noticed that they weren't black anymore.

     "What have I done?"  he asked himself, numbly.  He knelt down, and

placed a hand on Woodstock's shoulder.

     "Woodstock?"  Broadway asked, shaking him gently.  "I'm sorry,

Woodstock.  I lost control.  But you'll be fine."

     "...better place..."  Woodstock stated weakly.  His eyes closed, and

he rolled over limply on his side.

     "Woodstock?  Woody?"  Broadway frowned, shaking harder. 

     Then, he noticed that Woodstock wasn't breathing.  Felling a growing

horror in the pit of his stomach, Broadway felt for a pulse.  There was

none.

     Broadway began to hyperventilate.   "Oh, God."  he whispered.  "Oh,

no.  Oh, God.  Please, no."

     Broadway fell backwards, and sat.  Tears began to flow unchecked down

his cheeks.

     I couldn't have killed him.  I couldn't have.  I beat the prophecy,

damnit!

     What about the silhouette in the mirror?

     Broadway paled.  Hudson had shown him who he was to kill, in the

mirror maze.  That's what he had forgotten after the Elisa incident. 

     The silhouette in the mirror had been that of a gargoyle.

     Broadway, horrified, began to stare at Woodstock's body.  He made a

weak, strangled sound.

     Whitbourne walked over, rubbing his head, his eyes closed.  "What the

frigg did ye do, my son?"  he asked Broadway pointedly.  "I'se still

feeling that."

     Then, he followed Broadway's sorrowful gaze downward, towards the

silent, still form of Woodstock.

     "Oh, my..."  Whitbourne exhaled.  He fell down, and touched his

friend's face.

     "What happened?"  Whitbourne asked, confused.

     "He's dead."  Broadway whispered. "He's dead, Whitbourne, and I killed

him."

     Whitbourne looked down at Woodstock.  "D...dead?"  he asked smally.

     Broadway nodded.  Fang, Ophelia and Ariel walked over, regarding the

sorrowful sight.

     "Oh, God."  Ophelia closed her eyes. She turned her head away.

     "I killed him!  I'm sorry!  God, I'm so sorry!"  Broadway cried,

collapsing into tears.

     Whitbourne tapped gently on Woodstock's shoulder.  "He's not dead." 

he stated, refusing to believe.   "C'mon, Woody.  Wake up, now."  Woodstock

stared up at him with cold, sightless eyes.

     Whitbourne's eyes filled up with tears.  "He can't be dead.  Twasn't

his time..."

     Ariel put his hand on his shoulder.  "Whitbourne...I think..."

     Whitbourne swallowed, and closed his eyes. 

     "I suppose you're right."  he sighed, brokenly.  "Broadway, my son, I

thinks he's dead."

     And suddenly, Whitbourne collapsed onto Woodstock's body, and began to

weep for his friend.  His shoulders shook in wrenching sobs, and the sounds

of his grief stricken wails filled the room.

     Broadway stared dully at the scene, tears rolling down his cheeks.

     "I'm sorry."  he stated, but he instinctively knew that that would

never be enough.

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

******************************

Chapter Four

          Brooklyn Sees The Light

     The three shadowy forms appeared on the roof of the castle, and the

battle began anew.

     Brooklyn dodged the first bolts, and fired back several of his own. 

Silhouette screamed as they hit her.

     "You're a has-been, Sil."  Brooklyn snarled.  "You had your chance,

and you blew it.  Now, the power's been passed on to me."

     Silhouette cried out in rage, and blasted back.  The shadows struck

Brooklyn in the side of the face, and he went spiraling backwards.

     "I killed you before, Brooklyn."  she growled.  "Don't think I won't

do it again."

     "Killed me?"  Brooklyn stated mockingly.  "Even then, you couldn't

keep me down.  I'm a survivor, Sil.  Nothing you can do keeps me down for

good."

     He roared, and slammed into her stomach with his fist as hard as he

could.  She doubled over in pain, clutching at her stomach and breathing in

short, hollow barks.

     Brooklyn smiled cruelly.  "You were just a pawn all long.  A means for

the Forbidding to get out and find capable leadership.  ME."

     Silhouette looked up.  "He'd be hard pressed to find it in you."

     Brooklyn stood up erect, and pointed to the Forbidding.  "Ask it why

it picked me.  It's right there."

     The Forbidding, which had been standing quietly nearby, cleared its

throat.  "He's right."  it stated.  "You were but the means for my escape. 

I kept the power with you as long as it was necessary, and then retracted

it."

     Silhouette stared in shock at the fog, and then at Brooklyn.  She

groaned, and collapsed.

     "You were using me all along."  she remarked.

     The Forbidding nodded.  Brooklyn crossed his arms, and stood aside

with a satisfied smile.

     "I might consider letting you share in my future, Silhouette." 

Brooklyn grinned.  "Not as my queen...I have another gargoyle in mind for

that.  But you can learn to serve me as a Servant of Twilight, too."

     Silhouette growled.  Live as one of Brooklyn's Servants?

     "I'd rather die."  she spat.

     Brooklyn shrugged.  "Hey.  I'm flexible."

     He raised his hands, and took another shot at her.  It hit her in the

head, and she writhed in pain.  Soon, she was still.  Alive, but

unconscious.

     Brooklyn looked to the Forbidding.  "Well, that's that."

***************************************************************************

**********

     Not long after they reached the staircase, the illusion was lost. 

Hawthorne, Angela and Carbonear were visible again, racing upwards.  When

they got to the top floor, Angela led them towards the stairs to the roof.

     Carbonear looked worried.  "I don't know if I has any idea how to save

him."  she admitted.

     Hawthorne looked over to her.  "Don't worry.  The six of us have been

winging it most of the way."

     They ascended the stairs hurridly, but quietly.  As they emerged on

the top of the tower, they were only confronted by the November breeze.

     "Where are they?"  Angela asked, raising an eyebrow.

     Hawthorne cautiously peered over the side of the tower.  "They're

directly below us."  she stated.  "Still fighting."

     Carbonear and Angela peeked over as well, and winced as Brooklyn

blasted Silhouette for the final time.  Silhouette fell to the ground, and

was still.

     "Well, that's that."  Brooklyn stated succinctly.

     Carbonear looked to Angela.  "Let's do it."  she swallowed.  "I'se as

ready as I'se ever gonna be."

     She leapt up onto the parapet, and dove off into the air, spreading

her wings.  Angela and Hawthorne followed.

***************************************************************************

**********

     Brooklyn cracked his knuckles.  "Now that she's gone, we should go

check in on the Ringbearer and the others.  They should be either dead or

subverted by now."

     He clenched one hand into a fist.  "When we find the Ringbearer,

though, she's mine."

     "Do you plan on killing her?"  The Forbidding asked.

     Brooklyn frowned, and struck a pensive expression.  "No.  I want her

subverted.  She'll be my queen."

     There was a swooping sound behin them.  Brooklyn spun around to see

Hawthorne, Carbonear and Angela land.

     "Well, speak of the devil, talk about timing."  Brooklyn smirked. 

"Hello, ladies.  What can I do for you?"

     "Spare the snideness, Brooklyn."  Angela growled.

     Carbonear noticed her stance out of the corner of her eye, and

imitated it.  "We's not here to fight, bye.  We's here to save."

     "Save?"  Brooklyn laughed, crossing his arms.  "Save me from what? 

Myself?  I'll say it one last time.  I chose this."

     "No, you didn't."  Hawthorne stepped forward.  "You sacrificed your

freedom to save me.  But we're here to bring you home."

     Brooklyn was about to reply when the Forbidding swirled forward.  "No,

I don't think so.  Brooklyn made his decision, and the least you can do is

accept its permanence."

     Hawthorne continued her advance, almost until her nose was touching

the Forbidding.  "Can't he answer for himself?"  she asked.

     "Of course.  But..."

     "Then let him."  Carbonear frowned, nudging Angela.  The two marched

up to stand beside Hawthorne.

     "I don't think that's wise."  the Forbidding replied.  "You see, I

know about your little powers, Savior.  How am I to know you won't use it

to snatch him unfairly from the team he's chosen to work with?"

     "He didn't choose!  Silhouette was strangling me, and he accepted

subversion to save me!  He didn't want it any more than he wanted me to

die!"  Hawthorne yelled.

     The Forbidding laughed.  "Let him be the judge of that."

     A shadow swirled around the foggy mass of the Forbidding, and reformed

into Brooklyn's lean form.  The gargoyle stepped forward, facing Hawthorne.

     "Deep down, I wanted this, beloved."  Brooklyn whispered ominously. 

"All along, this is what I truly wanted.  The only thing missing is you by

my side."

     Hawthorne's mouth twisted in pain.  "No!  You don't understand!"

     "Don't I?"  Brooklyn asked quietly.  "Hawth, I knew what I was getting

into when I made the choice.  I did it to save your life, because I still

loved you.  I always will."

     Hawthorne wrung her hands, and looked at Brooklyn's face. 

     His expression was hopeful and loving.  One hand was extended, waiting

for Hawthorne to grasp it.

     "Please?"  he asked.  He held out the hand even more.  Hawthorne

stared stupidly at it.

     Angela growled, but Brooklyn waved, and she and Carbonear were

suddenly paralyzed.  Hawthorne registered that fact dimly, but turned her

attention back to Brooklyn.  A tear was running down his cheek.

     "I still love you."  he mumbled.

     Almost hypnotically, Hawthorne began to shift her weight forward, in

preparation to take his hand.  But suddenly, she shook free of it.  She

reached into her pocket, and withdrew the Ring.  Shrieking, she plunged the

arc of metal into the Forbidding.

     She pushed out her will into the Ring, trying to force it to destroy

the Forbidding.  The Ring flared, and began to glow.  The Forbidding

screamed, and Brooklyn clutched his stomach in pain.  Hawthorne watched in

grim satisfaction as the Ring continued its steady glow.  Angela and

Carbonear began moving again.

     Hawthorne withdrew the Ring, and Brooklyn fell to the ground.  The

three ran over to him.  He was alive.

     "We have to do it now.  While they're down."  Angela hissed.

     Carbonear sighed.  "I...I thinks I knows how to use my power.  You

needs to help me, though."

     Angela nodded.  Carbonear began to concentrate, and her eyes began to

glow green.

***************************************************************************

**********

     There was an intense rushing of air, and Carbonear suddenly felt

herself almost detached from her body.  She tried to open her eyes, but

couldn't.  But she had an awareness of what was going on.

     Suddenly, she felt something else brush up against her mind...or, more

accurately, she elt her mind brush up against something else.  Brooklyn's

eyes snapped open. 

     [OH, JESUS.] Carbonear swore.  [CHRIST ALMIGHTY, I'SE INSIDE HIS

FRIGGING HEAD!]

     She felt a stirring of consciousness, and an awakening. 

Who...Brooklyn thought, feeling the presence of another awareness in his

mind.

     Without really understanding how, Carbonear projected some thoughts

back.  [IT'S CARBONEAR.  BELIEVE ME, I'SE JUST AS CONFUSED AS YE.]  she

replied, mentally, amazed.  She was actually INSIDE Brooklyn's thoughts!

     "Savior!"  Brooklyn said aloud.  Angela and Hawthorne gave him

quizzical looks.  With dismay, Carbonear realized that the corrupted

Brooklyn was still in control.

     [EASE UP, BYE.  TIME TO DO SOME SOUL-SEARCHING.]  Carbonear quipped. 

     Brooklyn hissed.  "Carbonear, I don't know how you did it, but get out

of my head.  I mean it."

     [CAN'T DO THAT, BROOKS.  YOU GOTS TO SEE THE TRUTH.]

     She marvelled at what she was doing.  Here she was, actually sending

her very thoughts clearly into someone else's head!

     But she didn't take very long to marvel.  With a grim sigh,

instinctively knowing what to do, she got down to work.

***************************************************************************

**********

     "Carbonear's inside his head?"  Hawthorne asked, confusedly.  She

stared at Brooklyn.  The Leader was frowning, looking around for Carbonear. 

His eyes came upon her body, standing motionless nearby, and he paled.

     "How are you doing this?"  he asked.  "...Ariel?  That little

instigator's always one step ahead.  I was hoping that he hadn't granted

you your power yet...How many times do I have to tell you?  I don't want

you to save me.  You're wasting your time..."

     Angela raised an eyebrow as Brooklyn seemingly had a conversation with

himself.  If the situation wasn't so grave, it might have been comical.

     Suddenly, she felt a blast strike her back, and she flew forward,

skidding across the courtyard.  She looked back, and saw the Forbidding

letting a blast fly at Hawthorne.

     The Forbidding seemed to expand, and reached out a pseudopod towards

Carbonear.

     "No!"  Hawthorne screamed.  She brandished the Ring again, which

seemed to halt the Forbidding in its tracks. 

     The Forbidding turned.  Its voice was booming and infuriated.  "SHE

WILL BE DESTROYED!"  it shouted, indicating Carbonear.  "I WON'T LET HER

HAVE HIM!  HE'S MINE!"

     Angela propped herself up.  "So you were controlling him all along, is

that what you're saying?"

     The Forbidding spun around to face her.  "What?"

     "You just said 'he's mine.'  Does that mean that you were using him

all along?"

     Brooklyn had forgotten Carbonear, and was staring at the Forbidding

with a look of disbelief on his face.

     "I...I mean..."  the Forbidding flustered, realizing it had made a

potentially fatal mistake.  "I mean, I won't let her deprive Brooklyn of

his chance to rule the world..."

     "You see, Brooklyn?  Can't you see?  The Forbidding just admitted it

was using you!"  Hawthorne cried triumphantly.  Brooklyn looked at her,

dismayed.

***************************************************************************

**********

     Brooklyn suddenly felt the world stop. 

     "I WON'T LET HER HAVE HIM!  HE'S MINE!"  he heard the Forbidding

shriek.

     [YOU SEE?  IT'S WHAT WE'S BEEN SAYING!  IT'S USING YE!]  Carbonear

cried, inside of his mind.  [YOU'RE JUST A PART OF ITS PLAN!]

     Brooklyn simply stared at the Forbidding.  His mind tried to

comprehend the gravity of what was going on, but failed.  All he could

gather was that someone was lying to him.  But who?

     "Stop confusing me!"  he yelled, wringing his hands angrily.  "I rule

the Servants!"

     [IS THAT TRUE, BYE?  OR DOES YE JUST THINK YE DOES?]

     Tiny, minute holes in the Forbidding's logic began to present

themselves.  Perhaps he wasn't as in control as he thought.

     He heard Carbonear sigh.  [BROOKLYN, WITH HIM, YE'S JUST A PUPPET.  IF

YE COMES HOME TO US, THEN YOU'RE REALLY WITH US, AND NOT JUST SOME FIGURE,

IN PLACE SO THE FORBIDDING HAS THE PLEASURE OF OPPOSABLE THUMBS.]

     Brooklyn roared, and put his hands to his head.  "I don't know who to

believe!"  he wailed.

     Suddenly, Carbonear felt another presence inside Brooklyn's head,

sharing his thoughts.

     [BELIEVE IN ME, BROOKLYN.]  the Forbidding stated.  [THE OTHERS OFFER

YOU NOTHING BUT MUNDANENESS, WHILE I OFFER YOU THE WORLD.]

     Brooklyn's eyes flared black again.  Carbonear instinctively knew that

he was leaning towards the Forbidding again, and that she had to figure out

a way to get the Forbidding out of his head.

     [BROOKLYN!  IT'S JUST TRYING TO HIDE THE TRUTH AGAIN!]  Carbonear

shouted.  [YOU HAS TO SEE THROUGH THE LIES!]

     Suddenly, she felt a splitting pain in her head.  She shrieked, and

put her hands to her temples. 

     [BUTT OUT.]  The Forbidding commanded.  [I'VE WORKED FOR TOO LONG AND

TOO HARD TO LET SOME INEXPERIENCED SAVIOR TRY TO STOP ME.]

     [BROOKLYN!  LISTEN TO HIM!]  Carbonear projected through the pain.

     There was a laugh.  [SAVE YOUR ENERGY, SAVIOR.  HE CAN'T HEAR YOU.  IF

YOU'RE GOING TO GET TO HIM, YOU HAVE TO COME THROUGH ME.]

     Almost to support this, Brooklyn stood up, and smiled.  He raised his

hands, preparing to blast Angela.

     "No!"  Carbonear screamed aloud.  Suddenly, the pain stopped, and the

green glow in her eyes vanished.  She tried to project a thought at

Brooklyn, but couldn't.  She was shut out of his mind.

     So, instead, she dove and tackled him, hoping to distract him so she

could insert herself into his mind again.  Brooklyn cried out, and tumbled

onto the ground, hissing and spitting.  Carbonear snarled, and grabbed a

handful of his hair.  He screamed, and blasted her.  But despite the force,

she held fast, nearly tearing out a clump of his hair. 

     "What are you doing?"  Hawthorne screamed.  Carbonear didn't answer. 

Brooklyn threw her off, and she flew backwards into the wall.

     "I needs to get into his mind again.  The Forbidding's taken control

completely, and he won't let go.  Angela has to come in, too."  Carbonear

explained painfully.  Angela ran over, dodging a blast from Brooklyn.

     "How do you plan on getting me into his head?"  Angela asked.

     Carbonear thoughtfully chewed on her lip.  "I thinks I knows.  C'mon. 

Hawthorne, we needs you to give a distraction."

     Hawthorne nodded.  "Trust me.  I can be diverting."

     She got up, and drew the Ring from her pocket again.  Grinning, she

ran forward, twisting between the blasts of shadow.  Soon, she came upon

the Forbidding, and held the Ring, ready to plunge it into the center.

     "Get out of his head, Forbidding."  Hawthorne growled. "Otherwise..."

     "Otherwise what, beloved?"  Brooklyn scowled.  "If you kill it, you

kill me, and every other subverted person in the world.  You want the

murder of millions of people on your head?  Then plunge that Ring."    

     Hawthorne hesitated, and began to lower the Ring.

     "Didn't think so."  Brooklyn laughed.  "Ang just for the record, I

WANT the Forbidding in my head."

     Hawthorne looked up, and smiled twistedly.  Maybe holding the Ring in

the Forbidding for as long as the last time would kill it.

     But a shorter time...

     "Well, then, I guess that the Forbidding will be happy in it's new

home."  Hawthorne smiled cheerily.  Brooklyn's eyes narrowed warily.

     "Well, here's my housewarming present."  Hawthorne continued.  She

stuck the Ring into the fog, and concentrated.  The Ring flared briefly,

and Brooklyn screamed.

     "Now, Carbonear!"  Hawthorne yelled, taking the Ring out.  Carbonear

and Angela sprinted forward, and Carbonear concentrated.  Carbonear and

Angela suddenly stopped moving, and both their eyes flared to an emerald

green color.

***************************************************************************

**********

     Angela blinked.  She had a complete sense of oneness with Carbonear's

mind, but also with Brooklyn...and with the Forbidding.  The latter's

malignant thoughts churned out evil in waves, and Angela had to fight from

retching. 

     Carbonear frowned.  [BROOKLYN, I BROUGHT ANGELA IN WITH ME, THIS TIME. 

AND SHE'S GONNA MAKE YE SEE THE TRUTH.]

     Brooklyn's thoughts echoed, sounding confused.  [JUST HOW MANY PEOPLE

ARE IN MY HEAD, NOW, ANYWAY?]  he asked.

     The Forbidding 'spoke' then, sounding angry, yet patronizing.  [IT'S

ALL RIGHT, BROOKLYN.  THESE TWO INTRUDERS WILL BE DEALT WITH.]

     Angela frowned.  How could she help Carbonear?

     Then it came to her.  As the Truthfinder, she could dispel the

illusions that surrounded her.  And if she was in Brooklyn's mind, then any

lies or delusions inside his thoughts were fair game.

     So, she had but to use her power, and Brooklyn could be brought back. 

Or at least, the gate would be open for Carbonear to bring him back.

     She began to focus...but then the pain began.  The Forbidding was

attacking her.

     [NO YOU DON'T, TRUTHFINDER.]  the Forbidding growled. 

     Angela screamed as her own mind was twisted, and pushed back.  Any

further, and she would be ejected from Brooklyn's mind.  Any harder, and

her own mind would be destroyed.

     But Carbonear came to the rescue.  She added her own mental strength

to that of Angela, and the two began to wearily push the Forbidding back. 

     [DO IT NOW, ANGELA!]  Carbonear screamed.  Angela nodded, and began. 

She pulled in her will, and concentrated on the Forbidding.

     There was suddenly a flash of bright light.

***************************************************************************

**********

     Brooklyn scowled, and watched impassively as the Forbidding tried to

remove Carbonear and Angela from his mind. 

     It IS my friend, Brooklyn marvelled.  It's keeping them from screwing

around with my head.  That proves it.  The Forbidding is telling the truth,

not them.

     But suddenly, a shock coursed through his synapses, and his proverbial

eyes were opened.  There was a flash of white light inside his head, and

then the truth started to shine through.

     Brooklyn suddenly realized that the Forbidding was everything that

Hawthorne and the others had said it was, and more.  It was a demon, of

sorts...bent on conquering the world.  But without an anchor, a physical,

tangible being to direct its powers from, then it was powerless.  It was

like a vampire, but instead of draining blood, it drained humanity.  A

vampire of the soul.

     And Brooklyn was it's newest victim. 

     It had fed on his soul, twisting his love for Hawthorne into a

weakness to exploit, simply because it had grown tired and annoyed with

Silhouette.  It had claimed to be his friend, but was simply using him, as

it had used Silhouette, and Tuath de Dannan, and the nameless gargoyle of

the past.  It had granted his powers, but he had never controlled them. 

All along, it had been the Forbidding acting through him.

     The Forbidding had cared nothing for him.  He was but a pawn, another

player in the game that the Forbidding had tried to control.  It had preyed

upon his vulnerabilities, using the weaknesses and character traits it had

found.  It had claimed to be his friend, but used him as a game.  It had

given him the world, but he'd never really controlled it.

     [DON'T LISTEN TO HER!]  The Forbidding screamed.  [SHE'S TRYING TO

MAKE YOU THINK WHAT SHE WANTS TO!  SHE'S LYING!]

     Brooklyn's brow creased.  That could make sense, but could he really

trust the Forbidding?

     "I don't know who to believe!"  he screamed again. 

     [BELIEVE IN ME, BROOKLYN.  THE TRUTHFINDER AND THE SAVIOR WANT YOU TO

GIVE UP THE FABULOUS THINGS I OFFER YOU.   CAN YOU DO THAT?  YOU DON'T HAVE

TO.  BELIEVE IN ME, AND I WILL GRANT YOU THE...]

     "NO!"  Brooklyn screamed.  He put his hands to his head, and wailed. 

"Get out of my head!  All of you!  Get out!  Get out!  Get out!"

     [BROOKLYN, WE'S TRYING TO SAVE YOU...]

     [SEE THE TRUTH, BROOKLYN.  COME HOME...]

     [DON'T LISTEN TO THEM.  YOU CAN RULE THE WORLD...]

     "STOP IT!!!!"  Brooklyn shrieked.  He blasted wildly, striking the

walls, the floors, and the Forbidding.  The fog creature screamed, and

Brooklyn, Carbonear and Angela felt its presence vanish from Brooklyn's

mind.

     Angela refocused.  [BROOKLYN, ARE YOU SEEING THE TRUTH?  THAT THE

FORBIDDING IS A LYING, MANIPULATIVE MONSTER?]

     [IF YOU STAYS WITH IT, BROOKLYN, YOU'RE ALSO HELPING IT KEEP THE

SICKNESS ALIVE.] Carbonear added. 

     Brooklyn suddenly saw the world as it was, before that fateful day in

October when the battle at the castle had claimed his life.  He saw himself

and his friends in the castle, watching TV and smacking each other with

pillows, while Hudson and Bronx watched impassively from the rocker, and

Goliath and Elisa whispered tenderly to each other on the castle parapets. 

The vision focused on him, fitting in with the crowd, generally belonging.

     Then the scene shifted to the world as it was now.  The people had

become spiteful, mean, and sadistic.  Everyone had black eyes, and everyone

was lashing out at each other.  The hate was unbearable.  All the plants

were dead, and the animals subverted.  The black mist was everywhere...

     And you're helping it go along!  Brooklyn raged within himself.  This

is the truth!  The Forbidding used you, and because of it, the world's

dying!  All because of you!  You!  YOU!

     Brooklyn screamed again.  Finally, the truth was exposed to him. 

Hawthorne and the others had been right all along.

     Brooklyn hissed, and stared hatefully at the Forbidding.  "WHAT DID

YOU MAKE ME DO?"  he screamed, blasting it.  His stomach flared in pain as

it entered, but he didn't care.  He would kill the Forbidding if it was the

last thing he did.

     "What did you make me do?"  he yelled again, firing.  "Oh, you

bastard, what did you make me do?"

***************************************************************************

**********

     Carbonear gasped.  She could feel the pain Brooklyn went through as

every blast struck the Forbidding.  If he went much more, he'd kill

himself.

     But he had seen the truth.  He realized the problem now.

     And she could give him the solution.

     Instinctively, as if she had been born with the power of the Savior,

she shunted Angela out of Brooklyn's mind.  The Truthfinder fell back,

stunned, watching as the scene took place.  Hawthorne ran forward, staring

anxiously at Carbonear and Brooklyn.

     Carbonear focused all her attention on Brooklyn's mind, and called her

power forth.  The magic streamed forward in a blaze of white energy,

purging all of the dark magic.  The malignant thoughts which clouded his

mind vanished, the dark magic's hold around his soul faded away.  His eyes

lightened, slowly, from black to white.  He roared in anger and fury...

     ...and collapsed to the ground, whimpering like a child.

     Carbonear felt a sudden feedback of energy, and she was pushed out

from his mind as well.  Her eyes dimmed, returning to the hazel brown color

they'd always been.  She sat back, momentarily exhausted.

     Hawthorne ran forward, and picked Brooklyn up.  His expression was

confused, and he was breathing shallowly, but he was otherwise fine.

     "Ssh." she tried to comfort him.  "It's all right."

     Suddenly, he looked up.  "What happened?"  he asked, confusedly.

     Carbonear raised an eyebrow, rubbing her temples.  "What does ye mean,

'what happened'?"

     The sight of Carbonear seemed to add more puzzlement to Brooklyn's

expression.  "I mean, the last thing I remember, I was in Xanatos' office,

telling Hawthorne that I loved her, and about to be subverted, and

distinctly knowing that you were in Atlanta."  he stated.  "Where is

everybody, and why are we outside?"

     Hawthorne sighed.  "Brooklyn...you were subverted.  But Carbonear and

Whitbourne and Ariel and Fang came in the middle of it all, and Carbonear

brought you back.  She was part of the prophecy...the Savior.  That's why

she couldn't be subverted."

     Brooklyn frowned.  "I don't remember anything!"  he moaned.  "I mean,

my memory is clear up to me telling you that I loved you, and then it's

almost as if nothing else happened between then and now.  Except for little

bits."

     Angela raised an eyebrow.  "Perhaps once someone is brought back from

subversion, their memories are wiped clean."

     Hawthorne suddenly leaned down, and kissed him solidly for a long

time.  Carbonear looked away, dismayed.

     "I thought I'd lost you."  Hawthorne whispered.  "I thought I'd never

see the real you ever again."

     Brooklyn felt his eyes water, and he quite suddenly burst into tears. 

He grabbed a fold of Hawthorne's jacket, and wept into it.

     "It happened.  I was subverted, and I couldn't stop it.  God only

knows what Silhouette made me do to you..."

     "It's over now."  Hawthorne told him, running her hands through his

cotton white hair.  "It's over.  We have to rebanish the Forbidding, and

then this whole messy business is over.  The final battle's over.  We've

won."

     "The who?"  Brooklyn asked.

     There was suddenly an all too familiar voice.  "You haven't won yet,

Ringbearer.  Not by a long shot."

     They all spun around, and saw the Forbidding reform.  To their horror,

Silhouette got up as well.

     "Congratulations on getting your precious Leader back, Savior."  the

Forbidding snarled, bitterly.  "But I had one last contingency plan. 

Fortunately, Brooklyn didn't kill Silhouette.  Good thing, becasue I

thought she could be useful."

     Silhouette's eyes glinted.  "Say hello to the reinstated Queen of

Darkness, Brooklyn."

     Brooklyn's eyes widened in terror.  Hawthorne's mouth set into a

straight line, and Angela snarled.  Carbonear put a hand to her mouth.

     "Oh, my Jesus."  she whispered.

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

******************************

Chapter Five

          Prophecy's End

     Eventually, the weeping stopped.

     Broadway had been crying as well, but was weeping just as much for

himself as for Woodstock.  I'm a murderer, he thought.  Oh, God, I killed

him...

     Ophelia was staring sadly at the scene.  Tears were rolling down her

cheeks.  She had made an attempt to console the grief stricken Whitbourne,

but the Newfoundlander had rejected it.  He continued to cry, sobbing like

a lost child.

     Ariel was kneeling next to Lexington, sharing his attention between

the wounded Traveller and the slain Woodstock.  Lexington's eyes fluttered

open, and he sat up, putting one hand on his shoulder.  The wound had

clotted, and wasn't bleeding, but there was still a steady pain.

     Lexington turned, and suddenly noticed that everyone was crying, or at

least saddened.

     "What happened?"  he asked.

     Broadway slowly turned.  "I killed him.  Oh, God, I killed him.  I

killed Woodstock."

     Lexington's mouth dropped.  "Oh...oh, God."

     Fang looked carefully at Woodstock.  "You can bring him back, though,

can't you?"

     Ariel shook his head.

     "But you brought Brooklyn back when Silhouette killed him..."  Ophelia

protested.

     "That was a special circumstance."  Ariel frowned unhpapily.  He

wanted to revive Woodstock as much as the others.  "Brooklyn was outlined

in a prophecy as protected.  I brought him back because it was within the

rules to do so.  But if I were to bring Woodstock back, then the entire

prospect of death becomes meaningless.  It wouldn't be fair.  As Children

of Oberon, we all agreed that bringing back the conventionally dead was

against the rules.  Even if I tried, I couldn't.  I'm sorry."

     Broadway moaned, and collapsed, wailing.

     "It happened!"  he shrieked.  "I told you I was a monster!  I'm a

murdering monster!"

     Whitbourne looked up, still crying.  "Broadway...it wasn't your

fault."

     "Of course it was!"  Broadway moaned.  "I don't deserve to live..."

     "Broadway."  Whitbourne snapped, closing his eyes.  "The only person

that's after blaming ye is yourself.  I don't blame ye, and I don't think

Woody would have either.  You lost control of your power, and it happened. 

I thinks that if God meant to call Woody home, then he would have found

some other way if you hadn't.  So stop blaming yourself."

     Whitbourne turned sadly towards Woodstock.  "He wouldn't want it like

that.  Crass as he was, Woody never blamed  no one."

     He smiled.  "I remembers when he broke his frigging bodrhan over me

head.  He wouldn't stop apologizing for weeks.  Never mentioned that he did

it cause I was after beating the Jesus out of him."

     Broadway looked up.  "But even if you don't blame me, I still blame

me.  I'm going to have to live with seeing me kill him over and over again

in my mind."

     Lexington got up, and put a hand on his friend's shoulder.  "Broadway,

you don't deserve that.  It wasn't your fault.  You didn't want to kill

him.  And you are a good, decent, honest person...one that wouldn't hurt

anyone given the choice.  The Broadway that killed Woodstock, that tried to

kill Tybalt and Elisa, and blasted me...that was a different Broadway.  If

you want to destroy yourself for something that other Broadway did, then go

ahead.  But you're blaming the wrong person."

     Broadway looked up.  He turned towards Ariel.  "Why?"  he asked.  "Why

did I lose control?  If I was supposed to be the Protector, then why

couldn't I keep control of it?"

     Ariel shrugged.  "I have no idea.  But sometimes, there are certain

people in this world who have...side effects...to the magic of the Children

of Oberon.  Sometimes, a spell a fey casts on people like that twists,

convolutes...becomes out of control.  Maybe you're one of those people."

     Broadway frowned.  "It's not because I'm an awful person, or

anything?"  he asked, in a small voice.

     Ophelia blanched.  "Broadway!  That's not what you thought, was it?"

     Broadway nodded.  "I was starting to think that maybe I lost control

because I didn't deserve to protect the rest of you...because I was evil."

     "You aren't evil."  Ariel consoled.  "What happened here wasn't your

fault.  Things spiraled out of control, and they led to this person's

death.  It wasn't to punish you."

     Broadway nodded.  He got up, and extended a hand to Whitbourne.  The

Newfoundlander accepted the offering, and stood up.

     "I can't begin to tell you how sorry I am."  Broadway whispered.  His

eyes began watering again.

     Whitbourne took his hand.  "Don't be.  I'se not overly religious, but

I thinks that Woodstock's happier wherever he's to now."

     He smiled.  "If I'se heard right, there's some pretty wicked parties

in the afterlife."

     The two suddenly hugged.  Broadway sniffed, and smiled.  Whitbourne

clapped him on the back.

     Ariel suddenly stiffened, and put a hand to his head.

     "Something's going on up there."  he announced.  "Something that has

to do with Silhouette."

     "Silhouette?"  Lexington asked.  "I thought she was out of the

picture."

     "You know more about that than me."  Ariel snapped.  "All I know is

that Silhouette is using her magic."

     "We should get up there.  There's nothing more we can do down here." 

Ophelia pointed out.

     Whitbourne sighed. "Step off, my son."  he stated.  "You has to go and

finish this."

     Broadway nodded.  "Are you going to be all right?"  he asked.

     Whitbourne sighed, and looked at Woodstock's body.  "As well as I can

get with one of me best friends dead, I suppose."

     Broadway frowned.  "I can stay..."

     "No.  No, you can't.  They needs ye upstairs.  Just...do me one

favor."

     "What?"  Broadway asked. 

     "Don't go upsetting Carb yet.  And don't be hard on yourself. 

Remember that ye wasn't to blame."

     Broadway nodded, his face falling.  "I promise."

     Fang ahemmed.  "I can stay here.  Just to make sure he's all right."

     Ariel looked questioningly at Whitbourne.    

     "Yeah...yeah, I'd like that."  Whitbourne stammered. 

     Fang walked over next to him, and began his vigil.  Broadway, Ophelia

and Lexington, still clutching his shoulder, took one final look at the

tragic scene.

     Then, Ariel gestured, and they vanished in a glimmer of light.

***************************************************************************

**********

     Silhouette growled, and gestured.  Carbonear, Angela and Hawthorne

were thrown away, crashing into the wall.  Brooklyn was frozen in place.

     "Payback time."  Silhouette hissed, raising her hand.

     "Payback for what?"  Brooklyn asked, but then Silhouette blasted him. 

He cried out, and flew back.

     Silhouette laughed, and prepared to blast again.  "Don't play dumb,

Brooklyn.  You know perfectly well what I'm talking about.  You tried to

steal what I created, and tried to turn the Forbidding against me.  It was

a nice scheme, but it didn't work."

     "Silhouette!  The Forbidding's using you, too!"  Angela called.

     "It's not using me!"  Silhouette screeched.  "I control it.  Don't try

the same old tricks on me, because I won't fall for them!"

     She raised her hands again, just as Ariel, Lexington, Broadway and

Ophelia appeared in a glimmer of light.  Brooklyn and Silhouette spun

around to see, the former in astonishment, the latter in rage.

     "Ophelia!"  Brooklyn called out.  "You're all right!"

     The newcomers stared at him in pure joy.

     "You're back!"  Lexington cried excitedly.  He turned to Carbonear. 

"Did you save him?"

     Carbonear nodded happily.  Suddenly, she raised an eyebrow.  "Uh,

where's Witless and that other buddy to?"

     Broadway's smile faltered.  "They're..."

     "Much as I hate to butt in,"  Silhouette interrupted, "but I'm just

about to finish what I started.  Stick around, Ariel.  You can see your

goddamned prophecy die once and for all!"

     She blasted Brooklyn, and he went skidding across the tower.  He hit

the edge of the parapet, and barely missed tumbling over the edge.

     The others all snarled, and prepared to attack, but Silhouette froze

them in place with a gesture.  She advanced menacingly towards Brooklyn,

smiling wickedly.

     "Now, it ends.  For good." she grinned.

     She twisted, and a tendril of shadow emerged.  It wrapped around

Brooklyn's neck, and squeezed.

     "Here we go again, doing that same old thing again!"  Silhouette sung

crazily.  Brooklyn gasped for air.

     "Let go..."  he whispered, trying to force the wisps of shadow away

from him.

     As Silhouette strangled him, Hawthorne watched in sudden horror.  She

screamed, and with a rush of adrenaline, she broke free of the magic.  She

raced forward and leapt onto Silhouette's back. 

     The demon snarled, and tried to blast Hawthorne off, but the

Ringbearer held fast.  Brooklyn was suddenly freed of the shadow noose, and

he leapt up.  The others snapped out of the enchantment, and began

advancing forward, all their other concerns forgotten.

     Silhouette snarled, and finally succeeded in twisting Hawthorne off of

her back.  She spun around, and blasted her.  Hawthorne took the full brunt

of the blast.  Silhouette laughed, but then Brooklyn tapped her on the

shoulder.

     She turned, and instantly felt Brooklyn's fist crunching into her

face. 

     Brooklyn smiled.  "And that's to pay back for everything you've done

to me."  He raised his fist to punch again.

     Silhouette screamed, and let loose some more shadow bolts.  But the

gargoyles held their ground, not letting her force them back.

     The Forbidding swirled forward, snarling wickedly.  It let loose some

blasts of shadow, striking Broadway.  He fell back, and his eyes flared. 

The Forbidding laughed, crazily.  It spun around, and settled down to watch

the proceedings once more.

***************************************************************************

**********

     Hawthorne scrambled out of the way of an errant blast of shadow, and

dove towards Brooklyn.  He growled ominously.

     "How can we defeat her?"  Brooklyn asked.

     Hawthorne was about to reply when her hands closed on the Ring, which

she had placed back into her pocket.  She drew it out, and smiled.

     "I think this is the key."  she told him.  "When we banish her, then

it's over."

     Ariel, who had dodged his way towards them, looked at the Ring. 

"She's right."  he stated.  "I can cast the spell.  But we need to weaken

her enough so that she won't blast me when I try."

     "Leave that to us."  Angela snarled, and she leapt for Silhouette,

lashing wildly.  But as she approached, the Forbidding went into active

mode, and blasted.  The bolt struck Angela, who went flying back in pain.

     Hawthorne's grip on the Ring tightened.  "I know what to do."  she

whispered.  "Ariel, you get ready."

     Ariel nodded, an eyebrow raised in curiousity.  Hawthorne gave a

wistful glance to Brooklyn, who nodded.

     "Be careful."  he whispered.

     She smiled.  "There you go again."

     She closed her eyes, and sprinted foward.  For the third time, the

Ring went into the Forbidding; for the third time, Hawthorne drew in her

will and concentrated.  The Ring flared, and the white light coarsed

throughout the Forbidding.  Silhouette screamed, and clutched her stomach,

hissing in agony.  Hawthorne held it there for as long as she dared, and

let go.

     There was a sudden feedback of energy, however, and the gargoyles'

minds seemed to explode in pain.  Everyone screamed at the same time as the

Forbidding psychically lashed out at its attackers, forcing them to their

knees.

     "NO!"  it roared.  "I WON'T LET IT END THIS WAY!"

     Silhouette got up, groggily, and prepared to blast Hawthorne.  Enough

force would probably kill her...so it was just a question of how much to

push.

     Silhouette laughed, and began to pour on the juice.

***************************************************************************

**********

     Down below, Fang and Whitbourne were staring sadly at Woodstock's

body.

     "I knows it seems strange, bye...staying here when ye's known me for

all of half an hour."  Whitbourne said.  "But I'se really glad you stayed."

     Fang nodded.  "It wasn't the type of helping out I planned, I'll

admit...but it feels good nonetheless."

     He shifted on his feet uncomfortably, not wanting to bring up a touchy

subject.  "You two were really close, I take it."

     "Friends since the lot of us hatched."  Whitbourne replied, grinning

as memories of the past played across his mind.  "He wasn't much of a

people person, but he had a way with friends."

     Fang nodded.  "I never was much of a people person either.  I mean...I

got along, but with all the wrong people.  I guess I was kind of like him

in that way."

     Whitbourne looked at him, and sighed.  "No. my son, nobody'll ever be

quite like Woody.  I mean, if ye was, then ye'd have to speak Newf, for one

thing."

     Fang stared at him, and Whitbourne's serious expression suddenly

cracked into a grin.  His eyes were watering, but he was smiling.

     "I'm really gonna miss him."  he sighed.

     Suddenly, one of the Servants of Twilight...Tybalt, groggily got up. 

He looked around, saw Whitbourne and Fang, and snarled.

     "I know you from somewhere."  Tybalt snarled at Whitbourne.

     Whitbourne frowned.  Tybalt was still too weak to attack, but he

wouldn't be for long.  All across the room, the other Servants were

beginning to come around, as well.

     Fang gulped.  "Uh, I think it might be a good idea to leave."

     "Where would we go to, though?"  Whitbourne asked, fearfully.

     Fang pointed upwards.  "To where the others are."

     "Right back up to where the Forbidding and Silhouette are to?  No

thanks, bye.  I'll takes my chances with these friggers."  Whitbourne

hissed.

     "Look."  Fang growled.  "Sooner or later, they're all going to be up

and at 'em, and they won't be very glad to see you, unchanged and standing

in the middle of a group of about a hundred of them.  Do you want to stick

around for that?"

     "No..."  Whitbourne began.

     "And they might need our help.  If the Forbidding and Silhouette are

that powerful, they'll need all the help they can get, right?"

     "I guess so..."

     "Then come on."  Fang insisted. 

     "All right.  But...but I'm not leaving Woody here..."  Whitbourne

replied.

     Fang raised an eyebrow.  "You're going to bring his body up?"

     "Yes!"  Whitbourne snarled.  "I'll be damned if I'se leaving him with

this bunch of shaggers, my son.  C'mon, then."

     Whitbourne knelt down, and gently scooped up Woodstock's body.  He

picked it up, and began walking forward.  Fang watched him.

     Whitbourne turned around.  "Now just what're you at, just standing

around?"

     "What am I at?"  Fang echoed, puzzled.  "What the hell does that

mean?"

     "Mainlanders."  Whitbourne exhaled sarcastically.  "Woody would have

put ye in your place by now..."

     The two began the walk towards the stairs, and to the roof.

***************************************************************************

**********

     In his pain filled gaze, Brooklyn saw Hawthorne fall, and watched as

the Ring went skidding across the ground.  He saw Silhouette raise her

hand, preparing to blast...and he acted.

     Brooklyn stood up, and his stomach seemed to explode.  Every step he

took was filled

with pain, and it grew by the second.  But he forced himself to keep going.

     The Forbidding was laughing, revelling in its adversary's agony. 

Brooklyn gave it a

hateful glance, and bent down, gasping.  He picked up the Ring.

     Only then did Silhouette notice what he was doing.  She frowned, and

redirected her aim

towards Brooklyn.

     "It's over, Brooklyn."  Silhouette hissed.  "It's all over."

     "Guess again."  Brooklyn hissed hatefully, and he brought down the

Ring on her face.  There was an audible crack, and Silhouette went flying

across the roof.  The pain in Brooklyn's head doubled, and he fell to the

ground.

     Suddenly, out of the corner of his eye, he saw a blue figure step out

into the courtyard.  Painfully, he looked up.

     It was Whitbourne, carrying Woodstock's still form on his shoulder. 

Fang was with him, and the two hesitantly stepped forward.

     The Forbidding seemed to suddenly take great interest in this

development, and it swirled forward.  Whitbourne paled, and dove out of the

way as a huge blast of energy went flying by.  He set Woodstock down

against the side of the building, and began to stare at the Forbidding.

     Hawthorne looked painfully towards Brooklyn. 

"We...have...to...stop...the...Forbidding..."  she whispered, every word an

exertion.

     Brooklyn nodded, and tried to stand up again, but couldn't.  The pain

was unbearable.

     "WHITBOURNE!"  he screamed.  The Newfoundlander looked over, and

gasped.

     "You...have...to stop it!"  Brooklyn yelled.  The pain increased

again, and he roared in agony.

     "How's we supposed to stop it?"  Whitbourne called over.  Fang

suddenly brightened.

     "I think I have a way to at least get it's mind off of them."  Fang

gleamed.  Everyone stared at him.

     Fang set his jaw, ignoring the cowardly impulse in his gut, and

resolutely walked up to the Forbidding.

     "You...IDIOT!"  Lexington yelled.

     Whitbourne was staring, slack jawed, at the Mutate.

     Fang smiled.

     "What are you doing?"  the Forbidding asked.  Fang raised his hand,

and fired a blast of electricity into the Forbidding.  There was a scream,

and the pain faded from Brooklyn, Broadway, Lexington, Angela, Hawthorne,

Ophelia, Carbonear and Ariel's minds, leaving nothing but a faint throbbing

to mark its passing.  Wearily, the gargoyles stood up, and began the

advance again.

     The Forbidding howled in pain, and lashed out at Fang.  He took the

blast fully in the chest, and went flying gracelessly into the wall.  But

the damage had been done.  Hawthorne picked up the Ring, and plunged it

into the Forbidding.  It screamed, and tried to fight back.  But Hawthorne

held the Ring steady, never wavering.  The Forbidding gave one final cry,

and stilled.  Silhouette cried out, and crumpled to the ground.    

Hawthorne withdrew the Ring.

     "It's over."  Ariel stated quietly.

***************************************************************************

**********

     Ariel stared silently at Silhouette.  Now, at last, it could be ended.

     He tried to think back, to the time when Oberon had first banished

her.  He remembered the spell, but it was very draining for a mere Child of

Oberon to do.  He would need the powers of the others.

     He picked up Silhouette, and carried her to the still, black mass of

the Forbidding.

     "What are you doing?"  Ophelia asked, confusedly.

     "We have to finish it now, while they're still down."  Ariel said. 

"Everyone join hands."

     Not questioning, Brooklyn, Broadway, Lexington, Angela, Hawthorne,

Ophelia and Carbonear quietly took each others hands.  Ariel frowned, and

beckoned for Hawthorne to step forward.  She did so, breaking away from

Brooklyn's tight grasp of her hand.  Ariel watched sadly as she did so,

wondering if she knew what had to happen once this was over.

     "What do you need me to do?"  she asked, nervously.

     "You need to take the Ring, and rebanish her.  I'll help you...I just

need to work through the Ringbearer."

     Hawthorne accepted this, and glanced at Brooklyn, who nodded.

     "Hold the Ring up."  Ariel instructed.  Hawthorne did so, looking

questioningly at it.

     "Now, I need everyone to concentrate their wills on the Ring. 

Carbonear, you too."  Ariel pointed out.  Everyone closed their eyes, and

the Ring suddenly began to flare, a silvery color contrasting with the

night sky.

     Ariel closed his own eyes, and lifted up off of the ground.  Somewhere

up above, the clouds rolled in, and the distant sound of thunder lofted

throughout the quiet sky.  The gargoyles in the circle bean to

unconsciously walk, moving around in a circle, enclosing Hawthorne.

     Hawthorne frowned, and felt the Ring suddenly grow heavier.  It flared

even brighter, and she closed her own eyes to shield them from the near

blinding light.

     "With this ring, I thee bind/Locked away for eternal time/Forbidden

art thou to ever return/To a curtain of darkness, I thee spurn!"  Ariel

intoned.  The Ring flashed, and Silhouette discorperated.  Her shadowy form

drifted into that of the Forbidding, and the two merged.  Then, the inky

dark cloud was suddenly drawn towards the Ring, passing into it...and

vanishing.  There was a howl of despair, and then it faded away.  The light

of the Ring died down, and everyone opened their eyes.

     Silhouette and the Forbidding were gone.

***************************************************************************

**********

     Inside the castle, everyone in the room suddenly put their hands to

their head, as if fighting off a headache.  Their eyes brightened, slowly,

from dark to white, and then returned to normal.

     Every single person...humans, gargoyles, Children of Oberon...all

looked about in confusion, as if seeing their surroundings for the first

time.  Several people began to scream at the sight of gargoyles, but for

the most part, everyone was quiet.

     Former enemies turned to each other, and helped each other stand, as

if in a dream.  Demona stood, and helped MacBeth to his feet.  She gasped

at the sight of her blue arms.

     "The last thing I remember, I was human and in my office at

Nightstone."  she said aloud.  She looked around, and realized where she

was.  "How did I get here?"

     Goliath stirred, waking from the blow he'd recieved almost an hour

ago.  Desperately, he looked around for Angela...and saw Elisa, lying on

the ground. 

     With a cry, not bothering to question whether she was subverted or

not, or why he had suddenly appeared in the castle from MacBeth Manor, he

stepped through the confused people milling around, and knelt.

     "Elisa?"  he asked.  Weakly, she opened her eyes.

     Suddenly she bolted up.  "Goliath!  Watch out for Hudson, he's..."

     Suddenly, her eyebrow raised.  "This isn't Central Park.'  she

whispered.

     Goliath didn't even hear her.  After he had registered the fact that

her eyes were brown, and not black, he suddenly burst into tears.  He

grabbed her, and held her in a crushing embrace.

     Hudson was walking about confusedly, looking for Goliath and wondering

why he was in the castle instead of the Labyrinth.  He passed by David and

Fox Xanatos, who were in each others arms, silently embracing.  He smiled,

and saw Goliath and Elisa nearby, holding each other close.

     He walked over, and knelt.  "Eh, lad, what's going on here?"

     "Hudson!"  Goliath cried happily.  "You're all right!"

     "Of corse I'm all right...but I'm mightily confused, as well.  the

last thing i remember was Talon about to subvert me..."

     "You were subverted.  You got Elisa, too."  Goliath mumbled.

     "What?"  Hudson asked incredulously.

     "But everyone is all right now."  Elisa pointed out.  Then, it dawned

on her.  "That means..."

     "Brooklyn and the others suceeded."  Goliath whispered.  He stood up,

and pulled Elisa with him.  "Come on."

     "We don't know where they are."  Hudson protested.

     "They are in New York.  I was with them, and I helped them try to get

the last piece of the Ring."  Goliath frowned.  He looked around, at the

heavy damage the room had sustained.  "If we were all here, and there are

signs of a fight, then my bet is that they're here as well."

     Hudson and Elisa nodded.  As they picked their way slowly throughout

the people, they saw many familiar faces.  Talon and Maggie were sitting

demurely on the floor, embracing warmly.  There were several members of the

Pack.  Demona.  MacBeth.  Captain Chavez.  Puck. 

     There was also one unfamiliar gargoyle, who apparently had the same

idea as the trio.  He was green, and had an extremely confused look on his

face.  He was walking slowly towards the stairs.

     He turned and saw them.

     "Who's ye?"  he asked, suddenly.  "Where in the hell am I to?"

     "Goliath, maybe we should..."  Elisa began.

     "Goliath?"  the gargoyle asked.  "I remembers that name!  Brooklyn

mentioned it when.."

     "Brooklyn?"  Hudson asked.  "You know Brooklyn?"

     "Yes, sir.  I knows him.  We was at a party in Newfoundland...my

name's Bonavista, by the way."

     "You can explain later.  But for now, maybe you should come with us." 

Goliath frowned.  "We're just about to go looking for Brooklyn ourselves."

     Bonavista nodded, puzzled.  He let the others pass him, and the four

began their journey up the stairs.

***************************************************************************

**********

     Everyone stared in silent shock at the empty sight before them. 

Silhouette and the Forbidding...gone.

     It took a while for this to register.  Then, suddenly, Lexington began

to cheer.

     There was a great cry of joy.  Lexington, whooping excitedly, hugged

Ophelia, who didn't even think twice about returning the favor.  Broadway

and Angela kissed.  Whitbourne and Carbonear hugged.  And Brooklyn and

Hawthorne...

     Hawthorne stared at the Ring, smiling.  There were tears in her eyes.

     "We won."  she whispered.  "We won."

     Brooklyn suddenly threw his arms around her, with tears rolling down. 

"My beloved."  he grinned, boyishly. 

     They kissed, then, for a long time.  But then, suddenly, Hawthorne

pulled away.  Her eyes were widened in horror.

     "What's wrong?"  Brooklyn asked.

     "The Ringbearer must offer herself, alone."  Hawthorne recited,

recalling the passage from the prophecy in the mirror maze.  "Oh God,

Brooklyn, we won...and I have to turn to stone."

     Brooklyn felt the world drop out from under his feet.  "No...no, you

don't.  You're just fine, see?"

     Hawthorne burst into tears.  "No, no, it's not all right.  Brooklyn,

it has to happen.  I know it."

     "I won't let it.  I told you, I'd rather die first."

     There was a saddened sigh.  Brooklyn spun around, and saw Ariel

standing there.

     "I'm sorry."  Ariel stated.  "But it must be so."

     Brooklyn's mouth dropped.  "No!"  he wailed.  Everyone stopped, and

began to watch as the scene unfolded.

     Hawthorne's eyes were closed.  "Why?"  she asked.

     "It has to do with providing an anchor."  Ariel mumbled.  "Silhouette

and the Forbidding are gone, but it happened before.  When Oberon banished

her a millenium ago, he did it without locking the door, so to speak.  It

took a long time, but Silhouette and the Forbidding broke free.  If we

don't lock the door this time, then in another thousand years or so, they

could concieveably break free and start this all again."

     "So let them worry about that a thousand years from now!"  Brooklyn

yelled, but Hawthorne shushed him. 

     "By sacrificing yourself, Hawthorne, you'll be sealing that gate.  In

some way, that will seal the door to the Forbidding.  No one will ever agin

be able to enter...or to leave."  Ariel's eyes were closed.  He opened

them, and looked at her.  His eyes were watering.

     "Hawthorne...I'm sorry.  But it has to happen."

     Brooklyn's eyes flared.  "I won't let you, Ariel!  I won't let you

kill her..."

     "How can you even ask her to do this?"  Ophelia whispered, hoarsely.

     "Believe me, I don't want to."  Ariel protested.  "If I had a choice,

I'd ignore that little passage, and let Brooklyn and Hawthorne live their

lives together.  But I can't.  Because Silhouette and the Forbidding are

banished, not destroyed.  They could return."

     Hawthorne sighed bitterly.  "He's right."

     "WHAT?"  Brooklyn spun around, amazed.  "Hawthorne, you can't let

him!"

     "You heard him, there's no other choice."  Hawthorne cried.  "If I

don't, then I'm abandoning the world to have all this happen all over

again, a thousand years from now."

     "I won't let you do this."  Brooklyn stammered.  His eyes were wide

and horror filled.

     "Brooklyn...you sacrificed yourself to save me, not knowing whether or

not you'd ever be able to come back.  You took that risk.  I have to, too."

     She took his disbelieving face into her hands.  "Brooklyn...I don't

want to do this any more than you wanted to be subverted.  But it's for the

greater good.  If you hadn't done it, Silhouette might have killed me.  If

I don't do this, then Silhouette and the Forbidding could return."

     "No.  No, you don't have to...I'll do it instead..."  Brooklyn

rationalized.

     "No, you won't."  Hawthorne closed her eyes.  "Because it's my

destiny, and I have to own up to it."

     "But..."  Brooklyn protested, a tear rolling down.

     "No buts.  This is something I have to do."

     He closed his eyes.  "It's not fair!  I love you, damnit, and I..."

     "I love you, too!  But...but this is the only way."

     She turned away, and looked at Broadway.  Grinning, she hugged him. 

Broadway nervously pat her on the pack, not sure of what to say.

     "Give Mr. Brooks a call.  Tell him to go into business in New York so

you can get some more of his french fries."

     Broadway smiled, and hugged her tightly.  "I didn't escape my fate,

either."  he whispered.

     She looked upwards, horrified.  "Who?"

     "Woodstock."  Broadway replied sadly.

     Hawthorne looked over at Whitbourne and Carbonear, who were staring

sadly at Woodstock's body.  Oddly enough, Carbonear wasn't crying, for some

reason.

     "Broadway...I'm..."

     "I just thought I should tell you, before you..."

     Hawthorne nodded, and hugged him again.

     She circulated around, saying her last goodbyes.  Angela and Ophelia

cried, but Hawthorne shushed them, saying it was for the greater good, and

at least she was doing it willingly.  Lexington simply stared at her, and

at Brooklyn, looking very sad.  Whitbourne and Carbonear (who was very

ashen faced by the news of her friend's death) gave her warm hugs. 

Carbonear held on for a long time, not exactly knowing how to deal with it.

     Hawthorne looked Carbonear directly in the eyes.  "Carbonear...I know

how you feel about Brooklyn."

     She opened her mouth, but Hawthorne shushed her.

     "So, I want you to look out for him.  Help him to get over this.  I

won't be here to look out for him..."

     Carbonear took her hand, a tear running down her cheek.  "I promise."

     Hawthorne smiled.  She turned back, and walked towards Brooklyn.  He

was staring at her solemnly, biting his lip to keep it from quaking.  He

was crying.

     Hawthorne suddenly felt her own dam burst, but she couldn't help from

smiling.  'I'll always love you."  she stated.

     Brooklyn extended his wings, and drew her into them.  The two kissed,

lingering for what seemed like forever, savoring the salty taste of each

others lips.  Regretfully, they parted.

     Brooklyn stared deeply into her eyes.  "I'll never stop loving you

either, beloved."

     Hawthorne frowned.  "But regardless, you have to move onward.  Don't

let this ruin you life, Brooklyn.  Move onward.  Grieve for me, but don't

let your spirit die in the meantime.  Because you can love me, and still

love somebody else in time."

     She looked back towards Carbonear, who was staring quietly at

Hawthorne.

     Brooklyn began to cry again.  Hawthorne hesitated, and took Whistler's

pendant off of her neck.

     Brooklyn slowly took the chain from her hand.  "Your pendant..."

     "It's a gift, Brook.  Take it, and remember me.  And when you find

someone else, who loves you as much as I did, and who you love as much as

you did me, give it to her.  Tell her that it's to pledge your love."

     She kissed him one final, bittersweet time.  "I love you."  she

whispered.  Brooklyn kissed her back, gently, holding her close.

     But then she parted, and stepped away.  She looked to Ariel, who

refused to look back at her.

     "Let's do it."  she sighed, taking the Ring.  "Is there anything I

have to do?"

     "Uh, no."  Ariel remarked sadly. 

     He looked up into her face.  "You knew already, didn't you.  You'd

come close to accepting it."

     "I have accepted it."  Hawthorne replied.  "What else can I do?  Que

sera sera, right?"

     "Whatever will be, will be."  Ariel smiled, tentatvely. 

     The two walked to the edge of the tower.  Hawthorne looked back at

Brooklyn and suddenly felt the tears come spilling down.  Suddenly, she

wanted more than anything to tell Ariel to get lost, because as necessary

as it was to die, she wanted to live. 

     But she couldn't.  It had to pass.

     Hawthorne looked one long, last time at the man who loved her, and

turned away.  She held up the Ring over her head, and closed her eyes.

     "Thou would trade thy too short life this night/To prevent the chance

of future's fight/Ringbearer, to keep the demon at bay/Change thee to

stone, to the end of the days!"  Ariel intoned, his voice breaking.

     The change was slow.  Hawthorne felt her muscles harden, slowly

petrify.  She found she couldn't move, but oddly enough, she didn't panic. 

A tear rolled down her cheek, but in the end, she was smiling.

     Finally, it was over.  Hawthorne stood at the edge of the balcony.

     Frozen forever in stone.

***************************************************************************

**********

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

********************

Chapter Six

          In Victory's Wake

     Brooklyn slowly watched as his love turned to stone.  He stared,

unable to look away.  Finally, it was over.

     Refusing to believe, he walked slowly forward, until he was directly

behind the statue.  He placed his hands on what had once been her back, and

felt nothing but cold, lifeless stone.

     Brooklyn began to hyperventilate.  He slowly walked around her statue,

until he was directly in front of her face.  She was smiling, Brooklyn

noticed ruefully.  He looked down at the crystal pendant in his hand, and

began to weep.

     Sinking to his knees, he let out a heart rending wail, and a roar of

anguish.  His love was gone forever...

     Any joy he had felt in the wake of Silhouette's defeat was suddenly

washed away by a huge, yawning heartache.  The woman he loved...for whom he

had become subverted, for whom he would have died, given the chance...was

gone, and never to return. 

     Everyone...Broadway, Angela, Lexington, Ophelia, Ariel, Whitbourne,

Carbonear and Fang...suddenly stepped forward.  Broadway knelt down, and

Brooklyn lurched into his arms.

     "I'm sorry."  Lexington whispered, looking away.

     "I know how much she meant to you..." Ariel began.

     Brooklyn let go of Broadway, and got up.  He stopped crying, and

slowly walked back to Hawthorne, moving as if in a dream.  With aching

finality, he placed one kiss on her stone cheek.

     Then, he sat down next to the statue, and refused to say a word to

anyone.

***************************************************************************

**********

     Goliath, Elisa, Hudson and Bonavista came up onto the balcony.  Bronx

was trudging behind...the troupe had found him in the stairwell, where

Broadway's blast had left him...and waited until he had come around.  They

had passed by Xanatos' demolished office, staring in shock at the wooden

splinters which had once been his very expensive mahogany desk, at the

smoking ruins which had been the wall control panel.  The door to the

nursery was blown apart, and they had suddenly feared for the baby.  But

the inside of the nursery was undisturbed, and baby Alex was nowhere to be

seen. 

     They had left the office, slowly, and walked to the stairs up to the

highest tower.  Nobody was there; there were no signs that anybody had been

in the last while.  But there were sounds lofting up from the courtyard

below, so Hudson peeked over.

     "They're down there."  he reported.

     Goliath scooped Elisa into his arms, and Hudson picked up Bronx.  They

all landed in the courtyard, smiling.  But the smiles quickly died when

they realized that everyone else was either crying or on the verge of

tears.

     There was a dead gargoyle, lying on the ground.  He was red, and had

been wearing human clothes.  Bonavista saw it, and the color drained from

his face.  He let out a low, strangled cry, and walked slowly over to him. 

Two gargoyles in the gaggle at the edge of the parapet looked over, and saw

Bonavista.  One was blue, and looked almost exactly like Brooklyn...the

other, a stunning dark blue female.  They walked over, and began to talk

amongst themselves.

     The rest of the clan...including Ariel, and a familiar greenish

gargoyle, were clustered around a statue.

     Goliath, Elisa and Hudson gave each other wary glances, and walked

forward.  Bronx whined, and trudged over to the others.

     Angela noticed them first.  "Goliath!  Elisa!  Hudson!"  she cried

out, happily.  The others all looked, and smiled...all except Brooklyn.  He

continued to stare out at the darkened city, tears rolling down his cheeks.

     Elisa was inspecting the statue of the female gargoyle, who was

holding up a silver Ring, and smiling a bemused smile.  "Who was this?" 

she asked.

     Goliath numbly realized that it was Hawthorne...the gargoyle Brooklyn

had been professing his love for earlier that night.  Brooklyn had told him

about the doom which had threatened her...turning to stone forever.

     "Her name was Hawthorne."  Lexington quietly told Elisa and Hudson. 

"She was one of the two gargoyles who came with us in the quest."  He

hesitated.  "Brooklyn loved her."

     Hudson's face fell.  He looked at Brooklyn, who had turned, and was

staring at Elisa, Goliath and Hudson.      

     "Welcome back."  he stated, glumly.

     Elisa struggled to find the right words to say.  "I'm sorry."  was all

she came up with.

     Broadway noticed Bonavista, Whitbourne and Carbonear, standing around

Woodstock's corpse.  He excused himself, and walked over.

     "What exactly happened here?"  Goliath asked.  "Who are those four

over there?  they said they knew you..."

     "They're the clan from Newfoundland we were telling you about." 

Angela sighed.

     "It's a really long story."  Ophelia muttered.  She looked at

Brooklyn.  "One that might better be told later."

***************************************************************************

**********

     On the other side of the tower, the Newfoundlanders grieved for their

own.

     Carbonear sighed, and stared at Woodstock's body.  During the elation

following Silhouette's rebanishment, she had noticed Woodstock, lying on

the ground, and had asked Whitbourne about it.  Whitbourne had frowned, and

told her.

     She stared in shock, not believing he was really dead.

     Bonavista was crying.  "My God... I remembers being home, and then I

comes to and finds out that one of me best friends is dead."

     Carbonear knelt, and stroked Woodstock's cold cheek.  "Well, I guess

we has to bring his body back to Newfoundland.  We can get some

flowers...get Marsha to sing 'Amazing Grace' or something..."

     And then she burst into tears.  Whitbourne uncomfortably knelt, and

put an arm around her shoulder.

     "There, there."  Whitbourne sighed, feeling the tears well up again. 

"It's all right.  He's gone on to a better place."

     "How did he die?  Did that buddy black-eyes kill him?"  Bonavista

asked, biting his hand to keep from wailing.

     "Broadway did."

     "BROADWAY?"  Carbonear bolted up, incredulously.  "Why didn't he

tell..."

     "He tried to, I thinks.  But Silhouette interrupted."  Whitbourne cut

in, frowning.  "And it weren't his fault, either.  He lost control, and he

ups and kills him.  He didn't want to, though, I knows that.  It was an

accident."

     At that moment, Broadway shuffled over, not daring to look at

Carbonear or Bonavista.  He instead looked eye to eye with Whitbourne.

     "Did you tell them?"  he asked, sounding tired.

     "Yes, bye.  They knows."  Whitbourne frowned.

     Broadway turned, expecting to find the pair preparing to scream at

him, but instead found them quietly staring.

     Finally, Carbonear spoke.  "Witless tells me it wasn't your fault." 

she stated.

     Broadway looked carefully at Whitbourne.  "I...I lost control of my

power."  he stammered.

     Carbonear hugged him, crying again.  "I suspected it was something

like that.  I knows you'd never do something like that on purpose."

     Bonavista frowned.  "I doesn't blame ye either, my son.  It don't seem

right to do that."

     Broadway nodded, and gave a small smile.  "Still, though...I'm sorry."

     He detached himself from Carbonear, and looked at Woodstock.  Staring

down, he snorted.

     "What're you at?"  Whitbourne asked.

     "It's funny."  Broadway grimaced.  "I kind of thought that if we beat

Silhouette, then we'd all be so happy.  But instead, Hawthorne and

Woodstock are gone..."

     "Hawth's dead too?"  Bonavista sighed, unhappily.  "Aw, Christ..."

     Broadway looked to Carbonear.  "What the hell happened?"  he asked,

solemnly.  "I mean, we saved the world, but we lost some of our friends,

and I..."

     Carbonear looked at the scene on the opposite end of the tower. 

"How's Brooklyn holding up?"

     "Not very good.  He's heartbroken."

     She looked at Bonavista and Whitbourne, and at Woodstock.  "I

thinks...I thinks I should go over and help him.  But...I don't know, I

feels guilty if I leaves Woody..."

     "Don't be guilty."  Whitbourne frowned.  "I mean, Christ, he needs you

more than Woodstock does."

     Carbonear frowned, and thought back to Hawthorne's last words to her. 

Look out for him.  Help him to get through this.

     She slowly began walking towards the crowd.  Everyone looked, and

watched.

     She stepped towards Brooklyn, who had again sullenly begun to stare at

the city.  Blinking, she suddenly realized she had no words to say.

     Ophelia approached her, and put a hand on her shoulder. 

"Carbonear...I'm sorry about Woodstock..."

     "Yeah.  Yeah, we all is."  Carbonear sighed.  "I don't know why, but I

don't feel as bad as I was after thinking I would."

     Elisa raised an eyebrow at the accent, but said nothing about it.  She

cleared her throat.

     Carbonear turned around.  "Hello."  she stated.  "My name's

Carbonear."

     "Uh, hi.  I'm Elisa Maza.  This is Goliath and Hudson...and I take it

you've already met Lexington, Brooklyn, and Angela.  Broadway's..."

     "He's off with Witless and Bonnie."  Carbonear sighed.

     Angela looked nervously towards the Newfoundlanders.  "Maybe I should

go and talk to him."  She looked sadly at Brooklyn, and walked away.

     Ariel frowned.  "Well, I guess I should start setting things right."

     Brooklyn muttered something unintelligible.  Ariel looked at him

sorrowfully, and at the statue of Hawthorne.

     "What do ye mean, set things right?"  Hudson asked.

     "The Servants of Twilight...well, I guess thay aren't that

anymore...they have to be sent home.  I mean, there were lots of people

down there who don't even belong in New York...much less the Eyrie

Building.  They have to be sent home. But...I can leave Ophelia and the

Newfoundlanders, and take them home later."

     Ophelia blinked.  Home?  To Avalon?

     Ariel sighed.  "I'll be back shortly."  He vanished.

     Goliath sighed, and turned to his brooding second in command. 

"Brooklyn."  he stated.

     Brooklyn wouldn't turn.  "What?"  he replied testily.

     "I'm sorry about Hawthorne.  I realize how much she meant to you..."

     "No."  Brooklyn spun around, his face weary.  "The funny thing is, you

don't.  None of you ever will.  You'll never understand how I feel, about

how I possibly could feel, with the person I loved and waited for all of my

life standing there, trapped in stone forever."

     He stood, up, and began to walk away.

     "Brooklyn, wait!"  Lexington called.

     Brooklyn turned around.  "If you don't mind, I'd like to be alone for

a little while."  he exclaimed.  He turned back, and walked to the tower. 

Scaling the wall, he sat up at the top, silent again, shooting saddened

glances at his friends below.

     Lexington prepared to go after him, wounded shoulder or no, but Hudson

stopped him.

     "No, lad."  Hudson sighed.  "He needs a little time to deal with his

grief alone before he can deal with us."

     Lexington frowned, and regarded his rookery brother, sitting alone on

the castle top.

***************************************************************************

**********

     David, Fox, and Alexander Xanatos stared disbelievingly at the

destruction of the office.  Owen Burnett frowned, picking through the

rubble of blasted walls and exploded desks.

     "What the hell happened here?"  Fox asked.  David's mouth twisted in

an expression of puzzlement.

     Several minutes ago, the four of them had simply appeared in the

office.  They didn't know how, they didn't WANT to know how.  All they

remembered was a flash of light, and Ariel's voice echoing throughout the

room, intoning some wierd rhyme about everyone going back to where they

were supposed to be.  There had been a twisting sensation, and David, Fox,

and Owen (not Puck, who David remembered seeing in the crowd in the Great

Hall) had appeared in the office, with Alex in Fox's arms.

     Owen's mouth was twisted in a frown.  "I believe Mr. Xanatos, that

anything you had in this office was demolished.  One can only hope that any

documents you had were on backup copies elsewhere."

     "They were."  David nodded, as if in a dream.  He slowly walked

towards the remains of the desk...one mahogany leg, and a piece of oak

which had once been part of a writing surface.

     Fox was looking around.  "The last thing I remember, I was getting a

stapler..."

     "And during that, you were subverted."  David frowned. 

     "I was what?"

     "It's a very long story, Mrs. Xanatos."  Owen sighed, disdainfully

picking up a piece of glass which had come from the exploded computer.

     David frowned, and picked up Alex.  "I guess, by the very fact that

we're here, unsubverted and safe, it's safe to assume that Brooklyn and the

others won."

     "It would appear so."  Owen replied.  Fox raised an eyebrow in

confusion.

     "What did the gargoyles have to do with this?"  she asked.  Alex began

to fuss in his mother's arms, and Fox began to rock him.  He settled down.

     "Like Owen said, it's a very long story."  David sighed.  "I'll

explain it all later."

     He looked towards the door to the nursery, which was blown apart. 

Looking in, he saw that the rest of the room was undisturbed, except for

the windows, which were broken.  The silk drapes were fluttering, hanging

out of the window.

     "I can estimate, sir, that from what I have seen of the damage to the

castle, repairs will be quite extensive."  Owen reported.

     "Hmm?  Oh, yes.  Thank you, Owen.  I'll keep that in mind."  David

chewed thoughtfully on his lip.  "We'll deal with that when the time

comes."

     David turned, and began to walk towards the stairs.  As he passed Fox,

however, he stopped, and looked at her.  She was staring at the wall

monitor, which was smashed beyond repair.  The wall over it had a huge

crater gouged into it, as if by an explosion.

     David impulsively swept her into his arms, suddenly more glad to see

her and Alex safe than anything else.  He kissed her, and hugged her close

to him.

     "What's that for?'  she asked, smiling.  "Not that I don't appreciate

it, but..."

     "I just felt like it."  David grinned.  He waved an arm.  "As soon as

everything's fixed up, you and I are going somewhere.  Just the two of us. 

We'll go to Xanadu for a few days, how about?"

     "Fine."  Fox grinned.  "May I ask why the sudden impulsiveness?"

     "Because I love you."  David smiled.  "And I'm glad you're safe, and I

just feel like loving you tonight.  That's all." 

     Fox laughed coyly.  "Is that invitation to be taken literally?"

     Raising an eyebrow, his face twisted into his trademark smirk.  "Well,

that depends."

     "On what?"

     "On whether the bedroom's as badly damaged as the office."

     He kissed her.  "And if it is, we'll go somewhere else."

     Grinning agan, David walked away.  "I'll be back shortly.  I want to

check with our friends, if they're back at the castle."

***************************************************************************

**********

     Ariel rematerialized, and staggered around for a second.  Ophelia went

to catch him, but he waved her on.

     "I'll be all right."  he croaked.  "But that spell was THE most

draining I've ever cast.  I had to single handedly send every formerly

subverted person in the world back to where they belonged."

     Goliath looked twowards Hudson, Bronx, and Elisa, who were still

there.  Bonavista was still over with Whitbourne, standing over Woodstock's

corpse.

     Fang sighed.  "So Talon and the others are back at the Labyrinth."

     "If they were subverted, then I guess they're there.  If that's where

they belong."

     Fang looked worried.  "They're probably going to see my smashed cage,

and think that i escaped.  I guess I'd better go set things straight."

     He looked at Ariel.  "Uh, thanks for fixing my leg." he stated shyly. 

Ariel nodded.  The fey gasped for breath.  and coughed, rackingly.

     Lexington walked up to him, and took his hand.  "Thanks for your help,

Fang.  I don't think we would have been able to beat the Forbidding without

you."

     Fang nodded.  "You're lucky I didn't follow my gut instinct, and run

away and hide behind the corner."

     Goliath gave him a smile.  "It appears we misjudged you, Fang. 

Before, we thought of you as a petty thug, with no more regard for law than

the criminals of the city.  But from what I can gather, you were of great

help to my clan in stopping the evil."

     "Don't tell me...tell Talon."  Fang grinned.  "I can almost see him

now, hustling me into another cage and telling me to stop lying."

     "We'll make sure Talon knows."  Lexington nodded.

     Fang grinned.  "See you later.  If Brooklyn comes around...give him my

condolences."

     Ophelia and Lexington nodded.  Goliath, Elisa and Hudson stared.  Fang

waved, and leapt off of the tower, soaring southward towards the Labyrinth.

     "HE helped you?"  Hudson asked disbelievingly.

     "He blasted the Forbidding, and he stayed with Whitbourne after

Woodstock died."  Ophelia reported.

     Hudson looked at her.  "I think the worlds turned upside down since I

last remember it."  he frowned.

***************************************************************************

**********

     Angela and Broadway stared regretfully at Woodstock's body. 

Whitbourne was there too, as well, Bonavista having gone to pay his last

respects to Hawthorne.

     Whitbourne looked to Broadway and Angela.  "Does ye want to be alone

with him?"  he asked, solemnly.

     "No.  That's all right."  Angela sighed.  She turned around.  "I'm

very sorry."

     Whitbourne nodded.  "How's Brooklyn?"  he asked, avoiding the

statement.

     "As well as can be expected, I suppose."  Angela sighed, staring up at

the tower to where Brooklyn had retreated.

     Whitbourne nodded again.  "Uh huh."

     He clapped his hands.  'I think...I think I should go talk to him. 

Just to see if he's OK."

     Whitbourne shuffled off.  Angela and Broadway watched him go.

     "So it happened."  Angela stated.  Broadway nodded.

     "Are you going to be all right?"

     "I don't know."  Broadway answered, shifting from foot to foot.  "I

realize that I wasn't in control, so I don't feel as bad as I would have

had it really been ME who killed him, and not just the Protector.  It's

almost like it was a separate person.  There was the Protector, and there

was plain, old, ordinary Broadway."

     He looked upward.  Angela realized that there was a tear running down

his face. 

     "But all the same...it hurts.  Knowing that because of me, Whitbourne

and Bonavista and Carbonear have one less friend...someone they cared very

deeply for."  Broadway finished.

     "They don't blame you..."

     "No.  Nobody does.  Whitbourne even told me that had Woodstock known,

he wouldn't have blamed me either.  But that's beside the point.  I don't

blame myself anymore, because I know it wasn't my fault.  But I still feel

guilty."

     "Broadway..."  Angela whispered.  "There's nothing to be guilty for. 

Everybody knows that it wasn't your fault...what happened.  Nobody blames

you.  And you did it trying to protect somebody YOU cared deeply for.  It

wouldn't have mattered if it was Woodstock, or Demona, or anyone else.  You

couldn't make that distinction.  You were controlled by magic, and you had

no choice in the matter."

     "I don't know."  Broadway said again.  "Maybe if I'd tried harder, I

could have kept it in check...or at least restrained the force.  But I was

convinced I couldn't...so I couldn't."

     Angela bit her lip.  "But, anyway.  Broadway, please don't be hard on

yourself.  You know, and I know, and everybody knows that it wasn't your

fault.  You just have to convince your heart that it was an accident."

     Broadway smiled.  "Thanks."

     Angela smiled, and hugged Broadway.  As they embraced, Angela sneaked

up, and stole a kiss.  Broadway grinned, and their wings clasped.

     Out of the corner of his eye, Broadway saw Elisa, Goliath and Hudson

staring in shock.  Lexington was grinning, and Ophelia was smiling widely. 

Whitbourne and Bonavista glanced at each other, and then began to applaud.

     Broadway blushed, and he drew his wing around Angela.

     "Oh, let them watch."  Angela grinned, and she slapped his wing away. 

They kissed again. 

     Up on the balcony above, Brooklyn watched the kiss.  He smiled for a

split second, and sighed bitterly.

***************************************************************************

**********

     Carbonear watched Brooklyn, and frowned.  Just as Bonavista arrived to

say his final goodbyes to Hawthorne, she determined herself to go up and

talk to the former Leader.

     As she strode forward, Hudson cleared his throat.

     "Uh, lass...maybe it would be better to leave him be."  he spoke. 

Hudson had been introduced to Carbonear, Whitbourne and Ophelia during the

time he'd been up on the castle.

     Carbonear frowned.  "No, bye.  I has to talk to him.  It's important."

     Hudson sighed resignedly, and Carbonear proceeded to scale the tower. 

She clambered up next to Brooklyn, and sat next to him.

     "Hello."  Brooklyn sighed, not looking at her.  He was absently toying

with the pendant Hawthorne had given him.  It was a crystal, in the shape

of a dove.  Two tiny flecks of gold made its eyes.  Brooklyn couldn't look

at it without frowning.

     "Brooklyn..."  Carbonear began, not quite knowing what to say.  "Let

me start by telling ye how sorry I am.  Hawthorne was my friend too...but I

didn't have the relationship you had with her."

     Brooklyn didn't say anything.  Instead, he flipped the crystal dove

over, and stared off blankly into the sky.

     Carbonear tried again.  "I realizes that you was after loving her, and

that her loss is killing ye inside.  I saw ye pining for her, and I thought

I should come up to talk to you."

     Still no response.

     "Please say something."  Carbonear pleaded.  "Don't go getting

catatonic on me, or nothing.  Brooklyn, I knows you has to grieve for her,

and it'd be wrong of me to suggest that ye don't.  But..."

     Slowly, Brooklyn turned his tear-streaked head, and stared at

Carbonear silently.  Carbonear froze, and sighed.

     "I just...I wants you to know that I'se here for ye.  That whatever

happens, you can count on me as a friend.  I'se lost someone I cared deeply

for as well...Woodstock's gone."

     Brooklyn frowned.  "I'm sorry."  he mumbled.  "I know you were all

good friends with him."

     Carbonear sighed.  "But see, we both lost somebody very dear to us. 

Maybe I didn't love Woody, but I still knows the pain you'se going

through."

     Brooklyn turned away again.  "Do you?"  he asked sorrowfully.  "I

loved her, Carbonear.  I loved her with all of my heart.  And now she's

gone, and I..."

     "Now ye's what?"  Carbonear asked.

     Brooklyn closed his eyes, and slumped his shoulders.  He turned

around.

     "Now I'm alone again."  he sobbed.

     Carbonear put a hand on his shoulder.  "No, you'se not.  Brooklyn, you

has true friends here.  True friends that would never leave you alone to

this.  In time, you'll pull through, and you're life will be back together. 

But you isn't alone, my son.  Not by a long shot."

     She grabbed his shoulders, and looked deep into his hazel brown eyes. 

"Brooklyn, I'se here for ye too.  I knows what it's like to lose someone

you cares for.  God knows I've lost my share of people.  Jason Doyle,

W...Woody..."  On the last name, she choked a bit, suddenly realizing that

Woodstock was truly gone.   But she controlled herself, and bit her lip.

     Brooklyn opened his eyes, and looked at the pendant.  He turned to

Carbonear.

     "I miss her."  he said simply, his face echoing more pain and loss

than Carbonear had ever seen.

     Carbonear felt a sudden pang of heartbreak, as if she could feel waht

Brooklyn was going through.  She suddenly gripped him tight in a warm, long

embrace.  Brooklyn felt the tears roll down, but he made no move to stop

them or to draw attention to them.

     They parted.  Carbonear looked at him questioningly.

     Brooklyn closed his eyes again.  "I'd really like to be alone now." 

he sighed.

     Carbonear nodded.  "I understands ye, bye."  she muttered.  "I

understands."

     She stood up, and gave him a sorrowful glance.  Sighing, she spread

her wings, and soared off of the balcony.

     Brooklyn turned, and watched her go, but said nothing.  He frowned,

and began to stare at the pendant once more.

     He looked up into the sky.  It was all over.  The battle had been won.

     But Hawthorne was gone.  And without her, victory seemed so, so empty.

     Several of the others came to talk to him throughout the night.  But

he paid them no attention; he took their condolences, and gave the same

reply...that he'd prefer to be alone at the moment.  Gratefully, they

respected his wishes.

     Brooklyn spent the night turning the pendant over and over in his

hands.

     Then, about an hour before sunrise, he broke down and wept.

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

******************************

     And slowly, life began to return to normal.

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

******************************

Epilogue

          Not With A Bang...

Greenwich Apartment Complex

November 9, 1996

     Elisa Maza stepped out of the shower, and draped a towel over herself. 

She frowned, and fiddled with the faucets, trying to get the water pressure

going.  Her shower had apparently lessened it.  Elisa sighed.  Another

problem she'd have to complain about.  Oh well.  At least the lights were

working.

     Muttering, she began to brush her teeth, living with the slack

pressure.  She walked out into the den, still scrubbing, and turned on the

TV.  A few of the networks were still down...the power had only come back

on in New York City yesterday...but NBC was back up.  "Seinfeld".  A rerun,

that she had already seen.  Yawn.

     If this had been a month ago, Elisa would have been at work right now,

or at least visiting the guys.  But lately, she was having trouble

sleeping, and found herself waking a lot later than usual.  Today, she'd

graced the world with her conscious presence at quarter to

seven...forty-five minutes ago.  The sun had long been down.

     Oddly enough, her sleep was haunted, lately.  She had very strange

dreams...of seeing Hawthorne, the gargoyle whom Elisa had never met, and

had turned to stone during the time she'd been subverted (or shortly

thereafter), alive, in a maze full of mirrors.  She had nightmares about

shooting Ophelia, and about Broadway blasting her with a bolt of energy,

trying to kill her.  She'd told these things to Goliath, who had explained

that he had had similar dreams lately, of things that had never happened.

     Frowning, Elisa scratched Cagney's head.  She made a cup of coffee,

dumping in too much creme.  She tasted it, and made a face.  Almost

ritually, she dumped it down the sink.  She could never make good coffee.

     There was a swoop at the skylight.  Elisa smiled, and walked over to

her closet.

     "I'll be right there."  she called, seeing Goliath standing patiently

at the skylight.  Seeing she was only wearing a towel, he stared.  She

grinned, and feigned taking it off.  Goliath blushed, and turned away.

     At her closet, she quickly slipped into some clothes...a pair of

jogging pants, and a comfortable old white sweater.  Tying on a pair of

ratty tennis shoes, she stepped away, towards the skylight.  As an

afterthought, she grabbed a baseball cap and a scrunchie, quickly pulling

her hair into a ponytail and putting it through the cap.

     She opened the glass, and Goliath stepped in.  He harrumphed, and

cleared his throat.

     "Hi."  Elisa greeted.  "Can I get you something?"

     "Some water, please.  My throat is very dry, lately."  Goliath

replied, smiling.  Elisa walked over to the tap, and granted his request.

     "How are things at the castle?"  she asked.  She'd been over to see

them all last night, but still...

     Goliath pounded on his throat.  "Well, everyone's the same. 

Brooklyn's still very depressed.  I'm starting to worry."

     Elisa put down the glass.  "I've never seen him so bad, Goliath.  He's

starting to scare me."

     "The others are saying the same thing.  And every night, he just sits

next to Hawthorne's statue, staring away.  Her death hurt him very badly."

     He sighed.  "The others are fine.  Xanatos sent Woodstock back to

Newfoundland.  From what Carbonear tells me, they're going to have some of

their friends back there have a little service, and then they're going to

bury him near Signal Hill."

     "Are they going back?"  Elisa asked, handing him the glass of water.

     "Thanks.  Uh, well, we aren't sure."

     The night after the battle had ended, Ariel had announced that he

would take Ophelia, Whitbourne, Carbonear and Bonavista back to wherever

they needed to go.  The four visitors had unanimously asked to stay a few

days more, if only to be sure that Clan Manhattan began to get better. 

Lately, however, they had all expressed concerns about possibly staying

with the clan permanently.

     "Ariel is coming back tonight."  Goliath continued.  "I think we'll

find out if they're leaving or not fairly shortly."

     "Do you think they will?"

     Goliath frowned.  "I don't know.  Ophelia...probably.  But I know for

a fact that Carbonear, at least, is very seriously considering staying in

New York.  And if she stays, then Whitbourne and Bonavista will as well."

     "It'll take a while getting used to them."  Elisa grinned.  "I wonder

how Owen's getting along with them."

     It was no secret that Owen Burnett and Whitbourne clearly did not get

along.  The other night, Whitbourne had surruptiously lit a cigarette in

the games room.  Once Owen had found out, he gave the Newfoundlander a

stern lecture on how the Eyrie Building was smoke free, and had sprayed air

freshener in his face.  Whitbourne had responded by mockingly sticking a

cigarette behind his ear.  Whenever Owen would walk by, Whitbourne would

stick it in his mouth, and pretend to light it.  The relationship had

degenerated from there.

     Elisa chuckled.  Then, her face became serious.

     "Things won't ever get back to normal, will they."  she sighed.

     Goliath chewed on his lip.  "I don't know."  he stated.  "Brooklyn

certainly didn't come out of this the same person he was.  Broadway, as

well, to a lesser extent.  And Hudson, and Xanatos, and Fox...they all tell

me that they've been having dreams of events they cannot remember either. 

Much like you and I have been doing."

     Elisa sighed.  "The guys down at the station tell me the same thing. 

Everything's changed.  I don't know, life seems so...fleeting, all of a

sudden, and nobody really seems to know what to make of it."

     She sighed.  "I just hope things start to get back to the way they

were soon."

***************************************************************************

**********

The Eyrie Building

     His eyes narrowed.  His adversary was near...he could feel it.

     Growling, he crept towards a door, leading into a storage closet.  The

perfect place to...

     He opened the door, and Owen Burnett suddenly clapped a hand on his

shoulder.  With a squawk, Whitbourne dropped his cigarette.

     Scowling, he knelt, and stuffed it in his pocket.

     "Jesus, bye!"  he swore, turning angrily.  "You gives a man the

frights, I swear!"

     Owen wasn't amused.  "I have asked you many times, Whitbourne...while

you are guests here, you will either refrain from smoking, or do it

outside."

     "Does ye have any idea how friggin cold it is?  Many a man gets

hypothermia in less than that!"

     "I don't care.  Don't let me catch you smoking inside again.  I don't

want to have to confiscate your cigarettes."  With that, Owen turned, and

stalked off.

     Carbonear walked in, and smiled at Whitbourne, who was sulking.

     "Caught again, Witless, huh?"  she greeted cheerily.  Whitbourne

growled.

     "How does ye stand it?"  he asked.

     "I told ye...I quit."

     "You did not."  Whitbourne accused.  "I saw you sneaking one outside

an hour ago."

     She dismissed him with a wave of her hand.  "It was a start me up. 

Right now, I needs a smoke when I wakes up.  But that's due to change,

Witless.  Mark me words, my son."

     "Mark me words, my son."  Whitbourne mocked.  He sighed.  "Where's

Bonnie to?"

     "He's outside.  I just came from there.  He asked me to give you a

message...that ye's a pussy if ye's after thinking it's too cold."

     She sighed.  "I guess it won't be much longer till Ariel's after

coming back."

     "Guess not.  He said he'd be by round nine o'clock...that he was after

making sure that everyone was back to where they was supposed to be to,

first."

     He looked at her.  "I knows you wants to stay, Carb."

     "I doesn't know, though!  That's the thing!  I mean...sure it would be

great to stay for a bit...help Brooklyn along, stay with Lex and Ang and

all them...but I'd miss Newfoundland, too.'

     She blinked.  "I don't know.  But if I does stay here, then you and

Bonavista should go back.  If ye wants to."

     Whitbourne nodded.  "Maybe.  But we'll see how it goes when Ariel

comes back."

***************************************************************************

**********

     "That's it.  Right there."  Xanatos directed, watching as Broadway and

Hudson brought in his new desk.  They had offered to help him fix the

castle...and the others had, too.  Xanatos had readily agreed.  It would

save him quite a bit in repair costs.

     Fox stepped out from the door to the nursery, which had a blanket

taped over it while the new door was being put in place.

     "I put him to bed, David.  He had a busy day today."  she grinned. 

She looked to Broadway and Hudson, who were setting down the desk in the

same place the old one had been.  "I'm on my way down to the kitchen.  Do

you want me to bring you up anything?"

     Broadway wiped the sweat from his brow.  "Uh, well, if you could bring

some lemonade..."

     Hudson nodded his assent.  After having lugged the extremely heavy

desk all the way from the elevator, on the other side of the building, he

wasn't about to argue.  "I'll have the same, if you please."

     Fox nodded.  "I'll bring you back a drink too, dear."  she told David,

and she walked out.

     Xanatos sighed.  "That's enough for a while.  The workmen are coming

in to fix the brickwork tomorrow morning, and install the new

monitors...they're charging me a clean two grand for it all, though."

     Broadway grinned.  "Sucks to be you."  he stated, solemnly.

     Xanatos smiled.  "Oh, I don't know."

     Hudson sighed.  "If you won't be needing me, then..."

     David nodded.  "Thanks for the help.  What do you want me to do with

the lemonade?"

     "Ah, you can have it.  I wasn't that thirsty anyway."

     Hudson turned, and walked away.  Broadway smiled.

     David sat down in his plush new chair.  "Things are starting to look

back to normal."  he stated contentedly.  He looked up at Broadway. 

"Wouldn't you agree?"

     "I don't know."  Broadway replied.  "It depends on who you ask.  For

me and Angela, or Lex, kind of.   For Elisa or Goliath or Hudson...then

yeah.  But ask Brooklyn..."

     David frowned.  "I know.  He's been moping for days."

     "Not moping."  Fox corrected, walking in.  "Mourning."

     She set down a tray, with two glasses of lemonade and a can of beer on

it.

     "Good thing Whitbourne isn't here."  Broadway noted.  "He's have that

downed in seconds."

     "Speaking of which, I heard stories about you in Newfoundland.  Not

just you, but..."  Xanatos grinned.  Broadway blushed.

     "Who told you?"

     "Carbonear.  She told everyone last night.  From what she told us,

Brooklyn and Whitbourne are quite the singers."  Fox joked.

     Broadway smiled, and drank his lemonade.  As an afterthought, he

downed Hudson's as well.

     "Thanks."  he turned to Fox.  He set the glass down, and left, heading

towards the TV room.

***************************************************************************

**********

     In the games room, Lexington was trying to teach Ophelia how to play

cards.  At that precise moment, he was teaching her the finer points of

"Asshole".

     "Okay.  I layed three sevens down.  Now you have to put a triplet of

higher cards down, or pass."  Lexington told her.

     "Like this?" Ophelia asked.  She set down three tens.

     "Yeah.  Now you lead off." 

     Ophelia grinned, and set down an ace.  When it became apparent that

Lexington couldn't beat that, she set down three kings.  Finally, she

played her last card.

     "Doesn't that mean I win?"  she smiled sweetly.  "I'm the

president..."

     "...and I'm the asshole.  I know, I know."  Lexington grumbled,

sweeping up the cards.  "I don't want to play anymore."

     Ophelia grinned, and folded her hands on the table.  "Cause I won."

     "No!  I just..."

     "...don't want to be the asshole."  Ophelia finished, smiling.  She

took a handful of chips from the bowl.  "I'm going to have to borrow some

cards and a few bags of potato chips when I go back to Avalon."

     Lexington stopped shuffling the cards, and sighed.  "So you've made up

your mind."

     Ophelia frowned.  "Well...I'm not really sure.  But yes, I think I'm

going back."

     Lexington's mouth twitched.  "Oh."

     "What's wrong?  I've told you before that I wasn't planning on

staying.  I mean, I want to, but I belong on Avalon.  It wouldn't be

right..."

     "Why not?"  Lexington asked, suddenly.  "What wouldn't be right about

it?"

     "Well, "  Ophelia began, "for starters, my family's there..."

     "Everyone leaves the nest sometime.  I mean, sure you've got friends

there, but you've got friends here, too."

     "I'd feel like I was abandoning them, though."  Ophelia protested. 

     "Did you feel Angela abandoned you when she left?"

     "No,"  Ophelia frowned.  "But..."

     Lexington got up.  "Ophelia, I know you have strong ties there.  But

all of us really want you to stay here, too."

     "Do you mean you want me to stay?"  Ophelia smiled.

     "Well, yeah."  he admitted bashfully.  "But you've got family here,

too.  I know Angela would appreciate it if you stayed..."

     Ophelia hesitated.  Suddenly, she wasn't at all sure what she wanted.

     "Lex, I don't know.  It's all so tempting, but..."

     She stood up.  "I need time to think."

     She walked out, towards the hallway.  Lexington watched her go, and

began to fiddle with the cards.

***************************************************************************

**********

Temporary 23rd Precinct House.

     The door opened, and in walked Maria Chavez.  Crutchless.

     Matt Bluestone frowned, and looked carefully at her.

     "Can the doctors explain it at all?"  he asked.

     "No."  Maria admitted, looking at her knee, which had been badly

damaged during the clock tower incident three weeks ago.  When she had

awoken in the Eyrie Building, she found her leg mended and good as new. 

"The doctors all said that it should have taken at least eight more weeks

to fully heal, but that now all there is is a little scarring on the bone."

     "Maybe it had to do with your subversion."  Matt guessed, taking a sip

of coffee.

     "My what?"  Maria muttered, pouring her own cup.  She hadn't been

paying attention.

     Matt made a grimace.  "Your infection.  Maybe that made a difference."

     "Maybe.  John was infected, and before that, he had the startings of

another bout of bronchitis.  It's all cleared up too.  In fact, almost

everyone in the whole precinct that didn't have a permanent physical

disability came out of this Richmond business completely cured."

     She sat down, and took a sip of coffee.  "The funny thing is, I've

been having all these false memories."

     "False memories?'

     "Yeah.  Mostly just dreams, but sometimes, I get flashbacks of Las

Vegas, where I've never been in my life, and Atlanta, where my ex-husband

and I last went ten years ago.   And I see gargoyles.  And I try to kill

them."

     Matt frowned.  While the gargoyles who had gone on the journey had

related the tale, they had told him how the subverted Maria Chavez had

tried to kill them in those two venues, and had nearly succeeded in

prematurely killing Hawthorne.  They had all decided not to tell her what

had happened or what she had done.

     Chavez sighed, staring off wistfully into space.  "And I start to

think it might be true, because I know I was out of it for six days.  The

last thing I remember was the crisis in the holding area on the thirtieth,

and then my memory just stops up until the Eyrie Building on the fifth. 

That's six days of my life gone, and I don't know where they went."

     She blinked, and got up.  "So, how are you?'  she asked.

     "Fine, I guess.  I don't remember the last couple of days either. 

Almost nobody does.  I guess I was infected too."

     Maria nodded.  "Well.  When Elisa comes in later, remind me to talk to

her about those expenditure reports she filled out a week ago.  There's a

few discrepancies I want to clear up."

     Matt nodded.   As Captain Chavez walked away, he picked up a pencil,

and absently began to doodle on the pad.

***************************************************************************

**********

     "...declared the Richmond Syndrome, as it became known throughout the

media, officially defeated today..."

     Hudson frowned, and turned off the TV.  Lately, he was finding that he

watched TV a lot less than usual.  Wth a grimace, he set down the remote,

and simply sat back in the recliner, relaxing.

     At that moment, Broadway walked in, looking around. 

     "Have you seen Angela anywhere?"  he asked.

     "Nay."  Hudson replied, still looking at the ceiling.  "Haven't you

already seen enough of her in the last three days to last a lifetime?"

     Broadway blushed; after it had all ended, he and Angela had been

spending a lot of time together.  The clan wasn't beyond noticing the

rimpled looks they carried about after coming out of a room together, in

which they had been alone.  All of them had let it slide, except for

Bonavista and Whitbourne, who found endless delight in calling Broadway

'Romeo'.

     "That's what happens when you become mates."  he defended himself. 

"And it's not like we're doing anything serious yet.  Goliath and I had

'the talk'."

     Hudson smirked.  "Give up the lying, lad.  Lexington told me he heard

the two of you in the guest room last night."

     "That little sneak!"  Broadway cried.  "Was he spying?"

     "No.  He said he heard a crash, and went to investigate what he

thought was an explosion."  Hudson was trying not to laugh.

     Broadway's face almost turned scarlet.

     Hudson suddenly looked up.  "Besides that, though, there's something I

want to talk to ye about."

     Broadway's face returned to its normal color.

     "Lad...while I was subverted...what did Silhouette make me do to you?" 

Hudson asked.  "I've been having dreams of a hall of mirrors, of late, and

in them, I say something bad enough to drive you into hysterics."

     Broadway frowned.  He'd been trying hard not to think about Woodstock

since Xanatos had had the body sent back to Newfoundland.  "Hudson, I'd

rather not talk about it."  he sighed.

     Hudson shrugged.  "All right, then, lad.  But can you at least tell me

if something happened?"

     "Yes."  Broadway closed his eyes.  "Something did.  You told me

something...that I'd kill somebody with my power."

     Hudson's mouth dropped.  "I..."

     "You didn't know what you were doing, Hudson.  It's okay."

     Broadway smiled, and walked away.  But it wasn't beyond Hudson's

notice that Broadway walked slowly, as if suddenly recalling a painful

memory.

***************************************************************************

**********

     True to his word, Ariel returned at nine o'clock.  He found an empty

courtyard.

     He frowned.  The least they could do would be punctual.

     With a sigh, he vanished, and rematerialized in the Great Hall of the

castle.  Still no one was there.

     He thought back to the events of four nights ago, to just before

sunrise the night the threat had ended and the evil driven away.  He had

taken the groups powers back...meaning that Leader, Illusionist,

Truthfinder, Protector, Traveller and Savior were only words once

more...and then prepared to take Ophelia, Carbonear, Whitbourne and

Bonavista home.  They had protested, saying they needed a few days to

adjust, and to say goodbye to their new found friends.  Ariel had readily

agreed, saying he'd be back in four days, at around nine p.m.  In the

meantime, he'd travelled around, simply making sure that his spell to bring

all the Servants of the world home safe had worked reasonably well.  Since

there were no panics in the media of people who had gone missing, and in

the places he'd visited there weren't any frantic manhunts for the formerly

subverted, he could only assume it had.

     At that moment, Brooklyn walked in.  He walked slowly and silently,

his expression saddened and weary.  He didn't even notice Ariel.

     "Hi, Brooklyn."  Ariel harrumphed, feeling a twinge of remorse and

sympathy.

     Brooklyn turned around.  "Oh.  Hi."

     "How are you?  I haven't seen you in a couple of days."

     "I'm terrific.  By the way, did I mention Hawthorne's dead?  Oh, I

must not have, since you wouldn't be asking me how I was if you knew." 

Brooklyn snarled, his voice taking on an angry tone.  Ariel noticed a glint

in his hand, and realized he was still carrying Hawthorne's pendant.

     "Brooklyn, I'm sorry..."

     Brooklyn sighed heavily, and walked away. Ariel frowned.  Somehow,

he'd expected that reaction.

     He levitated, and flew through the hallways.  He came to the TV room,

(which Hudson had abandoned in favor of the games room,) where Bonavista

was sitting, watching a tape of "Mad About You".  He turned, and sighed.

     "S'pose you wants to know where the Newfs are to."  he stated.  "I'se

been sitting here waiting for a while, wondering when ye'd show."

     Ariel nodded.  "I take it you've decided to leave, then."

     Bonavista cracked his knuckles.  "I guess so.  I wasn't really talking

to Carb or Witless, but I knows Carb wants to stay here."

     He stood up.  "Let's go.  I thinks Witless is still looking for a

smoke-hole."

     "What?"

     "A place he can smoke without Owen catching him.  He's after thinking

it's too cold for him to smoke outside.  What a pussy."

     Ariel grinned, and he gestured.  They reappeared in the kitchen, where

Carbonear and Whitbourne were sitting.

     "Ready to go?"  Ariel asked.

     Carbonear looked up.  Whitbourne coughed nervously.

     "Ariel, I'se decided I'se staying right where I'm to.  For Brooklyn. 

He needs someone, and I sees how he's pining.  I thinks I'm the one to best

help him through this."  Carbonear closed her eyes.

     Bonavista sighed.  "You're sure?"  he frowned.

     Carbonear nodded.  "Yeah.  It's more than that.  There's lots more

reasons, too...like the friends I has here.  Plus it's a chance to become

more of a gargoyle than I am now.  Joining a real clan..."

     Bonavista nodded, not surprised at all by her decision, and turned to

Whitbourne.  "I guess it's just me and ye, buddy."

     Whitbourne coughed again, and looked at the wall.  "Well, see, that's

the thing, Bonnie.  I'm staying, too."

     Ariel began to chew on his lip.  Bonavista's mouth dropped.

     "WHAT?"  he frowned.

     "Carb and I was having words, and it came to me that I wants to stay

here, too.  I mean, I loves Newfoundland, but I'm after thinking that maybe

it's time to leave the nest.  And plus I wants to be part of this clan,

too.  I thinks they needs us more than Marsha and June and Loveless do."

     Bonavista stared helplessly at Whitbourne.  "But...but you'll have to

quit smoking!"  he fumbled, realizing that that was the most pathetic

protest he had ever heard.

     "Now, that's not true.  I found me the perfect smoke-hole, where

Owen'll never catch me."  Whitbourne smirked.  "This way, I figures I can

go up there, AND get my revenge on him, too."

     Bonavista was agahst.  Even his pitiful complaint had fallen through.

     He sighed, throwing up his arms.  "Well, by the Jesus, I'se not going

back to Newfoundland alone, now."

     Ariel had crossed his arms.  With the Newfs, he had suspected

something like this would happen.

     Bonavista sat down, and stared resolutely up at Ariel.  "Bye, I'm

staying too, I guess.  No sense in leaving, if I'se gonna be leaving

alone."

     Ariel grinned.  "You're sure about this?"

     "Frigging right."  Bonavista frowned, turning.  He took an apple from

the fruit dish on the table, and bit into it. 

     Ariel grinned.  "All right, then.  Far be it from me to discourage a

Newfoundlander when he makes up his mind."

     He waved, and vanished, gone to search for Ophelia.  Bonavista

harrumphed, and took another bite of the apple.

     Carbonear frowned.  "You doesn't have to stay if ye doesn't want

to...'

     "Oh, I wants to, now."  Bonavista replied.  "What's the sense in going

back home and spending my time alone in the tower?  Granted, I'd get more

beer at Marsha's parties...but wouldn't it be just as fun to bring the

parties here?"

     He turned to Whitbourne, and the two smiled a conspiratorial smile. 

"He is right, Carb.  Someone's got to teach these mainlanders how to

party."  Whitbourne smirked.  "Who better than the Diabolical Duo of

Witless and Bonnie?"

     Bonavista laughed gleefully.  "Oh, my son..."  he giggled.  "This

might be fun after all."

     Carbonear looked at both of them very intently.  "You're serious about

this?"  she asked Bonavista.

     Bonavista grinned widely.  Whitbourne was already scheming.

     "Oh, frigg."  Carbonear laughed.  "Watch out, Manhattan..."

     "Here comes Clan Newfie!"  Whitbourne cried, and he collapsed onto the

floor in gales of laughter.

***************************************************************************

**********

     Ariel found Ophelia in the castle's library.  She was readng a book

about King Arthur, and staring intently at the passage about Avalon.

     "Ophelia, I..."  Ariel began, and Ophelia jumped in fright, knocking

the book to the floor.  She spun around, eyes aglow.

     "Don't scare me like that!"  she hissed, angered.

     Ariel apologized, and cleared his throat.  At that precise moment,

Lexington walked in.  He saw Ariel, and frowned. 

     "Oh.  Hello."  he stared at his feet.

     Ophelia watched him sadly.  "Lex..."  she began.

     "No.  No, it's all right.  I just guess I have to say good-bye, now,

too."  Lexington mumbled.  He walked forward, and shook her hand.

     "Bye, Ophelia.  I really hope you're happy on Avalon."  he stated

sincerely.  But the line seemed monotone, almost as if it was forced.

     Ophelia glanced helplessly at Ariel, who frowned.

     "Could you excuse us for a second?"  Ophelia asked.  As if to say "Why

not", Ariel stepped back, out of earshot.

     "Lex, we've been through this."  Ophelia sighed.

     "I know."  Lexington replied tiredly.  "But still, I can't help it."

     Just then, Angela walked in, come to say good-bye.  She hugged her

rookery sister warmly, smiling all the way.

     "Are you sure you won't stay?"  Angela asked.

     Ophelia frowned, and glanced at Lexington.  "Did you put her up to

this?"  she asked.

     "He had me standing outside.  Lex, I told you.  I can't make her stay

either."

     Lexington blushed, and smiled weakly.  "Ophelia, I'm just...you know

how I feel.  So I won't ask again.  But I want you to know that everyone

would really like it if you stayed."

     Ophelia tried to say something, but stopped.  She looked at

Lexington's face, and saw how saddened he was.  She sighed, and glanced

helplessly at Ariel, who shrugged.

     Closing her eyes, she suddenly realized how much she wanted to stay. 

With a pang of regret, she realized that the real world had grown on her,

so much that she wasn't sure whether she COULD go back to Avalon after

being here.  Besides that, if she left, Lexington would be heartbroken. 

Even though she wasn't in love with him, she didn't want to do that.

     I don't know what to do, she thought.

     Then, suddenly, the answer came to her.  One that was so simple that

it stunned her that she hadn't thought of it before.

     "Fine.  I'll stay."  she grinned.  Lexington's jaw dropped, and his

eyes widened.

     "You'll what?"  he queried, wondering if he had heard right.

     "I'll stay.  Not permanently, but until I make up my mind whether I'm

staying for good or not.  Until then, I'd be just as well staying here as

there, right?"  Ophelia smirked.

     Lexington nodded, as if in shock.  Angela crossed her arms, and

smiled.

     Ophelia grinned, and called Ariel back over.  She explained what was

going on, a proposal to which Ariel agreed.

     "I'll tell all of your friends what you've decided when I get back to

Avalon."  Ariel promised.

     He gestured.  "Well, I guess this is goodbye, then.  Give my regards

to everyone else, and tell them...tell them that they have my thanks."  the

fey sighed.  Then, a wicked smile played across his face.

     "And do something nasty to Puck."  Ariel ordered.  "Tell him not to be

so stuffed-shirted, and tell him I said to loosen up."

     Angela grinned.  "I will."

     He waved, and vanished, gone back to Avalon.  Ophelia found that she

was smiling.

     "Come on."  Angela beckoned, leaving.  "Broadway's starting a movie. 

He wanted to know if you wanted to watch it with us."

     Lexington nodded.  "I'll be right there.  Coming, Ophelia?"

     Ophelia grinned.  "I wouldn't miss it for the world."

     As Angela and Ophelia left, Lexington suddenly stopped.  His smile

expanded.

     "YES!"  he cried.  He left the room, grinning happily.

***************************************************************************

**********

     When Goliath and Elisa returned from her apartment later on, they was

eagerly confronted by Whitbourne, Carbonear and Bonavista.  Lexington and

Ophelia came out shortly thereafter, watching with passive interest.

     Goliath looked at them, but turned his attention back to the

Newfoundlanders when Whitbourne coughed.

     "Goliath...we has a proposal you might be interested in."  Bonavista

began.  Although his expression was serious, his eyes were gleaming with a

hint of mischief.

     Goliath found himself smiling.  "What is it?"  he asked.  Elisa was

grinning, as if hiding a secret of her own.

     Carbonear ahemmed.  "Well, see, the three of us has come to a

decision..."

     "We wants to join your clan."  Whitbourne blurted out.  Goliath looked

warily at Brooklyn's doppelganger; deep down, he wasn't in the least bit

surprised.

     "Hmm."  he frowned.  "I don't know..."

     "Oh, come on!"  Whitbourne protested.  "I mean, we gots a lot of

things we can teach ye..."

     "Like how to speak proper!"  Bonavista began.

     "How to party!"  Whitbourne cut in.

     Goliath looked at Carbonear, who smiled.  The night before, she had

confided in Goliath that she was possibly going to stay, and that if she

did, one reason would be her desire to become a true gargoyle, to become

part of the gargoyle legacy that she had never known until Brooklyn and the

others had shown up one damp November morning in St. John's.

     Now these other two...

     "Are those your intentions?"  he asked solemnly.

     Bonavista and Whitbourne looked at each other.  Goliath had to admit,

he was impressed by the spirit of these three.  They had made a remarkable

recovery from the shock of Woodstock's death.  They had moped around for

the first full night they'd been at the castle, but had apparently,

according to Angela, gone back to their incorrigible ways the next night. 

Goliath was tempted to ask Carbonear about it, but didn't want to pry.

     "Well, I supposes."  Whitbourne muttered.

     Goliath turned, and discreetly winked at Elisa.  He spun around, with

a serious expression on his face.

     "I will consider your request."  Goliath boomed.  Whitbourne and

Bonavista suddenly looked nervous.  Carbonear got a curious expression in

her eyes.

     Finally, Goliath turned.  "I have decided to accept.  Welcome to our

clan."

     The Newfies cheered.  Bonavista and Whitbourne gave each other a high

five.

     "Of course,"  Goliath continued, "there is the small matter of the

initiation."

     Elisa burst out laughing at the shocked expression Whitbourne and

Bonavista descended to.  They stared at Goliath in horror.

     "Initiation?" Whitbourne asked, dejectedly. 

     "What's we got to do?"

     "Sing."  Carbonear frowned.

     "How would you know?"  Bonavista muttered.

     "I went through it last night.  You gots to sing 'Lukey's Boat', and

stand on your head while ye does it."  Carbonear informed them, playing

along with Goliath's joke.

     Whitbourne shrugged.  The two gargoyles, struggling to do so,

reluctantly stood on their heads.

     "Oh, Lukey's boat is painted green, hah, me boys!"  Bonavista sang

off-key, beginning.  Elisa and Carbonear were clutching their stomachs,

now.  Goliath was trying his absolute hardest not to smile, and failing

rather miserably.

     "Lukey's boat is painted green, it's the prettiest boat that you've

ever seen, aha, me boys, a-riddle-aye...watch it, you frigger!"  Whitbourne

growled as Bonavista's tail hit him in the face.  He went to shove

Bonavista with his foot, but the action caused him to lose his balance, and

the two ended up in a pile on the ground.

     Goliath burst out laughing at the pitiful sight.  Whitbourne looked

up, his hair tousled.

     "We failed, didn't we."  he frowned, miserably.

     Goliath offered his hand.  "Welcome to our clan."  he grinned, helping

them stand. 

     Bonavista and Whitbourne grinned.  "Thank ye, my son!"  Bonavista

whooped.  "You won't be after regretting this!"

     Elisa smiled.  The Newfies walked away, shooting excited glances back

at Goliath.

     Lexington and Ophelia walked forward, glancing back in confusion at

the retreating Canadians. 

     "Why were they standing on their heads?"  Lexington asked.

     "It's a strange story."

     Ophelia nodded, and grinned.  "I hope you won't make me do that."

     Elisa's jaw dropped.  "You're staying too?"

     "Well, not necessarily permanently.  But I decided that maybe I should

stay here until I decide where I want to stay for good.  It's actually

better that way, cause even if I stay here for a month, only a day will go

by on Avalon."  Ophelia grinned, looking at Lexington.  "And besides, I

think the two of us have some things we need to work out."

     Goliath nodded his assent.  "That is perfectly fine.  Ophelia, you may

remain with our clan as long as you like.  And if you should choose to

remain with us for good, we'd be more than happy to accept you."

     Lexington and Ophelia smiled.  "Thanks."  Lexington stated.  The two

of them walked away into the castle, Lexington talking about showing

Ophelia his computer.

     Goliath turned to Elisa.  "I guess we've got a bigger clan now."  He

was excited, she could tell...his eyes were twinkling.  Elisa had to marvel

at the sight...he almost looked like a child on Christmas morning.  Despite

the fact that the Newfoundland gargoyles were the most different he had

ever seen, Goliath was obviously happy that his clan was finally growing.

     Elisa grinned, and took his hand.  "The more, the merrier."

     Straining his ears, Goliath could hear Whitbourne, Carbonear and

Bonavista going into their unfinished rendition of 'Lukey's Boat'.  "I have

a feeling,"  he stated, "that with those three around, things will be quite

a bit merrier indeed."

***************************************************************************

**********

One Hour Later

     Despite the slow return to normalcy that the rest of the world was

enjoying, there was one member of the clan who still remained, slowly

drowning in misery.

     After his confrontation with Ariel, Brooklyn had retreated to the

library.  He simply stared at the shelves of books, clasping Hawthorne's

pendant in his hand.

     One of Alexander's books was on the floor.  It was rather large, and

old, but the contents were simply nursery rhymes.  Owen had written the

book, drawing upon his alter ego's millenium of experience throughout the

world to find hundreds upon hundreds of children's rhymes.

     Brooklyn picked up the book, which was open to one of Alex's favorite

rhymes.  It was one Owen had written himself, having to do with the "three

hag sisters" who had gone looking for a little boy to use as an ingredient

for their spell.  But the little boy, being too clever for them, tricked

them into his kitchen, where he locked them in the larder forever. 

Brooklyn cracked a smile, especially at Owen's illustration, which showed

the Wierd Sisters banging on a closed door, demanding to be let out.

     Brooklyn flipped through the book for a second, and came upon one

particularly morbid entry.

          This is the way the world ends,

          This is the way the world ends,

          This is the way the world ends,

          Not with a bang, but a whisper.

     That somehow made the pain return, in throbbing emotional waves. 

Brooklyn grimly set the book aside, and closed his eyes.  He imagined

Hawthorne turning to stone, as he had done a thousand times in the past

four nights, and waited impassively as the heartache began again.

     This is the way my love ends, Brooklyn thought.  Not with a bang, but

a whisper.

     He sat down miserably on the stool, and stared away into space, lost

in thought.

     The last four days had been trying.  The clan had tried to make him

feel better, but Brooklyn would have none of that.  Everyone else had had

at least three heart to heart talks with him, trying to console and to

heal.  But eventually, they had resigned to the fact that hurrying it along

was a hopeless task, and that all they could do was support him until he

stopped mourning.

But, he had heard them say, judging by the way he was acting, there was no

guarantee he ever would.

     He didn't care.  He had gotten so used to lonliness over the past

couple of days that he welcomed it.  In fact, he almost enjoyed not having

anyone else around to try to comfort him.  It gave him more time to think

about her.

     He had failed her.  He had promised that he would be there to protect

her, to keep her safe from the doom that the awful prophecy had foretold. 

But he hadn't.  He couldn't.  Hawthorne had been so insistant about letting

fate run its course, that Brooklyn had found that Hawthorne hard to

reconcile with the skeptic he had first met.  In the end, she had bravely,

resignedly gone to destiny...and in the last few seconds before it had

happened, Brooklyn had felt another emotion mixed in with his anguish.

     Pride.

     She was so brave, he thought.  Even though it had only been a few days

since she had accepted the existance of magic in general, she had decided

to aid Ariel, and had gone to her death.  As Brooklyn had watched her

steadfastly walk towards the parapets, he had felt that small kernel of

emotion, and realized that he was actually proud of her, for sacrificing

herself to save the world.

     But in doing so, she had left him alone.  Add that to the fact that he

had been hopelessly in love with her, and she with him.  Brooklyn sighed. 

If this hadn't happened, he and Hawthorne would probably be together right

now, sharing the special memories that only two people in love can. 

Memories that Broadway and Angela would soon be, that possibly Lex and

Ophelia would discover in time.  Memories he would never know, because

nobody was left to love him.

     Save one.

     Carbonear walked into the library, looking festive.  The chorus of

'Lukey's Boat' was being sung somwhere in the distance.  She was laughing,

carrying a glass of what looked like champagne, and mockingly wagging a

finger at Brooklyn.

     "Where was ye to, my son?"  she asked.  "You're missing the party!"

     "Party?"  Brooklyn asked.

     "Yes, bye!  Witless and Bonnie is celebrating our entrance into your

clan.  We's decided we wants to stay."  Carbonear grinned.  She offered the

glass to Brooklyn, who shook his head.

     "You joined the clan?  That's great!"  Brooklyn stated, meaning it.

     Carbonear nodded.  "We's all excited.  We starts your patrols with ye

in a few days, once Goliath goes over a few ground rules.  But after that,

we's full members of Clan Manhattan.  We figured the bunch of ye needs a

Newfoundland twist."

     Brooklyn nodded, and Carbonear noticed the pendant in his hands.

     "Are you okay?"  she asked, setting down the champagne.

     "Yeah.  Yeah, I'm fine."  Brooklyn mumbled, not very convincingly.

     Carbonear frowned, and came to sit down next to him.  "No, ye's not. 

Otherwise, ye'd be trying to move on from this, and not let it destroy your

life like ye's been after doing."

     "You've said all this before."  Brooklyn told her.

     Carbonear's brow knitted.  "Well, maybe we keeps saying it because you

can't seem to get the message."  she said angrily, and instantly regretted

it.  "I'm sorry.  It's just, ye's got all of us on edge, because we's

seeing you destroy yourself with grief, and not making any progress in

healing.  I mean, grieve for her all ye wants to, but don't let it consume

your life."

     She put a hand on his shoulder, filled with concern and compassion.

     "Brooklyn,"  she began, "even though Whitbourne and Bonavista and I is

acting normal again, we's still grieving for Woodstock.  Last night,

Whitbourne caught himself asking if Woody was after wanting to go up to him

to our smoke hole, realized his mistake, and went up and bawled for a good

twenty minutes.  I've been doing as much lately too.  It hurts when someone

you loves passes on, be it a friend you loved like a brother or the person

you loved as a mate.  Or however ye and Hawthorne considered yourselves. 

But we's finding that acting as normal, without concentrating on Woodstock,

and dealing with the grief together makes it easier.  Broadway killed him;

how do you think he's after feeling?  He's got guilt over that, but he's

after trying to move on, and he's got the clan to help him through.  And so

does ye."

     Brooklyn looked up.  He had retreated into dull, stony silence once

more.

     Carbonear sighed.  "Don't think ye's alone.  I knows for a fact that

everyone's come to visit ye at least three times, to see how ye's getting

along.  But if ye refuses to let us, we can't help ye.  If ye goes on

thinkin ye's alone, then ye won't get through this.  We wants to help ye,

Brooklyn.  We wants to help ye deal with it, heal from it, and move on."

     "How can you expect me to?"  Brooklyn demanded, wearily.  "Tell me,

how do you expect me to come out and act normal?  The one person I ever

truly loved is DEAD, Carbonear.  I can't handle that, okay!  I just can't

handle it!  I lost everything, for God's sake.  I lost my life, my soul,

and my love.  And even though I got back the first two, the last was the

price I had to pay, and I can't deal with it.  So I'm sorry, but I can't

chalk it up to a painful event and walk away.  I need time to come to terms

with what happened on my own.  Maybe then, I'll come back."

     "Brooklyn, you can't deal with this alone..."

     "MAYBE I WANT TO!"  Brooklyn roared, standing up.  In the distance,

the music stopped.  Carbonear stared at him in shock.

     He frowned.  "You don't understand.  You'll never understand how I

feel.  So just get out and leave me alone!"

     The clan came walking cautiously in.  Everyone watched the display,

with saddened expressions on their faces, as if finally realizing that

things were not even close to normal, or even all right again, for

Brooklyn.

     Brooklyn turned, and saw them staring.  "I said leave me alone!"  he

yelled.

     "Brooklyn,"  Hudson began.  Broadway began to walk forward, a

concerned expression in his face.

     "Brook, we want to help you..."  Broadway frowned.

     "LEAVE ME ALONE!"  Brooklyn roared at the top of his lungs.  He pushed

Broadway out of the way, and marched, fuming, out of the library.  The

others tried to follow, but Goliath held them back.

     "No.  If he doesn't want our help, we can't force it upon him.  We

have to wait until he has come to terms with it himself."  Goliath ordered,

sadly.

     "How can that happen?"  Angela asked.  "He'll never accept it."

     Goliath frowned, as if thinking of the right words to say.  "We cannot

give up hope."  was all he could think of.

     Sadly, the clan turned, and began to walk away, mumbling, some

protesting that they should go and help, others agreeing with Goliath's

analysis.  But one remained.

     Carbonear looked out the window, which had a view of the tower where

the gargoyles roosted.  As she watched, she saw Brooklyn come outside, and

sit down defeatedly next to Hawthorne's statue, which he had lovingly

placed next to his own daytime perch.

     She gave a small, chagrined sigh, and walked away.

***************************************************************************

**********

November 10, 1996

(Six Hours Later)

     At sunrise, Elisa came up to watch the morning ritual.  As they hopped

up into their perches, Elisa marvelled, noting how strange it was to see

eleven gargoyles roosting where there had previously only been seven, but

regained herself.  She frowned when she saw Brooklyn, however.  His

expression was dishevelled, his hair in wild disarray.  His face had a

haunted look, as if he had spent the night watching ghosts.

     And perhaps, Elisa thought, recalling what Goliath and Carbonear had

told her about Brooklyn's outburst of several hours before, he had.

     Goliath turned, and saw Elisa.  He smiled warmly, and noticed her

thoughtful expression.

     He sighed.  "We're at a loss of what to do."  he admitted.

     "Maybe in time, he'll be better able to deal with it."  Elisa sighed.

     "I hope so."  Goliath agreed.

     Broadway and Angela gave each other a small kiss, a habit which they

had gotten into just before the sun rose.  Bronx whined, and covered his

eyes.  Lexington glanced nervously at Brooklyn, who had abandoned his perch

and was sitting, downcast, next to Hawthorne's statue.

     "Uh, Brooklyn..."  he pointed out, tilting his head to the east.

     "The sun's about to come up, bye."  Bonavista continued.

     Brooklyn looked up.  "So it is."  he agreed, not moving.

     Goliath looked at Elisa, with an expression reading "I'm fearing the

worst."

     He hopped up on his perch, glancing first at Brooklyn, and then at

Elisa.

     "Until the sun goes down."  he greeted, formally.

     Elisa smiled.  "I'll be here."

     The sun broke over the horizon, and the gargoyles petrified.  Elisa

smiled, and stiffened as Xanatos walked up the stairs.

     "Hello, Detective Maza."  he greeted.  "Care to join us for

breakfast?"

     "No, thanks."  Elisa dismissed him, not looking at him.  "I have to

go."

     She gave a glance back at Goliath, and then walked over to Brooklyn's

statue.  His eyes were closed, and a melancholy frown was frozen on his

face.  His expression, as it had been for the past four days in life and in

stone, was one of undescribable anguish, pain and loss.

     "We're here for you."  Elisa whispered, patting the statue's beak.

     She looked at Hawthorne's statue, with it's Mona Lisa like smile.  She

was quite beautiful, Elisa thought.

     She looked at Brooklyn again.  "We're here for you."  she repeated,

wishing he could hear and accept that truth.

     She sighed, and turned.  Walking past Xanatos, she entered the castle,

and headed for the elevator.

     Xanatos turned, and headed back into the castle.

     On the tower, the brightening sunlight began to dance upon twelve

stone forms.

                        T H E   E N D

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

******************************

   Coming Soon!  The sequel to "Shadowplay"..."Immortal Beloved".

     It's been three months since Hawthorne's death, but Brooklyn's grief

is only increasing.  As he struggles to come to terms with it, Carbonear

and the clan must try to help him before his emotions lead him to self

destruction...
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        Comments?  Suggestions?  Praises?  Flames?  Write to me at

                       pblacqui@cycor.ca
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***************************************************************************

***************************************************************************

******************************

LYRICS (just so you don't think I wrote them.)

"Lukey's Boat"  is a Newfoundland traditional song.

Also, the nursery rhyme "Not With A Bang" is a (morbid) children's

traditional verse.
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