
Prologue 
 

Last I knew I’d been in a scrap with some low lives on the streets of Berlin and 
had done pretty well. My grandfather had been in the SS and I felt a sense of 
responsibility in defending my country against the dark wave building. This 
time they’d attacked someone I’d only recently become acquainted with but 
admired very much. She seemed self-possessed, even a little remote — but she 
was beautiful. 

To see her that day crumpled like a bundle of old clothes on the sidewalk, 
bleeding and battered, and surrounded by raucous invaders, tore at my heart. It 
would be six to one, but I didn’t care. I laid into them with a passion I didn’t 
know I had, and it broke through them like a giant wave on a wreck. 

I thought they’d all fled but one must have come back while I was kneeling 
over Anna, wiping away the blood from her face. There was the stunning shock 
of a blow to the back of my head and now — I didn’t know what — what to 
think, what was around me, where I was. 

Everything was different. My vision was blurry when I woke but I could 
still see that I didn’t know any of the three faces looking intently at mine. And 
the clothes. Had I been at one of my mediaeval re-enactment meets? No, I 
remembered poor Anna’s bloodied face and the terrified look in her gentle 
green eyes. 

 
“He seems to be coming to,” said one of those standing over me, a 

youngish man a little shorter and slighter than myself with raven black hair. The 
words were strange but somehow I understood them. 

“Yes, but see his eyes,” said the girl next to him, a blond with a 
melancholy expression. “He doesn’t know us.” 

“Why should I know you?” I said, struggling with the words — 
questioning each of the strange sounds as they sprang from my mouth. 

“Because, we’re your friends Doc and you’ve known us all your life. You 
took a bad blow to the head when you fell from Trickster back there. I’ve never 
seen a pony more aptly named, but why you persist with him is a mystery to 
me.” 

“My name’s not Doc,” I replied. 
“Of course not,” said the girl. “It’s Marriadoc, but we’ve always called you 

Doc.” 
“No, my name is Klaus, and I don’t know you.” 



“Take it easy Doc. You’ll be right as the wind in no time at all,” said the 
third face, a slight girl who looked no more than fourteen. She had blue eyes 
and brown hair, worn quite short. The man, who might almost have been a boy, 
had no beard or any sign of one that might have been shaven recently. All their 
features, their complexion and their hair was beautiful — stunningly so. 

My vision was clearing and I could see that I was lying on a field of soft 
green turf with many wildflowers and off to the left there was a forest of tall 
trees. Everything seemed somehow different — the light, the texture of things, 
the sounds and the smells. It came to me suddenly that all the scents around me 
were remarkable — strong and intoxicating. It all beckoned so powerfully that I 
made to sit up, but swooned again before I had fully lifted my head. 

“We might make up a stretcher and carry him back,” said the blond girl. 
“You carry him Pip. We’re a good three leagues from Archeston.” 
“What… or where is Archeston?” I asked. 
“Principal town of Archedain, of course, lad, though you might dispute 

that.” 
“Why?” 
“Don’t worry, just rest a bit and we’ll find that damn Trickster.” 
 
Half an hour later I felt a lot better and was able to stand up. The girl, Pip, 

helped me and I was surprised when I managed to stay, with some difficulty, on 
my feet that she held me close and kissed me on the lips. The others were off 
chasing ponies so I focused on her. 

“What was that for?” I asked. 
“Damned if I know. Just the sort of thing your girl might do when you 

come back to life and look like you might not drop dead on the spot.” 
“My girl?” 
“You really don’t remember?” 
“I’m sure it’ll all come back.” 
“I hope so. We were heading over to Tuckwald for you cousin’s wedding.” 
I could see the disappointment in her eyes. Maybe that was why she’d 

looked melancholy before. 
“I’ll be alright. We can go on. By the way, what are their names — the 

other two?” 
I saw tears glistening in her eyes. 
“Sammy and Finn.” 
“Finn?” 



Pip burst into tears. 
“Your best friend, Finlay. We’ve always called him Finn.” 
“And Sammy? His girl?” 
“Well, sort of. Sammy’s father works for him and he looks after her. It’s 

difficult to …” 
“Don’t worry. I know.” 
 
Sammy and Finn came back with the ponies then and Finn grinned. I could 

see he was just about to slap me on the back, but I have to confess I cringed and 
Sammy held him back. 

The whole thing had got me interested now. I was clearly in some sort of 
dream, but the dream had real people with names and stories and the thing 
already had me hooked. Hopefully somebody was looking after me and Anna 
on the streets of Berlin because I didn’t look like waking up any time soon. 
 


