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PROLOGUE 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

DôVann Grayskull grunted in pain as he stumbled over a large rock, violently 

crashing to the floor of the cave.  The leanly-muscled teen stood up once more, 

brushing the dirt and mud from his bloody knees.  His long blonde hair stuck to his 

face, the moisture of the cave and his own perspiration combining to form a grimy 

sheen on his skin.  Thankful that the torch he carried remained lit despite his fall, 

the youth raised it up and continued his descent.  The surrounding tribes called this 

the Cave of Power and tales had long been told of the treasure that awaited any 

who survived to the end of the journey through its winding passages.  Most believed 

the stories to be mere legends, but DôVann had faith that they were true.  After his 

parents had been killed by their Snake Men captors, DôVann had escaped the slave 

colony heôd been born into.  Heôd spent the next year on the run, wandering the 

untamed lands.  It seemed that in every town, indeed in every tavern, heôd heard 

tales of men who had attempted to reach the treasure, same as he did now.  These 

men either disappeared forever, or returned, but irreparably changed and overcome 

with an uncontrollable fear.  The stories claimed that those who had returned bore 

scars from an animalôs claws, given to them by a brutal beast that guarded the 

treasure.  Whether it was the naivety of youth, or merely stupidity, DôVann did not 

fear the mysterious creature, for he knew he had the goddess Zoar on his side. 

 His parents had prayed to Serpos daily, begging the god of the Snake Men 

to spare them from their slavery.  Their prayers had gone unheeded.  DôVann would 
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have to be a fool to trust in Serpos.  No, he had his own god, the one his people 

would have worshipped, had they not been enslaved long ago.  Freedom is all that 

DôVann had craved during his childhood, slaving his youth away in the Snake Menôs 

camp.  Eventually he had prayed to the gods, any god other than Serpos, to free 

him.  By the next new moon, he had escaped in the night.  Throughout his 

wanderings after his escape, he had come upon a cave wall, not unlike one he 

would find here.  Upon it, he had found his ancient ancestorsô paintings telling the 

story of Zoar, the goddess his people once revered, before theyôd foolishly turned 

their backs on her.  A green falcon, Zoar was the goddess of life, of flight and of 

living free.  The moment he saw the paintings, he knew that it must have been Zoar 

whoôd freed him.  At that moment, heôd pledged himself to her, apologizing for the 

foolishness of his people for forsaking her, but swearing that he would not repeat 

their mistake.   

Zoar had been long-ignored by his tribe; their centuries-long servitude to the 

Snake Men causing them to forget her truth long ago.  In time, she became nothing 

more than a story told to children, her peopleôs devotion stolen by Serpos, a god 

who surely had no interest in human affairs.  It had sickened DôVann to travel the 

lands after his escape, seeing the human clans praising Serpos, worshiping the 

three-headed serpentine god of their rulers as if he were their own.  In his heart, 

DôVann felt sorry for them.  They were lost.  Serpos was strong in this age, that was 

undeniable, but he would not hear the prayers of DôVannôs people.  He was not their 

god.  DôVann had renounced Serpos, though he had to be mindful not to show his 

heretical beliefs around others, lest they turn on him and alert their serpentine 

masters.  He wondered at times if Zoar minded his secrecy?  She had his faith, but 

what good was faith when one kept it hidden? 

 Running his hand through his long hair, the youth brushed the dirtied strands 

out of his face as he continued ever downward, deeper into the cave and ever closer 

to his goal.  How long had he been here?  Hours?  Surely.  Days?  Perhaps, he 

conceded.  Heôd run out of food long enough ago that his stomach ached fiercely.  

Closing his eyes, he shook away his fears.  Zoar would keep him strong.  He was 

almost there, he could feel it.  Sure enough, a quarter of an hour later, heôd reached 

the end of the tunnel: a small crevice leading to the unknown that lay beyond.  He 

turned sideways and squeezed through the narrow passage, stumbling briefly as 

he emerged into a large cavern.  DôVann found that the cavern was dimly lit by a 

phosphorescent glow coming from the fungus that lined its interior.  The young 

wanderer could hear running water, accompanied by the rhythmic dripping of 

moisture from the caveôs ceiling.  The chill of the falling drops caused his flesh to 

react, quickly goose-pimpling from the shock of the cold moisture coming into 

contact with his hot and exhausted body.   
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He made his way to a small stream that ran through the cave and began to 

follow it, feeling his steps taking him upward, ever upward, once again climbing 

toward the surface.  Turning a corner, he caught sight of a faint light in the distance, 

far from that of his torch and much brighter than the glow given off by the fungus-

lined walls.  It had to be daylight, he reasoned; a way out.  Making his way toward 

the newly discovered light source, he found to his joy that it was indeed an opening 

to the crisp air of the outside world; an escape from the despair he was beginning 

to feel inside the system of caves that had sought to become his tomb.  Walking 

through the wide mouth that formed the exit, DôVann looked down upon a large 

valley, surrounded by mountains that hid it from the world he knew; the world 

beyond the tunnels at his back.  Carefully, he walked toward the center of the valley, 

feeling inexorably drawn toward it as a moth to a flame.  The valley was made up 

of a dense jungle.  Creatures he heard but never saw skittered away from him as 

he fumbled through the trees and underbrush.  After nearly an hour traversing the 

distance with much difficulty, DôVann came upon an open area in the middle of the 

valley and the natural spring that bubbled at its center.  A lone tree grew out of the 

ground next to it, huge and vibrant.  ñThis must be it,ò he said aloud.  ñThe Font of 

Life.ò 

 Making his way closer to the spring he sought, he stopped suddenly, his ears 

perking at the sound of a low growl coming from the jungle behind him.  The youth 

turned slowly, not wanting to make any sudden moves.  The brush swayed in the 

distance, parting as something large and presumably dangerous made its way 

toward him.  As DôVann watched in silence, the creature causing the brush to shake 

and sway moved closer and closer to where he stood.  He couldnôt move, but he 

couldnôt stay where he was, either.  The youth took a step back, only to hear a loud 

snap as he stepped on a dried twig, cast off from a nearby fallen branch.  Thinking 

of the beast heôd heard even the hardest men speak of with fear in their voices, he 

looked up hastily, but the brush had stopped moving.  Whatever it was that hid 

within, it was now as aware of him as he was of it. 

After seconds that felt like hours passed, the brush moved once more, the 

final line of it that separated DôVann from the jungle parting to allow passage of the 

largest lion he had ever seen.  Long tusks hung from its mouth, indicating that it 

was somehow crossbred with the more common sabretooth tigers that DôVann had 

long had to avoid during his travels in the untamed lands.  Ligors are myth, he 

reassured himself silently.  Despite the thought, there it stood before him, easily 

twice the size of any giant cat heôd seen previously, muscular, and most definitely 

real.  Green in color, the ligor shook its copious mane as it freed itself of the foliage 

of the jungle and stepped toward him in a loping, lazy pace.  It obviously did not 

view the lean young man as a threat.  Carefully, DôVann pulled a makeshift knife 
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from his belt that heôd carved from a stone during his journeys.  Compared to the 

ligorôs tusks, it felt about as comforting to DôVann as a nail would to a warrior in lieu 

of a sword.  Perhaps this creature has itself sipped of the font? he thought suddenly.  

Such a thing would explain its spectacular size and would mean that the myths 

surrounding the font are true!  With a sense of realization and renewed hope for 

survival, DôVann turned and sprinted toward the spring, making his way as fast as 

he could manage.  Hearing a roar at his back, he found himself running even faster, 

but within seconds a swipe of the ligorôs paw knocked him viciously to the side, his 

small knife lost to the tall grasses.  He slammed into the ground with surprising force 

and instinctively rolled into a ball.  The massive beast circled him, occasionally 

coming closer and pushing at his body with its giant paw, toying with him as his 

domesticated cousins would a field mouse.  Iôm as good as dead, DôVann thought. 

 Opening his eyes, he found himself nearly eye to eye with the creature, 

which rumbled with a low growl and shook its mane at him in response.  Raising his 

gaze further upward, DôVann caught sight of a bird circling high above him, gliding 

almost casually on the warm jungle breeze.  Already waiting to feed off my corpse, 

DôVann thought.  I hope you choke, you old buzzard. 

 Even after I granted you your freedom?  The voice DôVann heard inside of 

his mind was not his own.  Inexplicably, yet undeniably, it was a womanôs. 

 ñWho are you?ò he asked aloud.  The bird screeched and the ligor suddenly 

stepped back, laying down nearby.  DôVann thought absentmindedly that it 

appeared as if the beast was doing so out of respect.  The bird landed on a low 

branch of the impossibly large tree growing near the spring.  No longer backlit by 

the bright noonday sun, DôVannôs eyes widened with wonder as he saw that it was 

a green falcon.  ñZoar?ò he asked cautiously.  He raised himself to his knees and 

bowed his head low to the ground. 

Rise and drink from the font, the voice in his mind said. 

 DôVann stood slowly, his legs shaking with fear.  As far as he knew, no one 

had ever drunk from the font successfully.  ñYou offer this to me?  Why?ò 

 Because you remembered me, the voice replied.  You are not the only one 

who has located the Font of Life, but you will be the first to harness its power.  All 

others have sought it for selfish reasons, but not you.  I see inside your heart, 

DôVann Grayskull.  I know why you seek its gifts.  Unlike the others, you are a worthy 

investment; chosen by me to be more than just yourself.  Drink, and you will have 

your heartôs desire.  You will be a leader of men.  You will be my champion. 

 ñI donôt understand,ò he replied. 
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You will in time.  Trust in Zoar. 

Taking careful steps, his eyes watching the falcon closely, DôVann made his 

way to the spring.  His glanced back toward the massive ligor often as he walked, 

but the creature merely bathed in the sun, apparently no longer interested in him.  

Reaching the crystal-clear waters of the font, DôVann lowered himself to his knees 

at its bank.  He looked once again to the goddess Zoar to make sure he wasnôt 

merely imagining her, delirious from the days heôd spent in the caves, but the green 

falcon remained on the branch and jutted its beak toward him, encouraging him to 

continue.  Submerging his hands into the spring, he was surprised at the warmth of 

its waters.  DôVann pulled his hands from the font, the nourishing liquid cupped 

within them.  Before bringing it to his mouth, he paused.  ñIôm afraid,ò he admitted.  

ñThis power, does it come with a price?  I will never again be a slave.ò  He looked 

to the falcon once more.  ñNot even yours.ò 

 I ask only that you live your life freely, the voice said.  Do this and one day I 

will call upon you.  Perhaps then you will serve me by choice, for the betterment of 

your people. 

 ñThen I will await that day with immense pride,ò DôVann said.  Slowly, he 

brought the water to his mouth and drank.  The liquidôs warmth filled him as he 

swallowed, spreading throughout his extremities with a strong tingling sensation.  

He could already feel the fontôs power flowing through his body, changing it forever.  

With it, his fear faded.  He had been right to choose Zoar as his goddess, and he 

would in turn prove her right in choosing him.  He would be her champion, and 

nothing would ever be the same again. 

 

Eight Years Later 

 

 The rain pelted Grayskull and his ligor companion Granger as they walked 

toward the village tavern.  The heavy droplets hit the wet ground so hard that the 

sound resembled falling coins.  If only, for Grayskull always seemed to be in need 

of them.  The noise of the carousing emanating from the ground floor of the villageôs 

most notorious inn/tavern grew even louder as the wanderer shoved open the run-

down buildingôs double doors.  A hulk of a man, covered in muscle, DôVann shook 

his wild mane of hair as he entered, sending rainwater about the room, along with 

that which dripped from his thick, furred cloak.  Granger did likewise as the massive 

beast padded in through the door at his back.  The men sitting nearest the entrance 
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cursed as the newcomersô expelled water splattered on their dinners.  Each man 

began to stand angrily, but with one look at Grayskull and his ligor, they did nothing, 

instead returning to their seated positions in silence. 

 ñHey, you canôt bring that beast in here,ò the innkeeper shouted at Grayskull 

from behind the bar. 

 DôVann glanced behind the man at the bar to see a statue of Serpos, the 

three-headed snake god and his apostle, King Hiss, who still ruled these lands, 

having done so for nearly three hundred years.  Nothing much had changed in the 

time since DôVann had drunk from the Font of Life.  Nothing but himself; the lanky 

teenager heôd once been now no more than a ghost, and he no longer feared 

snakes.  ñHeôs not a beast,ò he argued, smiling wryly as he did so.  ñHeôs my spirit 

guide!ò  Saying the words, DôVann erupted into boisterous laughter. 

 ñSpirit guide or no, heôs soaking wet and he stinks,ò the man protested, 

cutting DôVann short. 

 Grayskull waved his hand dismissively.  ñMuch like everyone else in this 

stinking village.  Do us a favor and shut it, Thuldor.  Heôs one of your best 

customers.ò  He hung his rain-soaked cloak on a hook near the entrance.  ñAs am 

I.ò 

 The man huffed.  ñYou drank nearly my entire supply of mead the last time 

you were in the village, Grayskull.  And your blasted cat ate half my stores of salted 

swine on top of that, which you still owe me sixty rubits for, I might add!ò  The 

innkeeperôs voice raised as he grew more and more irritated.  ñNow get that beast 

out of here!ò he shouted. 

 DôVann calmly walked to his usual table, in the back corner of the tavern, 

and sat.  Granger followed, lying down on the floor at his friendôs side before 

beginning a long bath.  ñYouôre more than welcome to carry him out, if youôd like.  

In fact, itôd be a joy to see you make the attempt.  Youôre about his size.  Portion-

wise, I mean.ò  The smile that rested comfortably on his face clearly showed that 

the wanderer wouldnôt waver. 

 The innkeeper remained behind the bar and stared at Grayskull, but 

remained silent for a long moment.  ñFine,ò the man said at last, exasperated.  ñIôll 

put it on your tab.  Your usual, then?ò 

 ñOf course, you old fool,ò DôVann replied heartily, reaching down to gently 

pet Grangerôs head, still wet from the rain.  The innkeeper approached cautiously 

due to the presence of the giant cat and placed a large wooden bowl on Grayskullôs 
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table.  Having brought a bottle of mead with him, the man pulled its cork and began 

to pour it into the bowl before DôVann grabbed his wrist.  ñLeave it,ò he commanded.  

ñAnd bring another.ò  With a scowl, the innkeeper did so before returning to the bar 

and tending to other customers, most of which tried to ignore the barbarian in their 

midst.  More than one changed tables in an effort to stay away from him.  Grayskull 

was fine with their shunning him, however.  Serpos-worshipping filth, he thought.  

He wasnôt here to make friends. 

 DôVann placed the bowl on the floor for Granger to lick clean.  Taking the 

bottle in his massive hand, he smiled.  ñTo the glory of Zoar!ò he shouted loud 

enough for everyone in the tavern to hear.  Turning to Granger, his voice grew quiet.  

ñWherever she may be.ò  He then proceeded to drink the entire bottle in a 

continuous series of gulps before slamming it down and letting out a loud belch.  He 

looked toward Granger once more, his comrade loudly slurping the bowl of mead 

before him.  Grayskullôs voice remained low as he rubbed the beast behind its ears.  

ñBecause you and I both know that no matter how much I pray, she never answers.ò  

Smiling faintly at his only companion, he raised the second bottle to him in toast.  

ñAnd hereôs to the power of Grayskull, her forgotten champion.ò 
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PART I 

 

THE THREE TOWERS  
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1. 

THE WARNING 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 The sky flashed with lightning.  Massive quakes violently shook everything 

the eye could see.  King Adam of Eternia looked on helplessly as avalanches of 

snow, boulders and earth tumbled from the mountains in the distance to the plains 

at their base, burying the outlying villages of his kingdom along with their 

inhabitants.  A crack of thunder drowned out Adamôs scream of despair as, unable 

to help them, he witnessed the deaths of hundreds of his subjects.  He no longer 

had the power of Grayskull.  He-Man no longer, he was now just a man, helpless 

to stop the destruction around him.  The long, slow rumble of the aftershock that 

followed shook the ground beneath his feet, knocking him to his hands and knees.  

The beleaguered king gazed skyward and was forced to shield his eyes as the 

angry clouds above him opened, pelting his body and everything around him with 

a drenching rain.  Adam lowered his eyes to the ground and he shivered visibly at 

the sight before him.  Surrounding him, and continuing as far as he could see, were 

bodies; those of both his allies and his enemies. 

A great battle had been fought here; a battle that was clearly over.  He caught 

sight of the victor standing in front of Castle Grayskull, the structure looming before 

Adam like a ghost from his past.  The victor was a creature born of nightmares, his 
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scalloped red cape whipping about violently in the winds that began to rage around 

them both.  The manifestation of evil itself stood tall and proud atop countless 

corpses.  The closest to the creatureôs feet was Adora, Adamôs twin sister, as 

lifeless as the rest of Adamôs friends and allies that littered the battlefield.  The king 

tried to stand, but slipped and fell on the bodies.  He held his hands in front of his 

face and saw that they were red and glistening.  Adam realized with dawning horror 

that it wasnôt rain that the sky had loosed upon him; it was blood.  Chilling laughter 

filled the air as the creature before him tilted its head back and raised its hands to 

the sky.  With an indescribable sound, a tear appeared in the air before him, a rip 

through reality itself.  The space within it contained nothing but darkness.  In 

seconds, the darkness spread until it was all that remained, pervasive, unstoppable, 

and Adam knew in that briefest of moments that he had failed. 

 Adam awoke with a start, sweat pouring from his forehead.  The sheets of 

the bed were damp and stuck to his back as he sat up.  Beside him, Eterniaôs queen 

lay undisturbed.  He could make out the shape of his young son Dare at the foot of 

the bed, the dim candlelight of the room highlighting the tears that flowed down the 

boyôs cheeks.  ñPapa,ò the boy whispered in an effort to not wake his mother, ñI had 

a bad dream.ò 

 Adam laid back down and reached his arms out for his son.  Dare climbed in 

beside him, quickly wrapping his arms around his father, searching for comfort.  ñItôs 

alright, Son.  Sometimes your papa has bad dreams, too.ò 

 The boy looked up at his father lovingly, his eyes still glistening.  ñYou do?ò 

he asked, astonished. 

 ñSure I do, but theyôre nothing to be afraid of, especially yours.ò 

 ñBecause I have you to protect me?ò Dare asked quietly. 

 Adam couldnôt help but think of his own dream.  He was haunted by the sight 

of his sisterôs body among the dead, of the endless corpses that stretched as far as 

his eyes could see, and of how helpless heôd felt at having not been able to save 

them.  He tried to sound confident, despite being shaken by the experience.  ñYes, 

Dare.  Iôll always protect you.ò 

 ñI know,ò Dare said, his own confidence clear in his voice.  ñWhat was your 

dream about?ò the boy asked. 

 ñA battle.ò 
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 ñA big one?ò Dare pressed, his eyes sparkling with anticipation.  Raised in a 

time of planet-wide peace, the boy couldnôt help but be intrigued by the idea of war.  

He was far too young to understand the horrors it wrought. 

 ñYes, son, a big one,ò Adam answered. 

 ñDid you win, Papa?ò 

 He shook his head in response.  ñNo.  I donôt think so.ò 

 ñOh.ò  Dare paused, thinking.  ñWell, then you know it was just a dream,ò he 

said with a smile.  ñYou always win.ò 

 ñI wish that were true,ò Adam sighed.  ñSo, tell me, what was yours about?ò 

 ñI dreamt of a great big castle.ò 

 ñOh, really?  Is that what scared you?ò 

 ñYes,ò Dare said, ñat least at first.  I was afraid when I saw it.  It wasnôt like 

here.  It was really old and looked like a skeleton.ò 

 Adam felt his brow furrow.  ñLike a skeleton?  Do you mean that it had 

something like a skull on the front?ò 

 Dare paused in an effort to remember.  ñYes.  A giant one.ò 

 ñWhat else happened?ò Adam asked. 

 ñThe door was open, so I went in.  It seemed a lot bigger on the inside, too.  

I thought that was very strange.  Then I saw a lady sitting on a throne.ò 

 ñWhat did she look like?ò 

 ñLike a bird,ò Dare replied. 

 ñA bird?ò Adam asked with a knowing smile.  Perhaps Dareôs grandmother 

had paid him a visit through the Everdream.  With the Sorceress of Grayskull as the 

boyôs grandmother, Adam knew it was only a matter of time before something of 

this nature happened.  Dare had always had a special connection to the magic that 

surrounded them. 

ñYes,ò his son answered.  ñA bird.ò 

Adam put on a confused face, intent to play along as if he didnôt know exactly 

who his son was speaking of.  ñWell, was she nice?ò 
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 ñOh yes, Papa.  She hugged me and then I wasnôt so afraid anymore.ò 

 Adam smiled once again.  ñThat doesnôt sound so bad.ò 

 ñNo, that part wasnôt,ò Dare answered.  ñIt was nice, but then the castle 

started to shake and a man appeared, a really scary man.ò 

 ñA scary man?ò Adam asked with some concern.  ñWhat did he look like?ò 

 Dareôs eyes grew wide with fear.  ñHe looked like a monster with a face like 

a bat.  He had sharp teeth and wore a big red cape.  He knocked the bird lady down 

to the ground and she couldnôt get back up, no matter how much I tried to help her.ò 

 Going off Dareôs description, the óscary manô his son spoke of had to be 

Hordak, Adam realized, a feeling of dread settling in the pit of his stomach.  Knowing 

this, he found himself holding his son closer, tight to his chest, before easing up.  

ñDonôt worry, Dare.ò  He paused, thinking it odd that they both would dream of that 

creature on the same night, especially since Dare had never seen an image of the 

vile Horde leader and could have had no idea what he looked like.  There was no 

way it was coincidence.  ñIt was just a dream,ò he said.  Though he was happy that 

his son felt safe in his arms and was soon asleep, Adam couldnôt help but feel a 

sense of foreboding that heôd not felt in years.  Their dreams seemed like a warning; 

but of what? 

é 
 

The following morning, Adam woke up groggily.  Heôd spent most of the night 

lying awake in bed, his mind trying to make sense of his dream.  It had felt like the 

end of the world.  In the years since reuniting the two halves of the Sword of Power, 

the Eternian king had finally gotten used to the idea of no longer being He-Man, of 

no longer being the strongest man in the universe.  In these past years of peace, 

being the ruler of a powerful kingdom and a founding member of the Council of 

Kings had been enough, however Adam feared that that was no longer the case.  

His dream had brought back a feeling of dread that heôd not felt since immediately 

after losing his ability to transform into Eterniaôs guardian.  The sense of 

helplessness that had pervaded his consciousness as he saw the dead surrounding 

him had shaken him to his core, and the feeling of weakness that it had brought 

hadnôt left with his waking.  That haunting dream had felt incredibly real, as if it were 

not a dream at all, but rather a premonition, an omen of things to come. 
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 Dare was still asleep, now held close in his motherôs arms.  Adam wondered 

if the boy would tell Teela of his own dream, or would she remain unaware of her 

motherôs nighttime visitation to their son?  He would be sure to ask her later, but for 

now he couldnôt bear to wake her up.  She looked so happy, Dare held tight to her 

chest.  The birth of their son had changed their lives more than either of them could 

have ever prepared for.  The early years had been the most demanding, but Teela 

had taken to being a mother with the same level of natural grace that she had 

always shown as a warrior.  Once captain of the royal guard, Teela had resigned 

from her position to raise Dare, with their mutual friend Mekaneck taking over in her 

stead.  She continued to train regularly and Adam would still not hesitate to trust 

her with his life in battle.  She may be more concerned with being a mother these 

days, but she would always remain a warrior at heart.  Likewise, her father Duncan, 

the Eternian Man-At-Arms, had spent the last few years training his replacement, a 

relative newcomer named Raenius.  The old soldier was having a harder time letting 

go of his post than his daughter however, and Adam felt that Duncan would hold it 

until he met his end.  Adam certainly wasnôt going to take it away from him.  Aged 

or not, Duncan was still the best there was at what he did. 

 Climbing out of bed gently so as not to awaken his wife and son, Adam 

walked with careful, quiet steps to his wardrobe.  From it, he removed a blue tunic 

and a pair of black trousers, putting them on before slipping on his boots and 

electronic forearm bracers.  The left bracer contained a holo-communicator 

designed, like so many other things, by his father-in-law Duncan.  Adam saw that 

he had a message, but it could wait a bit longer.  Having an influx of messages and 

concerns came with being king.  Once, heôd been unsure as to whether or not he 

could handle the responsibility of the throne, but it had now been nearly a decade 

since Adamôs father Randor had abdicated and it was a burden that Adam had 

become accustomed to.  Also, having Randor back after an entire year spent 

imprisoned inside the Hordeôs home base was a blessing, and it more than made 

up for any hardships Adam had to contend with as the ruler of his kingdom.  Though 

Randor was often far from Eternia, relishing his new role as ambassador, he was 

never more than a holocommunication away.  He was due to return from his latest 

mission any day now, and Adam looked forward to seeing him a great deal. 

In truth, things had gone fairly smoothly for Adam since the formation of the 

Council of Kings.  Formed a year after Dareôs birth, the Council was comprised of 

leaders from the world over in a show of much-needed solidarity in the face of 

possible global threat.  Adam hadnôt spent much time in Etheria, the battle-worn 

planet Hordak used as his home base, but heôd been there long enough to know 

that he would do anything to prevent such a fate from befalling his home planet of 

Tellus.  That including trying to foster and maintain peace amongst the various 
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kingdoms and tribes that called it home, which was the primary function of the 

Council of Kings.  The various Council members had of course had disagreements 

over the years, and tensions between himself and his uncle Keldor ran high at 

times.  Adam and Keldor, as He-Man and Skeletor respectively, had feuded for 

nearly a decade before the formation of the Council and the two long-time enemies 

were often at odds with how they should handle certain issues.  Compromise was 

the core of how the Council worked however, and both had acquiesced at various 

times to serve the greater good.  It had actually been Adamôs idea to include Keldor 

on the Council, and that inclusion was necessary.  The group could not deny any 

world leader or royalty that wished to be involved.  To do so would damage the 

integrity of the Council itself and went against the entire purpose of its existence.  

Despite the occasional bump in the road, the Council could be called nothing if not 

a success, leading the world to more than a half-decade of peace. 

 Adam opened the door to the royal bedchambers as silently as possible and 

stepped out into the hallway.  He raised his left arm and pressed the flashing button 

on his bracer heôd so far ignored.  A holo-message from Mekaneck began to play 

as the king made his way toward the throne room.  ñGood morning, Adam.  Well, I 

trust that by the time you see this, itôll be morning, anyway.  Itôs late as Iôm recording.  

You know how I get when something scientifically interesting happens.  I donôt want 

to wake you as Iôm not sure that itôs worth your investigating in person, but when 

you get a minute please come see me in the Council Chamber.  Weôve been getting 

some strange reports from the outlying villages about óghost buildingsô or something 

like that.  Itôs prime season for the vineyards to break out the aged wines, so Iôm 

not sure how serious we should take this stuff, but,ò he laughed as he trailed off, 

ñwell, you know.  Thereôs not much else going on these days, so itôs something.ò  

His friend smiled with a slight shrug as the message ended.   

Adam wasnôt sure what to make of it.  Ghost buildings?  What did that even 

mean?  He didnôt know, but changed course and made his way to the Council 

Chamber to see if Mekaneck could clarify what he was talking about.  Adamôs old 

friend wasnôt the only one who seemed almost frustrated by the lack of activity that 

would come to define the peaceful years theyôd been enjoying.  Despite growing up 

during an earlier time of peace afforded to them by the formation of the Mystic Wall, 

after nearly a decade of constant war with Skeletor and his forces after its 

destruction, even Adam had to admit that it almost felt unnatural to have a lasting 

peace following the warôs end.  He was grateful for it of course, and more than 

pleased that Dare had grown up so far without experiencing the horrors of war, but 

thinking back to last nightôs dream, Adam couldnôt help but fear that that peace may 

be nearing its end. 
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The mechanical door to the Council Chamber slid open with a soft hiss of 

air.  As he entered the large room, Adamôs thoughts drifted back to a day heôd come 

here with Teela in their youth; the day that the Mystic Wall had fallen.  It seemed so 

long ago now, but he remembered the events that had transpired on that day vividly.  

The wallôs destruction had been the catalyst for his becoming He-Man and thus had 

started the most important era of his lifeôs journey prior to becoming a father, but it 

had also signified the return of evil and the death of peace.  Adam felt an eerie 

similarity between that fateful day and this one and was fearful that history was 

repeating itself.  Perhaps he was overreacting to what would turn out to be nothing 

more than a simple dream, but with a life touched my magic, Adam knew that it was 

rare for something like the dream he had had to be anything simple.  The fact that 

his son Dareôs dream had occurred the same night as his could be no coincidence 

either, nor was the one thing that both dreams had in common: Hordak. 

Adam had long been grateful that he and his family had escaped the Fright 

Zone without having to have a direct confrontation with Hordak himself.  Their 

coming face-to-face with the Horde leader had seemed inevitable during their 

escape, but apparently Hordak had placed far too much faith in his lieutenant 

Shadow Weaver, not to mention the loyalties of Adamôs sister Adora.  The 

possibility of Hordakôs adopted daughter betraying him had likely not even entered 

the Horde leaderôs thoughts, yet that was what had happened in the end.  Hordak 

had underestimated the power that love and the promise of a real family could have 

over Adora and her brainwashing and Hordak certainly didnôt predict the effect that 

the revealing of his lies would have on her.  Adam knew that without his sisterôs 

help, his mission to rescue his father would surely have ended much differently.  He 

owed Adora more than she would ever understand, not to mention Evelyn, who had 

gotten Adam to Etheria in the first place.  His dream of Hordakôs victory, the foul 

creature standing tall upon a mountain of the dead that included Adora and the rest 

of Adamôs family, would haunt him for some time and he would do whatever it took 

to ensure that the events of that dream would never come to pass.  He would do 

anything to protect his family. 

Adam entered the Council Chamber expecting to find at least of few of his 

royal guardsmen or other Masters, those with enhanced powers who served the 

kingdom, there with Mekaneck, but instead found his friend standing alone at the 

far end of the chamber, gazing intently upon a monitor that surveyed the outside 

walls of the capital city.  ñAnything of interest, old friend?ò Adam asked as he 

approached. 

ñNo, Sire.ò  Mekaneck turned with a shrug.  ñThereôs nothing to report as far 

as the capital goes.ò  The Captain of the Guard stood a head shorter than Adam, 

most of his face hidden behind what most would mistake for goggles and a helmet, 
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but both were in reality a permanent fixture.  His visible mouth and strong jaw 

usually carried a smile and though he was often quiet and introspective, Adam knew 

that Mekaneck was a positive and cheerful person, despite the circumstances that 

had caused his disfigurement.  A childhood friend of Adamôs, the man known only 

to his closest friends as óOriusô had suffered an injury on the battlefield many years 

ago.  The warriorôs head and neck had been irreparably damaged and the wounds 

had necessitated Duncan performing emergency surgery.  While he saved Oriusôs 

life, the Eternian Man-At-Arms had also had to infuse his neck with nano-technology 

to survive.  This same technology allowed him to stretch his neck great distances, 

a talent that earned him ridicule from time-to-time.  However, combined with the 

vision-enhancing goggles of Duncanôs design, that talent had also made Orius 

invaluable when it came to reconnaissance.  He took on the codename óMekaneckô 

and had continued to serve Eternia ever since.  ñThe capital city hasnôt changed 

much over the years,ò his friend continued.  ñItôs what lies beyond the walls thatôs 

interesting.  Apparently, old buildings, long-destroyed, are suddenly back.  Even 

stranger, you can see through them, and you canôt touch them.ò 

ñI mean no offense, Orius, but that sounds ridiculous,ò Adam replied. 

ñI thought so, too.  Until I saw this image from the village of Dustwind.ò  

Mekaneck gave Adam a mischievous grin as he pulled up a holovid recorded by 

one of his flying drones.  Dustwind was a small village, near the base of Stone 

Mountain.  During the reign of Adamôs grandfather, it had been the home of a tyrant, 

whose castle was able to be seen for miles.  When the tyrantôs regime fell, so too 

did his castle, but in the holovid that Adam was watching, the castle stood once 

more, though in an admittedly apparitional-looking form. 

Upon seeing it, the king understood why the villagers had called it a óghost 

building.ô  It was a transparent blue, the ground surrounding it covered in a gray fog.  

ñSo even your robotic drone was able to see it?ò Adam asked. 

ñYes, surprisingly,ò he replied, ñand thatôs very odd.  I canôt say that I have 

an answer as to why, either.ò 

ñWell, it proves that it canôt just be the ravings of a few old drunks,ò Adam 

said, his interest piquing.  ñIf even your technology can see it, then there really is 

something happening, perhaps something scientific rather than magical.ò 

ñPossibly.  Also of note is the fact that the Dustwind report isnôt the only one 

weôve received,ò Mekaneck said, ñbut it is the one Iôve gotten the most frequently, 

from many different witnesses.  The castle comes and goes apparently, but when 

it appears, it scares the locals out of their boots, especially the ones that remember 
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the stories of what happened there.ò  Mekaneck turned off the holovid and smiled.  

ñSo,ò he paused, ñinterested?ò 

Adam nodded.  ñVery.  Iôve never seen anything like it.  Has anyone been 

injured investigating these phenomena?ò 

ñNo,ò Mekaneck replied.  ñI donôt think very many people are interested in 

getting too close to them, to be honest.  Most of the folks reporting seeing it are 

simple farmers and more than a little superstitious, so thereôve been no reports of 

injuries or anything negative at all, unless you count bad vibes.ò 

ñIôve had a few of those myself lately,ò Adam admitted. 

ñReally?ò Mekaneck asked.  ñAnything that the captain of your royal guard 

should know about?ò 

ñNo,ò Adam said.  ñAt least not yet.  Itôs just a feeling.  Iôm happy to hear that 

no one has been injured.  Letôs try to keep it that way when we show up.ò  Adam 

left a message for his wife letting her know that he and Mekaneck were traveling to 

Dustwind to investigate some strange reports.  He didnôt mention the ghost castle 

or any of his other worries.  Heôd be sure to give her more specifics later, and in 

person.  They werenôt likely to be gone long, anyway.  He just wanted to see this 

phenomena in person.  After sending the message, Adam and Mekaneck made 

their way to a Wind Raider and set out for the base of Stone Mountain, curious as 

to what exactly was going on. 

é 
 

Climbing out of the Wind Raider near the quaint village, Adam was struck 

momentarily speechless by the ghostly structure that loomed over them.  Like 

peering through a window into the past, the spectral castle appeared as if it were 

trapped between two dimensions.  The castle was clearly visible, but appeared 

almost as if it were a hologram.  It was transparent, with only a slight opacity making 

it visible at all, and if Mekaneckôs devices hadnôt been able to see it just as clearly 

as the naked eye, Adam would have surmised that it was some sort of trick of the 

light.  ñWell, thatôs definitely something Iôve never seen before,ò the king remarked. 

ñNo kidding.ò  Mekaneck grinned as he began walking toward the structure.  

ñLetôs get closer.ò  While not as tech-savvy as Duncan, Mekaneck was no slouch 

himself, primarily due to the upkeep of his own cybernetic augmentations.  Over the 
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years, his interest in mechanics had only increased.  Having known Orius since 

they were boys, Adam also knew that his friend had always had a fascination with 

ghosts, the afterlife, and other things that people often believed in, but remained 

unexplained or unproven.  Judging by the look of glee on the manôs face, Adam 

couldnôt help but return his friendôs smile.  He fondly remembered the mischief the 

two of them would get up to whenever they escaped the watchful eye of the only 

slightly older but much more mature Teela, who had often been entrusted with 

keeping an eye on Adam when heôd been a young prince.  Taking in the apparition 

before them, Mekaneck seemed as giddy as a schoolboy and Adam had to admit 

that he felt a bit like a boy again himself upon seeing his friend so happy. 

Despite his eagerness, Mekaneckôs steps slowed as he neared the bizarre 

structure.  The villagers, who had been huddled within their homes due to a fear of 

the building, began to emerge, their confidence bolstered by the appearance of their 

king.  Adam silently reminded himself that they were afraid and made sure to wipe 

the smile from his face.  He certainly didnôt want to make it seem as if their concerns 

meant nothing to him.  Fond memories aside, this was indeed a strange occurrence 

that needed to be investigated.  Mekaneck on the other hand remained blissfully 

ignorant to the villagers and continued grinning like a young child who was doing 

something that he knew he wasnôt supposed to. 

ñHas His Majesty come to deliver us from this evil?ò an elderly woman asked 

Adam as she approached his right side. 

 The king gave her a comforting smile.  ñWeôre merely investigating.  There 

have been similar reports from other villages, but theyôve all been more benign.  Iôve 

come to Dustwind because I know that your villageôs particular occurrence has 

unsettled you.ò 

 A farmer, who Adam assumed was the womanôs son spoke up.  ñAnd we 

thank you for that, Milord, but are you saying that you cannot rid us its foul 

presence?ò 

ñWe donôt yet understand its sudden re-emergence, but I assure you that if 

we can find a way to stop this apparition, we will.  The last thing I want is for you to 

live in fear of this spectral place.ò  He clapped the man on his right shoulder gently.  

ñIf youôll excuse us.ò 

The man nodded quickly, ñOf course, Milord.  Forgive me if I spoke out of 

turn.  Iôm concerned for my mother.  Her heart is weak and Iôm afraid her fear will 

be too much for it.ò 
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Adam gave the man a warm smile.  ñNo need to ask forgiveness.  Itôs concern 

for your village that brings us here.  That being said, Iôm sure thereôs nothing to fear.  

It appears to be a ghost and nothing more.ò  With that, Adam and Mekaneck 

approached the spectral castle, getting closer than any of the villagers had dared. 

Mekaneck scanned it with one of his instruments, but turned to Adam with a 

simple shrug.  ñIôm not getting anything.  Nothing at all.  Itôs like itôs not even here.ò  

With a nod from Adam, his friend walked to the castle door and reached toward it, 

but his hand passed through it with no resistance.  With a grin, Mekaneck stepped 

through the closed door and into the structure.  Adam soon followed, feeling nothing 

but a slight sensation of cold as he passed through the echo of a door that was no 

longer there.  Mekaneck attempted to ascend the castle steps, but his foot passed 

through to the dirt below.  He turned back to Adam with a disappointed shrug.  

Apparently, their exploration would be limited to the ground floor.  Taking in his 

surroundings, the closest thing that Adam could compare the castle to visually was 

if the structure had been built of blue-tinted glass.  Even while inside the building, 

they could see the villagers watching them through the walls, many of their mouths 

agape at the spectacle of their king entering the foreboding ghost-like keep.  Adam 

didnôt sense any life to the building and judging by his friendôs expression, he 

assumed that Mekaneckôs scanning equipment continued to tell the same story 

even now that they were inside.  By all accounts, it was a ghost from the past and 

nothing more. 

It was times like this that made Adam miss the Sorceress of Grayskull even 

more.  For years, she had been his guide and mentor.  If she were still alive, he 

would immediately go and visit her, expecting that she would know exactly what 

was happening across his kingdom.  He had faith that she would have known what 

these buildings were, and why they were here.  With her gone, Adam relied on 

those he had left, and other than Evelyn, none of them were as in tune with the 

planet as the Sorceress had been.  Perhaps heôd ask Evelyn about these 

occurrences and see if she could shed any light on them.  ñDoes anything stand out 

to you?ò he asked Mekaneck. 

ñNo,ò the Captain of the Guard said with a shake of his head.  ñOddly, nothing 

at all.  With so many different reports though, this one structure not giving me the 

heebie jeebies doesnôt mean anything.  Iôm not getting anything unusual on my 

scanners, either,ò he confirmed, indicating his own mechanical bracer, ñbut I canôt 

say anything for sure without having something else to compare it to.  Weôll have to 

investigate further.ò 

ñAgreed,ò Adam replied with a nod.  ñIôd like to know how widespread these 

phenomena are and for how long theyôve been appearing.  But first, letôs return to 
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Eternos Palace.  Iôd like to contact the other Council members and see if they have 

been experiencing similar events.  Also, if I can get manage to get in touch with 

Keldor, Iôll see if Evelyn has any idea what the appearances of these buildings 

mean.  I think the Sorceress of Grayskull would have known, and Evelynôs the 

closest thing we have anymore.ò 
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When Adam and Mekaneck arrived back at Eternos Palace, Teela was 

waiting for them.  The queen greeted them both with a smile as they entered the 

palace that Adamôs family had called home for generations, ever since the death of 

King Grayskull had forced the Eternians of a thousand years ago to move the 

kingdom further away from the dangers of the Dark Hemisphere.  ñBack so soon?ò 

she asked.  ñHow was it?ò 

ñStrange, but thereôs not really much to report,ò Adam replied.  ñThe ghost-

like buildings that people have been reporting definitely do exist, but thereôs not 

really anything to go on without examining more of them and seeing if there are any 

differences in their readings.  The one we saw today didnôt register as much of 

anything.ò  He glanced about the room briefly before returning his eyes to his wife.  

ñWhereôs Dare?ò he asked. 

ñOff playing with my father,ò she answered.  ñWhy?ò 

ñDid he mention his dream to you?ò 
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ñHe did,ò she confirmed.  ñIt sounds like he had a visit from my mother.  I was 

happy to hear it, actually.ò 

ñHe didnôt tell you how it ended?ò Adam asked. 

ñNo.ò  A strange look crossed her face.  ñWhy?  Is there something I should 

know?ò  She looked to Mekaneck, but he simply shrugged in response.  Adam 

hadnôt mentioned either dream to his friend during their brief journey to Dustwind.  

As the three of them began making their way to the Council Chamber, Adam filled 

them in on Dareôs dream and how it had ended with Hordak attacking the Sorceress 

of Grayskull. 

ñHordak?ò  Teela asked.  ñOther than knowing that that creature is his auntôs 

enemy, Dare doesnôt know anything about him.  He certainly doesnôt know what he 

looks like in that kind of detail.  Are you sure it was Hordak he was describing, 

Adam?ò 

ñIôm pretty sure,ò he replied.  ñThere are plenty of monsters he could conjure 

up in a dream with sharp teeth and a red cape, thereôs no doubt of that, but the truth 

is that heôs not the only one who dreamt of Hordak last night.ò 

Teelaôs eyes narrowed as they entered the chamber.  She grabbed Adam 

by his right arm and stopped him in his tracks, a feeling of great concern and worry 

suddenly washing over her.  ñYou?ò she asked. 

ñYes,ò Adam said with a nod.  He fell silent as a group of guards walked past 

them.  Most royal families would have a contingent of guards with them at all times, 

but Adam and Teela had long ago forsaken that idea, especially in peacetime.  Still, 

the presence of the Royal Guard remained strong within the capital city.  Only when 

the group had passed did he speak again.  ñLetôs continue this conversation inside.  

Iôd like to keep this between the three of us for the time being.ò 

Teela acquiesced with a nod, letting go of her husbandôs arm as they walked 

into the Council Chamber.  Once the large mechanical door had slid closed behind 

them, the queen spoke again, her tone commanding.  ñYou had better tell me whatôs 

going on, Adam.ò 

ñIôm going to,ò he said, briefly pausing to give his wife the same comforting 

smile heôd given the old woman in Dustwind.  It didnôt quite work on Teela, however, 

and his wife continued to look him dead in the eye, waiting for him to answer.  Adam 

dropped the smile and indicated the chairs ahead of them.  ñLetôs at least sit down 

first.ò  Adam, Mekaneck and Teela each chose one of the three closest seats 

surrounding the large round table which acted as the centerpiece of the chamber.  
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The circular design had been intentional; an effort to show that no member of the 

Council would sit at the ñheadò of the table, for there was none.  Each member was 

equal and carried the same amount of authority.  It was an idea Adam had first 

heard of through some of the stories his mother Marlena had told him when he was 

a child; tales of a legendary king named Arthur from her home world.  Supposedly, 

Arthur was so fine a king that the tales of his fantastic reign became myth, and 

would continue to be passed on for generations after his death.  Ancient kings like 

Arthur and Adamôs personal hero, his own ancestor King Grayskull, caused Adam 

to doubt that his reign would be as remembered, but their legends inspired him to 

try nonetheless. 

ñAdam,ò Teela said, noticing his distraction and reeling him back into reality. 

ñYes, of course.  My dream,ò he trailed off, recalling the horror of it.  The 

bodies of the dead.  The knowledge that he had failed.  The thought shook him 

even still.  He tried to tell himself that it was just a dream and nothing more, but he 

didnôt really believe that. 

ñAdam, the dreams youôd had of your father sent you on a journey that led 

you not only to him, but also to your sister Adora, who weôd all thought had been 

lost forever.  There is a power to dreams that you know better than most.  You have 

to understand my concern regarding this latest one,ò Teela said gently. 

ñShe has a point, old friend,ò Mekaneck said.  ñYour dreams have proved 

fortuitous in the past.  If the ones you and Dare had last night are some kind of 

portent of the future, especially if they involve Hordak, then you owe it to us to tell 

us so that we can prepare.ò 

ñI know, I know,ò Adam said, faltering, ñbut Iôm not precognitive and I never 

have been.  Even my dreams of my father werenôt of the future, but rather of the 

past.  I donôt know if last nightôs dream means anything at all, though Iôll agree that 

itôs possible.  Weôve all seen strange things happen in our lives.  Itôs hard for me to 

describe because it was unlike any dream Iôd had before, but Iôll do my best.  It 

seemed ethereal, as only a dream can, but at the same time it was incredibly 

realistic, like I was actually standing there.  It really did feel as if I was seeing a 

vision of the future.ò  He paused, unable to hold his wife and friendôs gaze as he 

spoke.  ñOr more accurately, it felt like a warning of it; an omen.ò  He shifted 

uncomfortably in the ornate chair, their eyes on him as they waited for him to 

continue, though now with a bit more patience.  They seemed acutely aware that 

the dream had shaken him emotionally and were now more willing to give him time 

to settle himself before he told them of the events it had contained.  ñIt felt like the 

end of the world,ò he began, staring at the table in front of him as he spoke.  ñAt 
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first, it was just me, alone in a field.  I could see the mountains in the distance.  

Suddenly the ground began to shake in a massive quake.  The villages at the base 

of the mountains were destroyed in a devastating avalanche.  It was like the planet 

itself was coming apart.  The aftershocks knocked me to my knees.  Suddenly I was 

surrounded by the dead and found myself being pelted by a pouring rain.  There 

were hundreds of warriors; their bodies strewn about as far as my eyes could see.ò 

ñBy the Goddess,ò Mekaneck said. 

ñThereôs more,ò Adam continued.  ñIn this dream or vision or whatever you 

want to call it, Castle Grayskull loomed over me once more.  It was as if it had been 

there all along.  Near it, Hordak stood upon a pile of corpses, including Adoraôs,ò he 

paused before continuing, ñand your own.  Every Master was there, dead at his feet.  

It was only then that I looked down at my hands and saw that it wasnôt rain falling 

from the sky at all.  It was blood.  The sky,ò he paused, ñI donôt quite know how to 

describe it, tore open, as if it were a rip in reality itself.  The darkness within that 

tear then began to spread until there was nothing left.  Hordak was victorious.  All I 

knew was that Iôd failed to stop him.  It was at that moment that I awoke.ò 

When he had finished speaking, Adam looked up at his wife and friend and 

saw their eyes widened with shock.  ñAdam, that,ò Teela stammered, unable to find 

the words.  ñWell, Iôm glad you told me,ò she said instead, ñbut what does it mean?ò 

ñIt means that we should be prepared,ò Mekaneck said, his balled fist striking 

the table lightly.  ñAdam and Dare both dreaming of Hordak in the same night is 

alarming enough on its own without the strange occurrences weôve been having 

with these ghost buildings.  If youôd told me about your dream before, I wouldnôt 

have been so eager to rush out and explore.  Iôd have stayed here and begun 

preparations for the Hordeôs invasion.ò 

ñWho knows if it means anything?ò Adam challenged.  ñBesides, I needed to 

get out anyway and absorb it a bit,ò he replied.  ñMore than that, Orius, if Iôd told you 

before Teela, she would have killed me.ò 

ñYouôve got that right,ò Teela said.  ñBut why would Dare dream about 

Hordak?  That monster took your sister when she was an infant, and could have 

taken you too,ò she paused, a horrified look crossing her face.  ñYou donôt think he 

wants Dare?ò 

Adam shook his head.  ñDare wasnôt in my dream at all.  Our son has always 

had a strong connection to things around him that he doesnôt understand.  You and 

I both know that.  Weôve done what we could to protect him, but heôs gifted and as 

he gets older, his connection to things is even more noticeable.  It could just be that 
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he somehow sensed my own anxiety and it found its way into his dream, like some 

kind of bleeding effect.  Besides that, in my dream Hordak didnôt seem interested in 

Dare or anything else other than destruction.  The world, the entire universe, was 

dying.  He wasnôt stopping by Tellus just to pick something up like he was the last 

time.ò  Adam hated to make light of his sisterôs abduction, and he surely wasnôt, but 

there was no doubt that the last time Hordak had been on Tellus, itôd been for the 

specific mission of taking her.  If Hordak had had a plan when it came to his return 

to Tellus within Adamôs dream, it had simply been to raze it to the ground. 

ñI think we need to call on the Council,ò Mekaneck said, ñto see if anyone 

else has received reports of apparitions like those weôve seen here, as youôve 

suggested, but also to warn them of Hordak.  We have to.ò 

ñOrius, thereôs nothing to go on yet regarding Hordak other than dreams,ò 

Adam cautioned.  ñWhile we Eternians consider dreams to be very important, you 

know that not everyone on the Council feels the same.  If Iôm wrong, Iôll look like a 

fool before the entire lot of them, and thatôs the last thing we need if weôre going to 

keep the Council functioning smoothly.  I donôt want to cry dragon without proof, at 

least not yet.ò 

Mekaneck nodded, though he obviously disagreed.  ñIf you insist, Your 

Majesty, but donôt wait too long.  If we get even an inkling that Hordak is coming 

here, weôll need to warn them.  Weôll need to warn everyone.ò 

ñOf course,ò Adam said, ñbut it could still be nothing.  What we know for a 

fact is an issue are these strange apparitions the people have been seeing.  Weôll 

deal with those first, and if we find out anything that pertains to Hordak, weôll pass 

that information on then, and only then.  Iôm sorry, but I need you to consider that a 

command.ò  Teela and Mekaneck nodded, but Adam knew that he would hear more 

about this from his wife later.  With the issue decided, Adam pressed a button on 

the table and activated the holocommunicator housed within its center.  The first 

Council member he called on was his old friend and ally, Stratos of Avion.  When 

the image of the winged Avionian wavered and came into focus, the three Eternians 

smiled in greeting.  They had caught him mid-flight, the holosphere that flew with 

him capturing his graceful movements and projecting them into the room. 

ñI hope you donôt mind my keeping this short, King Adam, but Iôm in a bit of 

a situation here.ò  As Stratos spoke, he quickly dodged what looked to be a large 

leathery-winged creature.  It was hard to tell given the limited image range of the 

holosphere what flew with him. 

ñIôll try to be brief then.  Stratos,ò Adam paused, a combined look of confusion 

and concern crossing his face, ñare you in battle?ò 
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ñAye!ò Stratos shouted as he dodged another of the creatures.  ñSome kind 

of beast emerged from out of the caverns.  They appear to be turbodactyls, but 

theyôve been extinct for thousands ofðò a loud squawk drowned out their friendôs 

last word as he barely missed being slashed by one of the creaturesô large clawed 

feet. 

ñStratos?!ò Teela cried, afraid for the Avion leaderôs safety. 

ñThat was close,ò he said as he flew back into the holosphereôs range, ñbut 

Iôm fine.  Adam, these creatures havenôt existed since Preternian times, since long 

before even your King Grayskull was born.  I know every inch of those caverns and 

Iôve never seen anything to lead me to believe that they had somehow survived.  

Their being here makes no sense.ò 

ñI agree,ò Adam replied.  Weôve been getting strange reports lately of things 

coming back from the past.  So far, all weôve seen or heard of near us has been old 

structures; castles and things of that nature, and even then, nothing that you could 

physically touch.  Are you telling me that an actual living thing has returned, and an 

extinct species, at that?ò 

ñThat would appear to be the case, old friend,ò Stratos replied, his words 

escaping quickly as he avoided the creatures.  ñWeôd heard reports of them, but 

didnôt know what to believe.  When myself and my best warriors investigated, we 

were attacked.  If there are similar reports elsewhere, they need to be looked into.ò  

He dodged another of the Preternian flyers before shaking his head.  ñIôm sorry, 

Adam, but I must end this conversation.  If you find the cause of this phenomena, 

be sure to pass it on so that we may help put an end to it.ò 

ñI will, Stratos,ò Adam replied.  ñIf Avion requires aid, be sure to contact us.ò 

ñI think weôll be alright, but if things change I will call on the Council.  Good 

luck.ò   

The image shut off and the three Eternians hoped that Stratos and his people 

would indeed be safe.  Over the next hour, they contacted other members of the 

Council of Kings and heard similar reports of giant reptiles, carnivorous plants, and 

other extinct species roaming the lands once more, ghostly apparitions appearing 

and disappearing without warning, and other incidents that, more and more, began 

to make it seem as if time itself had begun to run amok.  As it stood, they had only 

one last member to contact.  If he would actually answer this time was something 

they could only wait and find out.  He often ignored communications coming from 

Eternos Palace.  To Adamôs surprise, it was only a brief moment before the image 

of his uncle Keldor emerged from the center of the table.  Keldor had aged only 
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slightly due to the curse of long life the Sorceress of Grayskull had put upon him.  

Still, his responsibilities as ruler of the reborn kingdom of Zalesia were wearing on 

him despite it, with slight streaks of gray appearing throughout his black hair 

complimenting the thin band of silver that made up his crown and, with the clarity 

of the hologram, Adam could recognize a weariness within the manôs eyes.  

ñKeldor,ò Adam greeted him. 

ñNephew,ò Keldor said with a touch of amusement before his face grew 

serious.  ñIôve been awaiting your call.ò 

ñI take it youôve been experiencing strange phenomena there in Zalesia as 

well?ò Adam asked.  Keldor nodded in acknowledgement.  ñWeôve heard all kinds 

of reports from across Tellus, things like buildings from the past suddenly returning 

in a ghost-like form,ò Adam explained.  ñEven extinct species are roaming the lands 

once more.  Time itself seems to be in flux.ò 

ñIndeed,ò Keldor agreed.  ñBut itôs more than that.  Weôve got our own 

structure here in the Sands of Time that appeared seemingly overnight, along with 

two others elsewhere.ò 

ñSpectral buildings, like the kind we have here?ò Adam asked. 

ñOh no, these are quite real,ò Keldor said.  ñIn fact, you need to travel to 

Zalesia and see them for yourself.ò 

Adam was dumbfounded by his uncleôs words.  ñIn all the years that youôve 

been king, youôve never once invited me to Zalesia.  Why do so now?ò 

Keldor cracked a wry smile.  ñIt wasnôt an invitation, Adam.  The Council often 

doubts my words.  As someone who is more favored among the group, Iôm 

summoning you here to bear witness on my behalf.  The Council needs to know 

just how serious this situation is.ò 

ñWhat do you mean?ò Adam asked. 

Keldorôs smile faded and his voice grew solemn.  ñThe Three Towers have 

returned.ò 

Adamôs face went pale.  ñThe Three Towers?ò  He looked to his uncle once 

more and saw the sincerity in the manôs eyes, but there was also something else 

there, almost imperceptible.  It was an emotion heôd never before sensed from 

Keldor: dread.  ñWeôll leave immediately.ò 
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SANDS OF TIME 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 Adam, Teela and Mekaneck left Eternia almost immediately after speaking 

with Keldor.  Teelaôs father Duncan had been filled in on everything and had agreed 

to keep watch over the young prince.  Regardless of the peace that had reigned 

over the last several years, it was a rare occurrence that the royal family would 

leave the kingdom together.  With Adam and Teela gone, Dare was next in line for 

the throne.  Duncan took his responsibility very seriously for he was not just 

protecting his grandson, but also the boy who would one day become king.  Never 

having been to the resurrected kingdom of Zalesia, Adam was unsure of how to 

present himself.  He decided in the end that he would need to look strong in front 

of the Gar warriors, despite their being Eterniaôs allies.  He wore not just his crown, 

but also donned his armor; a rather colorful combination of silver and gold with red 

and blue highlights.  He brought with him the sword that his father Randor had 

brought back with him from Etheria.  It was an ornate weapon, itself adorned with 

gold.  Its silver blade was broad and sharp, its hilt formed into a cross, reminiscent 

of the one Adam once wore upon his chest as He-Man. 

 Following Adamôs lead, Teela and Mekaneck also wore their battle-dress.  

Teelaôs tunic had been updated with a more armored appearance in recent years, 
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but it was still sleek enough to allow her sufficient movement in battle.  Adam smiled 

inwardly knowing that the weight of her sword, safely nestled within its sheath upon 

her back, must feel comforting to his warrior wife, who rarely carried it these days.  

Mekaneckôs armor had also been enhanced since becoming the Captain of the 

Guard, but it remained largely unchanged visually, the mechanical red armor still 

able to expand and protect his exposed lower face when circumstances called for 

it.  Adam noticed that his friend clutched his mace-like club nervously, his hands 

sweating.  Orius had never been comfortable with the tenuous alliance between 

Eternia and Zalesia, or more specifically between Adam and Keldor, the former 

having not so long ago been their most feared and hated enemy, Skeletor.  Adam 

did his best to reassure his friends as they sped along in Adamôs personal Wind 

Raider.  ñI know Keldor can be rough around the edges, but heôs changed.  Although 

I donôt think weôll ever be friends, we can trust him when it comes to something as 

serious as the Three Towers returning.ò 

 ñSpeaking of which, Adam, what exactly are these towers?ò Mekaneck 

asked.  ñIôve never heard of them.  Why did the mere mention of them get you so 

rattled?ò 

 Adam hadnôt realized until that moment that he heôd not even taken the time 

to explain his reaction regarding Keldorôs words to his two companions before they 

had rushed off.  He was thankful that in the years since his joining the two halves 

of the Sword of Power, heôd told his childhood friend, along with several of the other 

Masters, the truth of his former dual-identity as He-Man.  It was not public 

knowledge by any means, but he trusted Orius and the others heôd told with more 

than just his life; he trusted them with his greatest secret.  Orius having that 

knowledge would make Adamôs explanation regarding the towers far less 

complicated, as it related directly to that very secret. 

ñIôm sorry,ò he began.  ñIn my haste to leave, I never explained the towers, 

or at least what I know of them.ò  He grasped the controls of the Wind Raider tightly 

as he recalled an old conversation.  ñWhat I know was told to me by the Sorceress 

of Grayskull, back when I was still He-Man.  I used to seek her counsel from time 

to time when I was having doubts, which I have to admit was pretty often.  I know 

that I came off as brash and uncaring in my youth, but I think you both understand 

that that was just what I projected on the surface.  The truth was that, at least in the 

beginning, being He-Man terrified me.  I didnôt have any real concept of 

responsibility at first.  More than that, even when I did learn, I didnôt want it.  I was 

still very childish and had long been sheltered by the Mystic Wall, unaware of the 

horrors that would await us when it fell.  Over the years, I embraced my new role 

as the most powerful man in the universe, but it was rocky at first and the Sorceress 

was the one that comforted me the most back then.  She couldnôt be a mother to 
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Teela, and I feel that she may have satisfied at least some of her motherly instincts 

by providing me with the guidance I needed.  However, there was one time that her 

words did little to bring me comfort.  They were meant to galvanize me for a coming 

war.  She had had a vision of it and was certain that it was inevitable.ò 

 ñAnd these towers have something to do with that vision?ò Teela asked. 

 ñYes,ò he answered.  ñShe told me that, long ago, at the end of the First Age, 

there was a massive war between three different armies: The Horde, led by Hordak 

even then, the Snake Men, led by King Hiss, and the first Eternian army, led by my 

ancestor King Grayskull.  The war was preceded by the appearance of three 

magical towers, each representing a different elder god of the universe.  The role 

the towers themselves played is unknown, but their arrival was the sign that the end 

was near.  When all was said and done, the Snake Men were imprisoned in a frozen 

field of time, located deep beneath Snake Mountain, and Hordak was banished to 

Despondos.  Despite Grayskullôs victory, Hordak had mortally wounded him during 

the battle and he didnôt survive, succumbing to his injuries shortly thereafter.  The 

war, this óUltimate Battleground,ô as the Sorceress had described it, had ultimately 

ended all their rules and the First Age along with them, setting the stage for the 

second.  After Grayskullôs death, the towers vanished, returning to a hidden space 

between dimensions.ò 

 ñBut what does that have to do with you?ò Mekaneck asked. 

 ñThatôs what worries me,ò Adam answered.  ñThe Sorceress told me that 

sheôd had a vision of the towers returning and that their arrival would signal the end 

of our current age, just as they had the last.  She told me that I, as He-Man, would 

play a role in the ultimate battle, along with her and the power of Castle Grayskull.ò 

 ñBut my mother is dead,ò Teela said, an echo of that familiar hurt in her voice 

as she spoke.  ñAnd youôre not He-Man anymore.ò 

 ñNot to mention the fact that Castle Grayskull is gone,ò Mekaneck added. 

 ñI know, and thatôs precisely the reason Iôve not spent much time thinking 

about her vision since the castle fell, but maybe she was only partly right?ò Adam 

reasoned.  ñPerhaps things have changed?  She told me that the future was always 

in motion, that time is relentless.  Maybe the war is still coming, this second Ultimate 

Battleground, and it will be fought regardless of whether or not we have the power 

of Castleð,ò he trailed off as the Wind Raider crested a hill, bringing a familiar 

horizon into view, ñGrayskull,ò he finished.  Far to the groupôs left, the solitary peak 

where Grayskull once stood strong and proud was within sight.  Near it was one of 

the very towers Adam had spoken of, glistening in the sun.  It was as if it had 
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appeared overnight.  Perhaps it had.  Piercing the sky, the tower resembled the 

brickwork of Castle Grayskull.  It was called Zoar Tower, and had been King 

Grayskullôs base of operations during the Ultimate Battleground.  Even more 

startling was the fact that there was, near the legendary Zoar Tower, a ghostly 

apparition of Castle Grayskull itself.  The sight of both structures caused Adamôs 

face to drain of color.  Teela and Mekaneck followed his line of sight, but were 

focused on the tower, rather than the returned castle. 

 ñAdam, are you alright?ò Teela asked. 

 ñItôs Zoar Tower,ò he said.  ñOne of the Three Towers that I spoke of.  Keldor 

said that the towers were back, but I never expected to see Castle Grayskull itself 

again.ò 

 ñCastle Grayskull?ò Mekaneck responded. 

 ñOf course,ò Adam said.  ñCanôt you see it?ò 

 ñI see the tower just fine,ò Mekaneck responded, ñbut thatôs all.ò 

 Adam turned the controls toward the spectral Grayskull and upped the Wind 

Raiderôs speed.  ñAdam?ò Teela asked again. 

 ñI can see it,ò Adam answered.  ñI can see Grayskull.  It looks like the ghostly 

castle that Mekaneck and I investigated earlier,ò he paused, ñbut itôs Grayskull!ò  He 

looked to his wife and friend, but knew immediately upon seeing their confusion that 

they didnôt share his vision.  He scanned their faces for any sign of doubt, but they 

appeared sincere.  ñYou really canôt see it, can you?ò 

 ñIôm sorry, Adam,ò Teela answered, ñbut if you say that you can see it, I 

believe you.ò 

 ñMe too,ò Mekaneck spoke up.  ñItôs strange that we canôt see it, seeing as 

how that tower and all of the other ghost structures have been visible, but Grayskull 

has always been a strange place, so what can I say?  I definitely agree that we 

should check it out.ò 

 Adam felt the wind whipping his long hair about as they sped along to the 

place where the ghostly image of Grayskull stood.  What did it mean?  When he 

thought about it, it didnôt surprise him to see Grayskull, considering the other 

apparitions that had recently appeared.  In fact, he should have expected it.  

Grayskull had always been a uniquely magical structure.  What was really throwing 

him off was the fact that his companions could see Zoar Tower, but not the castle.  
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Why was that?  It didnôt take long to reach the spectral structure and Adam, Teela 

and Mekaneck climbed out of the Wind Raider cautiously. 

 ñCan you still see it?ò Mekaneck asked. 

 ñOh yes,ò Adam answered.  ñIt looks just like I remember it, but it seems,ò he 

paused, searching for an accurate descriptor, ñyounger, somehow.  I donôt know 

how else to put it.  It looks younger, healthier, more vibrant.  It was practically held 

together by magical threads as we knew it, but here it looks as if itôs just been built.ò 

 ñWhat do you think it means?ò Teela asked.  ñWhy can only you see it?  Orius 

never had a direct connection to the castle, but I was Sorceress for a brief time, and 

I canôt see it either.ò 

 ñJealous?ò Adam asked. 

 ñDonôt be silly,ò she replied.  ñI just want to understand whatôs happening 

here.ò 

 After a moment of thought, Adam shrugged and looked back to his wife.  ñI 

think the best way to do that is to continue to Zalesia and see what Keldor and 

Evelyn have to say about the towers,ò he said, sounding resigned after his initial 

excitement.  ñIf this castle is anything like the other one that Orius and I saw, itôs 

just a ghost of the past and nothing more.  Thereôs nothing left that Castle Grayskull 

can teach me.ò  As Adam and his companions walked back to the Wind Raider, a 

shadowy figure within the castle approached the turret towerôs window and watched 

them in silence as they left. 

é 
 

Despite the wind that whipped by them as they travelled, Adam felt a bead 

of sweat grow on his brow as their vehicle approached the once-lost city of Zalesia.  

The desert was hot, but the heat of the sun wasnôt the sole cause of his perspiration.  

Adam had been to Zalesia before, but only when it had still been in ruins.  In the 

years since Keldor had raised it from the sands and restored the great city, Adam 

had never once returned.  Now a kingdom once more, Zalesia had become the 

permanent home of the Gar, a war-like race that had become nomadic after 

centuries of forced exile.  Half Gar himself, Keldor had finally given the feared race 

a permanent home, naming himself their king in the process, of course.  No Gar 

argued the appointment or title and the fact that they had accepted Keldor as king 
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only proved their gratitude, as the blue-skinned race typically disavowed those who 

werenôt ñpure of blood.ò  There were many diverse cultures across Tellus, most of 

which got along in peace, Adam reasoned silently.  Perhaps the Gar had an 

undeserved reputation.  Nevertheless, he still felt nervous as he parked the Wind 

Raider and approached the cityôs massive gate, with Teela and Mekaneck following 

closely behind. 

Two of the blue-skinned guards stood watch over the gate, opening it as 

Adam and his friends approached.  The guards wore purple and gold armor that, 

while mechanical in nature, still managed to appear ripped from the past, 

reminiscent of those worn by the Gar war-mages of the First Age.  Prior to the 

scattering of their race across the planet, the Gar were known for their magic and 

that, combined with their advanced knowledge of mechanics and science, gave the 

humans of Preternian times plenty of reason to fear them.  The Gar were then newly 

arrived to Tellus, having travelled from a long-forgotten planet located somewhere 

in what was now considered the unexplored regions of space.  Regardless of their 

prowess with magic and science, perhaps the Garôs alien nature would have caused 

the more primitive natives of Tellus to fear them anyway, Adam reasoned.  People 

always tended to fear what they didnôt understand.  Now, nearly a thousand years 

later, Adam found himself feeling that same fear; that of someone who found 

themselves in a strange land, surrounded by strange people.  Then again, perhaps 

that was how the Gar themselves felt even now, having been repeatedly ousted 

from their chosen homes over the centuries, the constant rejections paving the way 

for their nomadic nature by necessity rather than by choice.  Ostracized from every 

other culture they shared the planet with, the Gar were ever the untrusted outsiders.  

Keldor giving them a home and a leader had united them in a way that they had 

never been on this planet, leading the Gar to become one of the most powerful 

races on Tellus; a sudden shift that unsettled the rest of the worldôs inhabitants 

more than they were willing to admit.  Change in power structures were always 

difficult, and were often met with hostility.  An uprising against the Gar was always 

a possibility, especially from the smaller races, who felt more threatened, but so far 

peace had been successfully maintained.  ñYou are expected,ò the guard on the left 

said as he and the other guard stepped aside, bowing slightly out of courtesy, but 

nothing more, allowing Adam and his group to pass by.  The Gar only truly bowed 

to their own king and queen. 

Adam knew that if he was feeling tense, then Teela must be too, and 

Mekaneck even more so.  Still, he put on the bravest face possible as they made 

their way to the Temple of Zalesia.  The temple had been impressive enough on its 

own, before the restoration of the city, the lone building standing in stark contrast 

to the surrounding desert, but it now stood out even more as a uniquely powerful 
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structure.  None of the other Zalesian architecture could match its grandeur.  

Another set of heavily armored guards parted for Adam and his companions as they 

made their way up the sand-swept marble steps.  The last time Adam had been 

here, the columns inside the palace had been cracked and strung together with a 

thick tapestry of spider webs.  Now restored to their original glory, the white marble 

columns gleamed before him, their intricate designs no longer filled with dust, but 

accented with gold and beautiful to the eye. 

A female Gar approached them from a hallway to their left.  She wore the 

long, ornate robes of a scientist, her face largely hidden within a ceremonial hood.  

To the Gar, science was practically a religion in and of itself, and there was little 

difference between a scientist and a master of magic.  Their god Havok, long ago 

adopted from the ancient Zalesians who had called this city home before its 

destruction, symbolized the chaos of life itself; the things that their science could 

not explain, and most importantly, the essence of change and adaptation.  Havok 

was a god that suited them, considering that theyôd had to adapt to new 

surroundings regularly for centuries.  Despite the Garôs respect for science, they 

were not as reasonable and reserved as they would appear to one unaware of their 

customs.  They had a strict code of honor, but an equally voracious taste for war to 

give it meaning and Adam found that duality troublesome.  The Eternian king looked 

ahead as their guide pointed toward a wide and elaborately decorated staircase at 

the templeôs center.  ñThis way,ò she said simply, indicating with a gesture that 

Adam and his group should ascend them.  The woman remained at the bottom of 

the stairs, watching them in silence as they made their way to the top alone.  When 

they reached the apex of the stairway, the mechanical door that it led to swung 

open almost silently.  Entering, they found Keldor sitting upon his throne, otherwise 

alone in the large room.  He was casually attired, or at least as casually as Adam 

had seen him.  He wore a purple silk shirt, black leather trousers and black boots.  

The silver bracers that adorned his forearms gleamed in the light let in by the large 

windows of the templeôs throne room.  The man who had once been Skeletor 

remained seated as they approached. 

Adam nodded in greeting while he, Teela and Orius stopped a respectful 

distance from the Gar ruler.  ñUncle,ò he said simply. 

ñNephew,ò Keldor replied in turn, giving the group a curious look.  ñI see that 

you and your friends have come dressed for war.ò 

ñThe Gar admire strength,ò Adam said.  ñI wanted to make sure that they 

knew I was aware of their customs.ò 
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Keldor chuckled, and Adam suspected that the man was aware of his guestsô 

unease.  ñIf you say so.ò 

ñWhat youôve done here is,ò Adam paused, once again taking in the sight of 

the rejuvenated temple they stood in, ñincredibly impressive,ò he finished. 

Keldor sighed and waved his hand dismissively.  ñLetôs dispense with the 

pleasantries, shall we?  I have no stomach for such nonsense and I highly doubt 

that youôre enjoying it.ò 

ñOf course,ò Adam replied amicably.  ñShall we get to it then?ò 

Keldor rose from his seated position and smiled grimly.  ñYes.  Follow me.ò  

The half-Gar sorcerer made his way to a back door hidden behind his throne and 

beckoned them to follow. 

As they entered the hidden passageway the door led to, Adam couldnôt help 

but speak up.  ñWe saw the Tower of Zoar on our way here.  I assume that the 

Central Tower is here in Zalesia, as it was in the past?ò 

Keldor nodded.  ñIndeed.  Itôs nearby, and from here, Viper Tower can also 

be seen to the East, near Snake Mountain.ò 

The tunnel Keldor lead them through was small and cramped, but Adam 

could already see the end of it, not far ahead of them.  ñI have to admit some fear 

at the prospect of what their return means,ò Adam said.  ñI know you feel it, too.ò 

ñI fear nothing,ò Keldor said, rather unconvincingly to Adamôs ears. 

ñWe didnôt see the Central Tower on the way here,ò Teela said. 

ñIt is beyond Zalesia, but reasonably close,ò Keldor replied.  ñWhen you see 

it, youôll understand why it wasnôt visible from your direction.ò  When they 

approached the door at the end of the hidden tunnel, Keldor opened it, leading them 

outside not just the temple, but the walls of the kingdom itself.  ñThis passageway 

was once an escape route for Zalesian leaders during the First Age.  I use it when 

I wish to leave the temple quietly.  Never having had a king before, the Gar can be 

a bit overprotective for my taste.ò 

ñWell, look at you,ò Adam heard a familiar female voice say from his right as 

they emerged from the secret exit.  He turned to see Evelyn walking toward them.  

She wore an elaborate black and purple gown with a plunging neckline, her familiar 

staff held tight in her right hand.  Eyeing Adamôs armor, the woman smiled.  ñI see 

that youôve finally adopted the proper look of a king.ò  She approached Teela and 

nodded in greeting.  ñAnd you look lovely, of course.  How is Dare?ò 
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ñHeôs well,ò Teela said shortly.  Although Evelyn had remained their primary 

Zalesian contact, Teela had never gotten completely comfortable around the 

woman, especially when it came to discussing their son.  She could never forget 

the fact that Evelyn and Keldor had been complicit in the abduction of Adamôs sister 

Adora when she was but a babe.  Adam knew that his wife would never fully trust 

the woman.  In the back of his own mind, he often thought that perhaps she was 

right not to.  Evelyn had helped them in the past, most notably in helping Adam find 

his father after the man had been lost to Despondos, but the sins of the past could 

never truly be erased.  The look of sadness that remained buried deep within 

Evelynôs eyes, but visible to those who knew her well, proved that she knew that 

truth also. 

ñThatôs good to hear,ò Evelyn replied.  ñI feel his presence at times, even 

from here.  Iôm sure he will be very powerful one day.ò  Nodding briefly to Mekaneck 

as she passed him, she returned to the subject at hand.  ñFollow us,ò she said, 

leading the way as they walked to the base of a large sand dune.  ñThe Central 

Tower is on the other side.ò 

After a rather difficult climb, the spire of the Central Tower became visible as 

they reached the duneôs highest point.  Stepping over the apex, the entire mystical 

tower came into view, hidden in a valley within the Sands of Time.  Adam knew that 

Zoar Tower, near Grayskull, represented the Eternian falcon-goddess.  Viper 

Tower, located near Snake Mountain, represented the snake god, Serpos.  Good 

and evil, respectively.  Following that pattern, Adam would have expected this third 

tower to represent the third most well-known god of Tellus, the ram-headed Havok.  

It was instead adored with a giant catôs head, sculpted into an open roar above the 

towerôs entrance.  Not an expert in Zalesian history by any means, Adam wondered 

silently whether the cat that graced the tower somehow represented Havok as well, 

despite the absence of any symbols that were familiar to him.  Would it truly be that 

odd for the god of change to adopt different symbols, different interpretations, over 

time?  Adam reasoned that that possibility was likely. 

Pointing to the East, Keldor showed that Viper Tower was also visible in the 

far distance.  ñAs you can see, the Three Towers have returned,ò Keldor said, his 

voice turning ominous.  ñAnd with their appearance, we enter the end of our age, 

and perhaps the end of everything.ò 
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 The five of them stood in silence for several minutes as they took in the sight 

of the fabled towers before them.  ñIn a way, it makes sense that at least one of 

them would reappear here,ò Evelyn stated matter-of-factly.  ñThe Sands of Time 

have always been a mystical and mysterious location.  Growing up, my father would 

tell me stories of caravans from his time that would pass through this place, never 

to be seen again.  Hunting parties would disappear, only to return to the city months 

later, not feeling as if any time had passed.  As a youth, I was forbidden to come 

here, away from his watchful eyes, or what passed for them.ò  Evelynôs father, they 

knew, was the spirit known as The Faceless One.  ñIôd explore them anyway, of 

course,ò she added. 

 ñWho first saw the towers?ò Teela asked. 

 ñI did,ò Evelyn said.  ñThese days, a good bit wiser than I was in my youth, I 

know better than to wander out here alone.  However, I had a vision last night; a 

great battle where the skies rained blood.ò 

 Adam couldnôt hide his shock.  ñI had a similar vision, but in a dream.  Did 

you see Hordak in yours?ò 
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 ñHordak?ò Evelyn asked.  ñNot specifically, no.  Though I did see The Horde 

army.  Where were you?ò 

 ñIn my dream, Castle Grayskull had returned.  Not as an apparition, but real.  

Thatôs where I found myself,ò Adam replied. 

 ñHow very strange,ò she said.  ñIn my vision, I was here, with Keldor and the 

Gar army.  The city stood behind us in flames, the battle stretching on as far as I 

could see,ò she said.  ñIt would appear that your dream and my vision are related, 

Adam, but that yours took place in a different location of the battle.ò 

 ñAnd you saw these towers in your dream?ò Adam asked. 

 ñYes,ò she answered.  ñIn my dream, however, the towers were joined.  I felt 

as if we were protecting them somehow.  I know the old legends well, Adam and I 

knew as I stood amongst the Gar warriors fighting against The Horde that my vision 

was a fight for our very planet, if not more.ò  She looked to the Central Tower, lost 

in thought for a moment before turning back to the rest of the group.  ñWhen the 

vision ended, I was covered in sweat, as if Iôd actually been in the battle just 

moments before.  I made my way to the highest point of the temple and looked 

toward the Sands of Time, where I had seen the Central Tower in my vision, and 

there it stood, in stark reality, as if plucked from my dream.  Looking in the directions 

of both Snake Mountain and the peak where Castle Grayskull once stood, I could 

also see the other two.  Seeing the towers came with a bizarre feeling of familiarity, 

as if theyôd always been there.ò 

 ñBut they werenôt,ò Mekaneck said.  ñThis is crazy.  How can something like 

this just appear overnight?ò he asked, pointing to the large tower in front of them. 

 ñZalesia was also lost to the sands, before I used my magic to raise it once 

more,ò Keldor said.  ñThings that have been lost have a way of being found again, 

when the time is right.ò 

 ñDo you think itôs possible that someone on Tellus could have done this with 

magic?ò Adam asked.  ñThat someone would want this war to happen?ò 

 Keldor shook his head.  ñCanôt you feel it?ò he asked.  ñNo mere mortal had 

the power to do this.ò 

 ñThen what does?ò Mekaneck asked. 

 ñThe gods, boy,ò Keldor answered, glancing toward the Eternian Captain of 

the Guard.  ñOnly the gods themselves could have brought the towers back.ò 
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 Mekaneck took a step toward the Central Tower.  ñWell?ò he asked.  ñArenôt 

we going to check it out?ò 

 ñNot without an army at our backs,ò Keldor said. 

 Adam nodded.  ñFor once I agree with my uncle with no argument.  We 

simply donôt know enough about these towers to risk it.ò 

 ñBesides,ò Teela chimed in, ñif the stories Evelyn heard as a child are true, 

we might get lost somewhere in time ourselves.ò 

 ñAlright,ò Mekaneck said with a sigh.  ñIôm sure youôre right.ò  Adam noticed 

the disappointment on his friendôs face nonetheless. 

 ñHas there been any change to the towers since they arrived?ò Adam asked.  

ñSome of the other phenomenon have faded away, only to return later.ò 

 ñNo,ò Evelyn said.  ñUnfortunately, I donôt think that the towers are going 

anywhere.  Not until whatever is coming is over.ò  As they spoke, the sun had dipped 

past the crest of the dunes that surrounded the valley and dusk had settled upon 

the group.  Evelyn looked to Adam and his companions.  ñItôs getting late.  You all 

are welcome to spend the night here, if you wish.  The desert is a dangerous place 

at night, even without the threat of ghosts from the past.ò 

 Adam looked to Keldor, who seemed annoyed at Evelynôs invitation, but she 

was right.  It wasnôt worth the risk of travelling the desert at night, especially with 

the strange occurrences that have been plaguing the planet since the towers 

returned.  Zalesia had so far been spared of any extinct species or anomalies of 

that nature, but there was no telling if or when that would change.  Adam felt safer 

in the knowledge that his group would be able to spend the night here with a roof 

over their heads.  ñThank you, Evelyn.  Youôre sure itôs no trouble?ò 

 ñNo trouble at all,ò the woman answered.  Keldor scoffed lightly in response.  

ñOh, shut up,ò she said playfully.  ñItôs only for the night.ò 

 ñYou wonôt even know weôre here,ò Adam said. 

ñFine,ò Keldor replied.  ñSo, you will tell the Council of the towers?ò  Adam 

took notice of the fact that Keldor was asking him far away from his subjects.  The 

last thing Keldor wanted was to appear weak.  His uncle didnôt fear the Gar, but he 

did demand their respect.  His asking for help in this regard was more than just out-

of-character for the sorcerer, it showed just how serious the situation was. 

 ñYes, of course,ò Adam replied.  ñAlthough I feel the need to tell you that your 

word carries more weight at the Council than you give yourself credit for.ò 
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 ñNonetheless, they respect you,ò Keldor said, ñand having you here to see 

the towers in person will accomplish more than I would be able to on my word 

alone.ò 

 Adam smiled.  In the years since the Council of Kings had brought them 

together in a tenuous alliance, it was the closest thing to a compliment that heôd 

gotten from the man. 

é 
 

Adam awoke the next morning feeling groggy.  Heôd always had a tough time 

sleeping away from home.  Heôd had no dreams during the night that he could 

remember and from what he could gather, neither had Keldor, Evelyn, or the others.  

No one had mentioned any new visions, at any rate.  Not long after sunrise, Adam, 

Teela and Mekaneck left Zalesia.  Knowing that they would be gathering the Council 

the following day, Keldor and Evelyn had agreed to join them at that time.  Until 

then, Adamôs uncle had preparations to make.  Adam hadnôt asked what they were, 

but when Keldor made preparations, it usually meant magic. 

Adam and his companions climbed into his Wind Raider in silence.  Evelyn 

had seen the Horde army in a vision; a vision that sheôd had on the same night as 

Adam and Dareôs own premonition-like dreams about The Horde.  It would appear 

that, with the reemergence of the Three Towers, war was indeed on the horizon.  It 

was now abundantly clear that that war would involve Hordak and his army, just as 

another epic war had once before, over a thousand years before.  Only then, the 

world had had King Grayskull, who had emerged victorious over Hordak, cementing 

Eterniaôs legacy in the history of Tellus.  Legendary even in his own time, Grayskull 

was a warrior king whose feats of strength would fuel myths and songs for a 

millennium.  It was that very power that Adam had channeled into for years, allowing 

him to become He-Man.  The thought of his ancestor painfully reminded Adam that 

he no longer had access to that strength.  He was now a mere man; a man who 

had once had the power, but no longer. 

The Eternian king wished that his fellow Council members could arrive faster, 

but it would take a full day for them all to arrive at Eternos Palace with such short 

notice.  Most Council meetings were conducted with holospheres, but the yearly 

meeting that they conducted in person was overdue as it was and Adam knew that 

these events were more than worthy.  Mekaneck had been right: the worldôs leaders 

needed to be warned, not only of the Three Towers and what their return meant, 
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but of the threat that Hordak posed.  A possible invasion by The Horde had been 

one of the primary reasons that the Council had been formed in the first place; an 

effort to unite Tellus against a common foe.  Despite Adamôs earlier doubts, it now 

seemed clear that that foe was coming for them.  Adamôs hope now was not only 

that the Council would believe him, but that they werenôt already too late. 

é 
 

 Adam held the controls tightly as they passed Zoar Tower and came near 

the apparition of Castle Grayskull once more.  Adam, he heard a voice that wasnôt 

his own say within his mind.  Adam, return to the castle.  We need to speak.  A chill 

ran through his body brought on by old memories long gone.  The voice sounded 

like the Sorceress!  Adam once again turned sharply in the direction of the spectral 

Castle. 

 ñAdam, what are you doing?ò Teela asked.  ñWe need to get back to Eternos 

Palace and warn the Council.  More than that, I need to find somewhere to hide 

Dare, to keep him safe.ò 

 ñI know, Teela,ò Adam shouted over the louder-than-normal hum of the taxed 

engines.  ñI canôt explain it, but we have to stop by the site of Castle Grayskull first.  

Itôs calling to me, and you know I canôt ignore that.ò 

 ñOf course not,ò Teela said, though her voice remained full of worry.  His 

queen likely felt that Grayskull had impacted their lives enough.  Would it continue 

to do so, even after crumbling to dust years ago? 

Adam leapt from the Wind Raider as soon as it had stopped and made his 

way to the ghostly form of what had once been Castle Grayskull.  The king looked 

on as the jawbridge lowered across the open chasm that separated them from the 

solitary peak that the castle had once called home.  The ghostly castle in Dustwind 

that Adam and Mekaneck had investigated hadnôt moved at all.  It had seemed 

completely frozen in time.  The fact that Castle Grayskullôs jawbridge had opened 

proved to him that there was something distinctly different about this particular 

phenomenon, if it wasnôt already obvious due to the fact that only he could see it.  

He stepped away from the chasm and rejoined Teela and Mekaneck.  ñThe bridge 

just lowered, but I donôt feel as if I can cross,ò he said.  ñIf itôs anything like the castle 

Orius and I saw, Iôd pass right through the bridge and fall to my death.ò 
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The three of them stood silently for a moment before a loud series of musical 

notes pierced the air.  The wind whipped up around them, blowing Adamôs hair 

about his face.  Turning to the soundôs origin, he shielded his eyes from a bright 

light that appeared in the open air one hundred yards back from where theyôd come.  

It was a portal.  ñThe Cosmic Key!ò Adam shouted.  ñHordak must have gotten it 

back!  Draw your weapons!ò  The three of them did as he had said and Adam felt 

his hands perspire in anticipation of a battle that he was not yet ready for.  Not even 

close. 

 In the distance, the portal opened fully and a lone figure shot out of it, 

tumbling to the grassy fields of the healed planet.  A Horde scout, perhaps?  

Expecting to see the bulky mechanical armor of a Horde Trooper, the Eternian King 

and his companions were shocked to see just who it was that stood up in the tall 

grasses as the portal closed behind her.  It was a woman, Adam noted.  She was 

tall, with blond hair that was long and flowing.  Held tight in her right hand was the 

Sword of Protection.  ñAdora,ò he said softly, recognition setting in.  She had 

changed considerably.  Wearing a white dress adorned with golden armor and a 

flowing red cape, she wore a winged headdress, the gold that it was forged from 

glinting in the sunlight.  Standing much taller than he remembered, she was leanly 

muscled and resembled the warrior women of ages past that Adam used to hear 

stories about.  He realized then that, as he had once used the Sword of Light to 

harness the power of Grayskull, she must have similarly used the Sword of 

Protection, becoming a mighty warrior that was almost familiar, yet stunningly 

different from He-Man.  Adoraôs new look suited her, however.  Rather than the 

black and gray armor of Despara, along with the mask that mirrored Hordakôs vile 

visage, she now resembled a goddess of the old tales.  Her beauty was stunning.    

Amazing, he thought. 

Adora sheathed the sword on her back as she approached.  As she 

approached, Adam was startled to see that she had aged much in the years sheôd 

been gone, not physically, but in the expression of weariness she wore on her face, 

despite her attempts to hide it upon seeing Adam and his companions.  It was a 

weariness that Adam knew well.  It came from years of war, along with the pain of 

the lost friends that went with it.  Adam flushed with shame, wishing not for the first 

time that he could have helped her more in her war against The Horde, but he had 

had enough trouble keeping the Council functioning here on Tellus, not to mention 

his duties as a father.  Besides, without the Power of Grayskull, what could he have 

done? 

ñAdam,ò she said brightly, rushing toward them.  ñMy friends, how is it that 

youôre here?ò 
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ñI was about to ask you the same thing,ò he replied.  ñI had no idea you were 

coming.ò 

ñIôm so happy to see you, Brother!ò she exclaimed, smiling warmly as she 

embraced him.  ñAnd Teela and Orius, too, of course.ò  Letting go, she took a step 

back. 

ñYou look so different,ò Teela said. 

Adora nodded.  ñUsing the power of the Sword of Protection, Iôm able to 

transform, as Adam once did,ò she said, confirming his conclusions.  ñThe power of 

the Sorceress has been a real blessing as things have only gotten worse on Etheria.  

In this form, Iôm known as She-Ra.ò  Taking in the sight of her, Adam noticed with 

some amusement that he had to look up to meet her eyes, however with the words 

ñlet the power return,ò his sister reverted to her normal form.  ñBut Iôm still more 

comfortable as myself,ò she said.  Adam smiled, for he knew that that that had not 

always been the case, but his sisterôs days as Despara, Force Captain of the Horde 

army, were far behind her now. 

ñItôs wonderful to see you, Sister,ò Adam said, ñbut I canôt help but think that 

this isnôt just a social call, especially considering where weôre all standing.  What 

brings you here?ò 

ñAlthough it thrills me to see you all again, Iôm afraid that youôre right,ò Adora 

answered.  ñIôm here on a mission.ò 

ñWhat kind of mission?ò he asked. 

ñA mission to travel here,ò Adora said, ñto Castle Grayskull.ò  She indicated 

the ghostly castle behind him. 

ñYou can see it too?ò he asked. 

ñWell yes,ò she replied.  ñWhy?  Canôt they?ò  She looked to Teela and 

Mekaneck, who shook their heads.  ñI guess not,ò Adora said, answering her own 

question.  ñWhat do you think it means, Adam?  Why can you and I see it, but not 

them?ò 

Before Adam could speak, a birdôs cry pierced the brief silence before a voice 

once again spoke in his mind.  Only the heirs of Grayskull can see the castle in this 

state.  Glancing toward his friends, Adam recognized that they had all heard the 

voice this time.  In a single movement, the group looked up to see a bird of prey 

soaring through the air toward them from the direction of the castle, backlit by the 
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sun.  As the bird dove to meet them, Adam caught a glimpse of its wing.  It was the 

color of budding leaves. 

ñThatôs a green falcon,ò Adam whispered, echoing all their thoughts.  ñThen 

the Sorceress has returned.ò 

The falcon landed on the ground at their feet.  As it folded its wings forward 

over its head, the bird enveloped itself within a cocoon of blinding light.  Adam and 

his companions shielded their eyes from it instinctively.  When they reopened them, 

Adam was shocked to see a stranger standing before them.  The woman in front of 

them certainly reminded Adam of the Sorceress of Grayskull that he knew, but this 

was definitely not Teelaôs mother Teela óNa.  The unknown woman stood about as 

tall as Adora and wore the elaborately decorated gold and silver armor of a bygone 

age over a white tunic.  Upon her head was a sculpted helm that represented Zoar, 

much like Teela óNaôs feathered headdress had, but this womanôs adornment was 

instead comprised of gold-plated armor.  Where Teela óNa had in many ways 

symbolized peace, this woman was obviously a warrior.  Adding to her unique 

presence, large angelic wings spread wide from her lower back.  In her right hand 

she clutched a golden staff. 

ñWho are you?ò Teela asked. 

ñI am the Sorceress of Grayskull,ò the woman answered. 

ñYouôre not the Sorceress that I knew,ò Teela countered, visibly shocked and 

disappointed that it was not her mother she saw before her. 

ñNo,ò the woman said.  ñI am the first Sorceress, from a time long before your 

mother accepted my burden.  I am called óVeenaô by your kind.ò 

ñVeena?ò Adam asked.  ñAs in óVeena, the wife of King Grayskullô?ò 

ñOne and the same,ò she answered.  ñAll will be explained within the castle.ò 

ñRegardless of how impossible it is that youôre who you say you are, yet here 

you stand, we canôt enter the castle,ò Adam reasoned.  ñWeôll fall through.ò 

ñOnly because it is caught between dimensions of space and time,ò Veena 

answered, as if it were the simplest thing sheôd ever had to explain.  ñThat is easily 

fixed,ò she continued.  Raising her staff, she pointed it at the castle.  The spectral 

structure vibrated and shook and, before Adam and Adoraôs eyes, it slowly regained 

its color, brick by brick, as Veena pulled it into phase with their current time.  Within 

a minute, it was there, as if it had never left.  Looking to his wife and Orius, Adam 
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knew that they could now see it too.  ñNow,ò Veena said, ñI would ask Adam and 

Adora to enter.ò 

ñWhat about us?ò Teela challenged. 

ñYou will return home to Eternia,ò Veena replied.  Seeing the expression of 

disappointment on the queenôs face, she added, ñDo not mistake my words as 

disrespect.  What is to happen inside is for the heirs of Grayskull alone.  Only they 

may enter at this time.ò 

ñAnd you?ò Teela asked. 

ñThis castle was once my home,ò Veena said.  ñI am always welcome.ò  The 

original Sorceress turned toward the castle.  ñYou must excuse us,ò she said matter-

of-factly as she walked away.  ñIt is imperative that I speak to the heirs now.ò 

Teela gazed upon at the strange woman curiously, but knew that she was 

powerless in this situation.  Former sorceress herself or not, this particular part of 

the journey was beyond her.  If Veena had somehow returned from the dead to 

speak with her husband, then such a thing was obviously of immense importance.  

It was just horrible timing, was all.  ñAdam,ò she called out as her husband and his 

sister began walking toward the reborn Castle Grayskull.  ñOrius and I will continue 

on and call upon the Council.  Try to join us soon.  Time is of the essence.ò 

ñYour wife is wise, Adam,ò Veena assured him.  The Sorceress turned back 

and gave the queen a soft smile.  ñFear not, Teela.  I will return Adam and Adora to 

you when the time is right.ò 

Teela nodded once more as she watched Adam and Adora enter the castle, 

the jawbridge closing behind them.  This was more than just important, she realized.  

This was perhaps exactly what they needed prior to Hordakôs arrival.  With Castle 

Grayskull with them once more, they had a fighting chance.  Rather than the worry, 

she now felt something else: hope. 
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5. 

THE PROPHECY 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ñIs Grayskull appearing related to the other ghost structures that weôve 

seen?ò Adam asked as the jawbridge closed. 

ñNo.  It has returned because I willed it,ò Veena answered as they walked 

into the throne room.  ñIf Iôm to be here, then I want to be in my old home.ò  The first 

Sorceress of Grayskull sat upon her throne, her wings draping over the sides of the 

ornate chair.  ñThe universe is in flux, Adam.  Time is folding in on itself and things 

thought long gone have returned, all because of the Three Towers.ò 

ñSo thatôs why the ghost-like buildings and other phenomenon have 

appeared?ò Adam asked. 

ñYes,ò Veena responded, her face impassive despite the significance of her 

words, ñbut their time here is fleeting.  Now that the Three Towers have returned, 

the world will soon return to its usual balance.ò 

Adam turned to Adora, who had remained in quiet awe of her surroundings.  

ñGrayskull was already gone before you returned from Etheria with us, Sister.  
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Youôve never had a connection to the castle, other than by blood.  Howôd you know 

to come here?ò 

ñVeena came to me in a dream last night,ò Adora said, indicating the 

unfamiliar Sorceress before them.  ñShe called me here.  The timing is unfortunate.  

Weôd just found out that Hordak forced Gwildor the locksmith to build two more 

Cosmic Keys.  They took time for Gwildor to complete, and he stalled as much as 

possible, but he finished them before we could rescue him.  Hordak took one, the 

other was given to his second in command.ò 

ñIs Hordak coming here, then?ò Adam asked.  ñIs that why youôve called us 

here?ò he asked veena, turning toward her.  The woman eyed both of them 

curiously, but she seemed particularly fascinated with him.  ñWhat?ò Adam asked, 

wondering why she couldnôt take her eyes off him. 

ñYou look much like my husband, Adam,ò she said.  ñEven after dozens of 

generations, you are so similar in appearance that it pains me to see you.  To you, 

DôVann Grayskull is merely a part of your lineage, a legend of the past, but to me 

he was so much more.ò 

ñIôm sorry,ò he said simply, not sure of how to respond. 

ñDonôt be,ò she replied.  ñIt is difficult in some ways to see him in you, but 

also comforting.  Itôs been so very long.ò 

ñYou were his wife,ò Adam said.  ñBut your being here now proves that there 

is more to you.  Youôre no ghost from the past and youôre not back from the dead, 

either.ò 

ñYou are correct, Adam,ò she replied.  ñI am not.  As I said before, I am the 

first Sorceress of Castle Grayskull.  You know me as Veena, DôVann Grayskullôs 

queen, but this is merely one of the forms that I have taken over the ages.  It is the 

first human form I ever took, after I met DôVann; after I chose him to be my 

champion.  I desired to be closer to him,ò she hesitated briefly, appearing almost 

embarrassed, though only for a fleeting moment, ñto better understand humanity.ò 

ñAnd what is your true form?ò Adora asked. 

Veena smiled thinly.  ñI have many names, though Eternians have called me 

Zoar.ò 

ñThe Goddess?ò Adam asked, his eyes growing wide. 

ñA rather limiting word,ò she responded. 
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ñWell, what are you then?ò Adora asked. 

ñThe Goddess,ò Veena replied with a whimsical smile.  ñIn truth, I am a part 

of many things,ò she continued, ñand the entirety of all things.  But those 

explanations are not important now, for what I am today is a messenger.  More than 

a thousand years ago, when King Grayskull was killed, Hordak thought that he had 

won, despite his defeat in the battle, by striking a fatal blow to my husband.  Even 

then, Hordak knew of the prophecy of the Twins of Grayskull; the Twins of Power.ò  

She eyed both Adam and Adora, putting special emphasis on her next words.  ñOf 

you.  He thought that with Grayskull dead, the prophecy had been prevented.  He 

didnôt know that I was with child.  A son.ò 

ñThe prophecy reads that óone would shine in the light while the other would 

fall to the darkness,ôò Adora quoted.  ñBut what does that have to do with Hordak, 

other than the obvious: his kidnapping me?  What was there to prevent?ò 

ñYes, please explain that,ò Adam said.  ñThe Sorceress, the one from our 

time, told me of this prophecy, but neither Adora nor I have ever fully understood 

it.ò 

Veena smiled faintly.  ñThat is because the two of you only know the first half 

of it.  It is the second half of the prophecy that Hordak takes a special interest in: 

óbut one day, the power of Grayskull would unite them, making itself whole once 

more, for only together would the power of their combined light destroy the darkness 

forever.ô  Hordakôs twisting Adora into Despara was simply another attempt to 

forestall his own end.ò 

ñSo thatôs the real reason that he didnôt take the both of us?ò  Adora asked.  

ñThatôs why he separated us as infants?  We were a threat to him as long as we 

were together?ò 

ñYes,ò Veena replied, ñfor at his core, Hordak is a coward who cares for 

nothing but his own survival.  Now, despite stealing you away many years ago, you 

and Adam have been reunited, as the prophecy foretold.ò 

ñBut if youôre from the past, how can you know all of this?ò Adora asked.  

ñHow could you know about my history with The Horde?ò 

ñBecause sheôs Zoar,ò Adam answered for her.  ñSheôs one of the three 

architects of the universe.  Why wouldnôt she know?ò 

Adora looked to Veena, who merely nodded.  ñNonsense,ò Adora said.  ñIf 

you really are the Goddess, why donôt you just prevent all of this?ò 
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ñWhy would I do that?ò Veena asked. 

ñBecause you have the power to,ò Adora challenged.  ñWhy wouldnôt you 

prevent the evils that Hordak will commit?  Why didnôt you stop the ones heôs 

committed in the past?ò 

ñEvil is necessary for balance,ò Veena answered.  ñMy siblings and I seldom 

involve ourselves in the affairs of our creations, but Hordak has finally gone too far.  

He seeks to travel to the Nexus of Time in an effort to conduct a spell that he thinks 

will rewrite the universe in his image.  He wishes to become the one and only god.  

His hubris is an affront to us.ò 

ñBut how?ò Adora asked.  ñI thought he needed the blood of Grayskull in 

addition to the Cosmic Key?  I know he now has a Key again, but I thought weôd 

stopped him by my defecting?ò 

ñBefore you left The Horde,ò Veena said, ñShadow Weaver regularly took 

samples of your blood for testing.  Iôm sure you remember.  Regardless of your 

leaving, he has all the blood from you that he needs.  Your battle with Hordak has 

raged for years and in that time, he has been unsuccessful in taking back your 

Cosmic Key.  That is why he forced the locksmith Gwildor to make another.  Now, 

the Three Towers have returned and the window for his spell to be successful draws 

ever nearer.  Hordak is running out of time.ò 

ñThen if this is happening so soon,ò Adora began, ñif his ultimate victory is 

already in motion, why are we not even attempting to stop him?  Why are we 

standing here talking?ò she demanded. 

ñTo complete his spell, Hordak must reach and control the Nexus of Time, 

located at the base of the Three Towers once they have converged.  However, their 

convergence will take time and he must wait until it is finished.  Only once the towers 

have united will he be able to achieve his goal.  In the meantime, it is imperative 

that you both understand what is at stake before you confront him.ò 

ñWe already know whatôs at stake,ò Adora argued.  ñIf Hordak uses the Nexus 

of Time to go back to the beginning of it, he will remake all things in his image and 

become the master of the universe.ò 

Veena laughed so loudly that Adora and her brother were visibly startled.  ñA 

plan that only proves his insanity,ò she said. 

ñYou mean itôs not possible?ò Adam asked. 
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ñMy siblings and I are the universe.  Without life, change and time; without 

us; there is nothing.  Hordak cannot end us, nor can he master us.  None could, 

unless we ourselves allowed it.ò  She shook her head, her smile fading as she did 

so.  ñThough our end is inevitable, all things die in time, that end will come only 

when we have agreed upon it.  It wonôt come at the whim of any of the creatures 

weôve created, and certainly not because of Hordak.  At best, his spell would 

eradicate all life, but my siblings and I, the universe, will be unaffected.  The real 

threat is to you and all the living creatures that populate our worlds.  If Hordakôs 

spell is successful, you will be destroyed.  Fortunately for you, I have long held an 

interest in human affairs.ò 

ñEnough of an interest that you fell in love with one,ò Adam said. 

ñIndeed,ò Veena acknowledged.  ñYou belong to the only bloodline to have a 

god for an ancestor.  DôVann Grayskullôs blood flows through your veins, my 

children, but your true power comes from me, just as his once did.ò 

ñThen if the power is not solely from Grayskull, why was mine taken from me 

when Castle Grayskull was destroyed?ò Adam asked.  ñWhen I reunited the two 

halves of his sword?ò 

Veena nodded, understanding his confusion.  ñYou are the descendant of 

King Grayskull and myself, Adam, but many generations separate us.  Your power 

alone is weak and watered down compared to the source.  By using DôVannôs 

sword, you could channel into the power directly, for it was a direct conduit to your 

ancestor.  You gifted that power to the planet, healing it, as you remember, after 

your final battle with Skeletor.  Now DôVannôs blade has become the Sword of 

Protection and what power remains in it now belongs to your sister.ò 

ñI understand,ò Adam said. 

ñIôm not sure that you do,ò she replied.  ñThe sword does still hold power, 

Adam.  That much is proven by Adoraôs own transformation into She-Ra, but the 

power of Grayskull is not lost to you without it.ò 

ñWhat do you mean?ò he asked. 

Veena rose from her throne and approached him.  ñYou can gain back the 

power by receiving it just as Grayskull first did and indeed youôll need it to defeat 

Hordak and his legions.ò 

ñóReceiving it just as Grayskull first did?ôò he quoted back to her.  ñI donôt 

understand.  The legends say that he was born with the power.ò 
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ñYes,ò Veena nodded, a slight smile crossing her lips, ñbut the legends say 

many things, many of which are fallacies.  I alone know the truth.ò 

ñHow, then?ò Adam asked.  ñHow did he receive it?ò 

ñIf I told you outright, it would not serve to better you,ò Veena said.  ñIndeed, 

I could just give the power to you now, but what would you learn?  Besides, I need 

you to help me achieve another purpose, so I will send you and your sister to the 

proper time in order to find the power for yourselves.  Along the way, you will help 

make things as they should be, just as you always have.ò 

ñWhat do you mean?ò Adora asked. 

ñIôm sending you into the past to seek out DôVann himself,ò the Sorceress 

answered. 

ñBut thatôs impossible,ò Adora replied. 

Veena flashed a mischievous smile once again.  ñNothing is impossible, my 

child.  Itôs just that some things are not permitted.ò 

ñAnd you are permitted to do this?ò Adam asked. 

ñMy siblings and I made the rules, surely I would know a way of bending 

them?ò she said.  ñDue to the current state of flux that we find ourselves in, I can 

send you to the proper time,ò Veena replied, ñbut I cannot return you here.  By the 

time you are finished, the natural order of the universe will have been restored and 

the power over time will have returned to Serpos, so it will be up to you to find a 

way back.ò 

ñAlright, so letôs just accept the fact that you can send us back to Grayskullôs 

time,ò Adora said.  ñWhat about this prophecy weôre supposed to fulfill?  How can 

we fulfill it if weôre not here, if we donôt know how to get back?  Youôre not even 

going to give us a hint?ò 

Veena placed a hand upon each of them.  ñDo not fear, my daughter.  

Together, strengthened by the power of Grayskull, the power of Zoar, you and your 

brother will return.  I know this.  When you arrive, you will journey to the Nexus of 

Time and destroy Hordak once and for all.  You must, or nothing will survive.ò  She 

removed her hands, but kept them raised in the air, palms facing the twins.  Her 

hands began to glow a bright white as they looked on.  ñThere is no more time for 

talk, my children,ò Veena said.  ñTeela was right.  Time is of the essence.ò  She 

smiled at her words, realizing their irony.  ñI will send you near to Grayskull.  Keep 

your identities a secret during your journey,ò she instructed.  ñFor numerous 
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reasons, recorded history from that era cannot be aware of your true names.  We 

will meet again soon.ò  Before either Adam or Adora could reply, the siblings were 

overtaken by a brilliant flash of light and felt as if they were falling.  Then, there was 

nothing. 
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PART II 

 

THE AGE OF SERPOS 
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1. 

THE MEETING 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Waking with a groan, Adam found himself in a grassy field, his skin and hair 

wet from a recently fallen rain.  He raised himself up on his hands and knees and 

found that his entire body ached as it never had before.  Thankfully, the feeling was 

fleeting.  Electricity crackled in the air around him.  It quickly faded, but the feeling 

of mild static remained, causing the hairs on his arms to stand on end.  Looking to 

his left, he caught sight of a pair of simple leather boots.  He glanced up and saw 

Adora smiling down at him.  She was dressed like a poor farmer, although 

considering what theyôd just gone through, it seemed a minor observation.  ñItôs 

about time you got here,ò she said.  ñI woke up alone about ten minutes ago.  I was 

beginning to worry.ò 

 Adam grunted as he got to his feet, brushing his long blonde hair away from 

his eyes.  Smoothing down his beard with his hands, he looked down and saw that 

his royal armor was also gone, replaced with a simple tunic, loincloth and boots, 

appropriate to the time.  ñI guess she dressed us for our roles,ò he said.  He scowled 

when he saw that their weapons were also gone. 



57 

 ñAll Iôll say is that I expect my own clothes back when we return,ò Adora 

replied, ñalong with my sword.  Weôll just have to make due for now without them.  

She also took my Cosmic Key, but I suppose itôs safer with her in Castle Grayskull 

than it would be with anyone else.ò  Adam thought that she seemed surprisingly 

calm considering the dire circumstances the world had been left in back in their own 

time. 

 ñYou seem oddly unconcerned about all of this,ò he said. 

 ñOur worries lie one thousand years in the future, Adam,ò Adora replied, 

looping her hair into a loose ponytail behind her head in an effort to cool herself.  

Adam had barely noticed the heat yet, but when he did, it came upon him suddenly.  

He felt himself begin to sweat as she continued.  ñVeena said that it would be some 

time before the Three Towers converged and Hordak made his move.  Iôm sure 

weôll find our way back before that happens.  In the meantime, this is an opportunity 

to have a real adventure together, to get to know each other away from the kingdom 

and your responsibilities as king.  Thatôs something we were never afforded in our 

own time.  Even when I was staying in the palace, I was always on the move, and 

when I was there, you were usually busy with the affairs of the kingdom.ò 

ñI guess youôre right,ò he agreed.  ñVeena did say that the phenomena would 

be over soon.  Now we just have to be ready to face Hordak when we return.ò  He 

took a moment to brush off a bit of the dirt and pieces of grass that had stuck 

themselves to his simple tunic.  ñI have to admit that Iôm excited at the prospect of 

meeting King Grayskull himself.  The man was a legend in his own time.ò  He looked 

around curiously.  ñSpeaking of which, Veena said sheôd send us near to Grayskull, 

but the castleôs nowhere to be found.  Why do you think that is?ò 

His point caused Adora to furrow her brow as she found herself equally 

confused.  She looked around and nodded slowly, an idea forming in her mind.  ñI 

expected to see it here too, but thereôs no chasm, no peak, and no castle.  Maybe 

they donôt exist yet?ò 

ñOr maybe she meant that she was sending us to Grayskull himself, and not 

the castle?ò Adam reasoned.  ñI thought weôd find ourselves in his throne room just 

as before and heôd be right there waiting for us, but thatôs obviously not the case.  

Do you think Veena, I donôt know, misfired?ò 

ñI have no idea, Adam.  Sheôs your goddess,ò Adora said with a shrug.  ñBut 

Iôm sure she sent us here for a reason.  Maybe Grayskullôs away from home on 

some type of diplomatic mission, or something?  Anyway, I do see some chimney 

smoke coming from that village over there.ò  She pointed to a small town to their 

west.  ñMaybe heôs there?ò 
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Glancing in the direction sheôd indicated, Adam caught sight of the village 

himself.  ñWell then I guess thatôs our first stop.ò 

é 
 

Nearly an hour of walking later, Adam and Adora entered the quaint village 

theyôd seen from afar.  The townspeople milled about, engaged in various tasks as 

the twins walked by.  The people seemed very poor by modern Eternian standards, 

their clothes as ragged as the ones Adam and Adora found themselves in.  He was 

disappointed to see that it wasnôt at all like the times of prosperity under Grayskull 

that heôd grown up learning about.  In fact, it more closely resembled the poverty 

that had preceded it, when this area was under the control of King Hissôs Snake 

Men.  Adam could only hope that Grayskullôs reputation had preceded them and 

the people of the village would be eager to help him find the legendary king.  Adam 

approached one of them, a man chopping wood, with caution.  ñExcuse me, sir,ò he 

began awkwardly.  ñHave you seen the king?  King Grayskull?ò 

The man paused long enough to look the two strangers in the eye cautiously 

before he resumed chopping, apparently refusing to answer.  The siblings 

continued, asking several others the same question as they made their way to the 

rather meager village square, but each villager in turn either ignored them or simply 

shook their head in response.  A few even laughed.  Finding a stone bench near 

the square, the twins sat down to access the situation.  ñYouôre right,ò Adam said.  

ñItôs not going to be easy.ò 

ñIt never is with us, so why would it start now?ò Adora replied, nodding in 

agreement.  ñWhere do we go from here?ò 

ñI have no idea,ò he admitted. 

ñOi.  You two looking for DôVann Grayskull?ò a woman asked from the open 

window of a shop to their right. 

It took all Adam had not to leap up excitedly.  ñYes!ò he answered as he 

stood.  ñItôs of grave importance that we find the king.ò 

The woman gave them both a curious look.  ñKing?ò she asked with a 

chuckle.  ñThatôs funny.  Besides, anyone who lives here knows where he is.ò  She 

cocked her head toward a building across the street from her shop. 
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Adam and his sister looked in the direction the woman indicated, but only 

saw an old combination inn/tavern with a sign in the window that claimed it had the 

best mead in the valley. 

ñHeôs staying there?ò Adam asked the woman in the window.  It hardly 

seemed like the kind of place where a king would be. 

ñYou could say that,ò she said. 

Adam nodded appreciatively.  ñThank you so much, Milady!  You donôt 

understand how much youôve helped us!ò 

ñHa! óMilady,ô this one calls me.  If you say so,ò the woman responded, 

looking a bit perplexed by the strangers, but amused at the same time. 

Adam and Adora walked toward the inn and entered, quickly finding that their 

eyes had to adjust to the smoky darkness that greeted them inside.  An animal pelt 

cloak that one of the patrons had hung near the door gave off a pungent smell, like 

wet dog.  Adam winced in reaction to it as he walked up to the bar and caught sight 

of a man who he assumed was the innkeeper, and called him over.  The innkeeper 

put down a wooden bowl heôd been cleaning.  ñItôs a little early,ò the man said, ñbut 

what can I get you?ò 

ñIôm looking for DôVann Grayskull,ò Adam said. 

ñThatôs him there,ò he innkeeper answered, pointing to a mountain of a man 

at a corner table.  Hugely muscled and clean-shaven but with long and unkempt 

blond hair, the man was slumped over what appeared to be an intimidatingly large 

lion.  It was a ligor, Adam realized.  The man on the creatureôs back rose up and 

down rhythmically as it breathed.  ñLazy bastardôs been there since last night,ò the 

innkeeper continued, ñdead drunk, as usual.ò 

 ñThere must be some mistake,ò Adam said, turning back to the man behind 

the counter.  ñI said DôVann Grayskull.ò 

ñNo mistake, son,ò the innkeeper said, pointing to the man once again.  

ñThatôs him.ò 

ñThatôs really him?ò  Adora asked.  ñI thought he was some kind of legendary 

hero?ò 

 ñA hero?ò the innkeeper asked.  ñGrayskull?  Heh.  Long time ago, maybe.  

Now heôs a drunk and a fool.  Follows the goddess Zoar, if you can you believe 

that,ò he said, his face incredulous. 
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 Adam looked above the bar and saw a statue of Serpos, the three-headed 

serpent godôs presence giving him a chill as he made the realization that he and his 

sister were not where, or more accurately when, they thought they were.  Grayskull 

couldnôt be king yet, not with that statue there.  Why did Veena send them to before 

Grayskull was king?  ñZoar, huh?ò he asked, playing along. 

 ñYeah.  Heôs mad, he is,ò the man said.  ñHears voices.ò 

 ñVoices?ò Adora asked. 

 ñIs there an echo in here?  Aye, voices.  He used to go about preaching the 

word of Zoar, helping folks when they needed it, much as you heard,ò the innkeeper 

began, ñbut that was years ago.  Now, heôs just another vagabond wandering the 

untamed lands.  Comes in here every few months or so to drink up my supply while 

that blasted animal eats the rest of it.ò  The innkeeper leaned forward.  ñLook, you 

two seem like decent, Serpos-fearing folk, so take old Thuldorôs advice: Iôd steer 

clear of that one, if I were you.  Time catches up to us all, and it caught this one 

long ago.  Best to leave him be.ò 

Adora nodded slowly, not sure what to think, but Adam saw that she had 

also recognized that something was clearly wrong.  ñWell, Iôm afraid we donôt have 

a choice,ò she replied.  ñWe must talk to him, but thank you.ò 

ñJust donôt let him try to convince you to buy him another drink.  He has much 

more and Iôll be out of stock again.ò  The innkeeper scoffed and returned to cleaning 

the wooden bowl in his hands by spitting into it and used his saliva instead of water, 

wiping it with his tunic.  Adam and his sister turned away and walked cautiously 

toward the man in the back slumped over the giant cat. 

ñRemind me not to order anything,ò Adora said with a disgusted expression. 

Empty bottles were strewn about all around the man the innkeeper had 

indicated.  Ten were on the table and at least a dozen more surrounded him and 

his feline companion on the floor.  ñDôVann Grayskull?ò Adam asked cautiously.  

Stirring slowly, the man looked up at them, brushing his long blond hair away from 

his face to reveal blue eyes glazed over from the mead. 

ñWhoôs asking?ò 

ñMy name is He-Man,ò he said, remembering Veenaôs command not to 

reveal their identities.  ñThis is my twin sister She-Ra.ò 

ñShe looks a lot younger than you,ò the man observed with a yawn.  ñTwins, 

you say?ò 
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ñItôs a long story,ò Adam replied.  He leaned forward and spoke in hushed 

tones.  ñZoar sent us to ask for your help.ò 

Hearing Zoarôs name, the man stood up quickly, looking Adam intently in the 

eyes.  ñZoar?ò he asked, trying to whisper, but far too loud for Adamôs comfort.  He 

swayed violently as he spoke. 

ñYes,ò Adora said.  ñWe need you to take us to the place where you got your 

power.  The power of Grayskull.ò 

ñThe power,ò the man stammered, ñof Grayskull?ò  He laughed heartily and 

a huge grin spread across his face before he calmly turned his head, vomited, and 

proceeded to fall backward in an unconscious heap.  He landed on the ligor once 

more, which simply grunted in response and continued sleeping. 

Adora looked to Adam, who stared at the man heôd grown up hearing tales 

and legends of, now sprawled out on the tavern floor with his pet, as drunk as either 

of them had ever seen anyone in their lives.  Her brother was speechless.  ñI hate 

to say, óI told you so,ô He-Man,ò she said, a touch of humor to her voice as she 

spoke the name, ñbut this is going to be even harder than we thought.ò 

 

 

  



62 

2. 

GREAT EXPECTATIONS 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ñSo much for the power of Grayskull,ò Adam commented sourly as he and 

his sister once again dunked their ancestorôs head into the water of a horse trough 

behind the tavern in their so far unsuccessful attempt to wake him from his drunken 

stupor. 

ñI donôt know about that,ò Adora replied, ñhis projection had some power to 

it.ò  She grunted with effort as they pulled the man back up, all while he sputtered 

the filthy water and rambled incoherently. 

ñNot funny,ò Adam said shortly. 

ñIt was a little funny,ò she argued playfully. 

Adam looked to his twin sister as Grayskull turned and slumped against the 

trough, sitting on the ground at their feet.  ñI donôt know how you can find this so 

amusing.  Without his help, weôre doomed.  All of us.ò 

Adora sighed slightly.  ñHe-Man,ò she began, careful not to use his birth 

name in case Grayskull was awake enough now to hear them, ñall Iôve known my 
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entire life is The Horde.  I know whatôs at stake, but since Iôve joined the Great 

Rebellion, Iôve also learned to appreciate the humor that life presents us whenever 

I can.  Itôs usually fleeting.ò 

Adam nodded with a slight smile.  ñOkay, Iôll admit that it was a little funny.  

A little.  But we still need to get him sobered up and find out what he knows.  Heôs 

been granted great strength from something.  That much is obvious just by looking 

at him.  He has to tell us what he did to get it.ò 

ñAnd how are we going to convince him to help us, exactly?ò she asked.  ñWe 

canôt let him know where weôre from, or heôll think weôre crazy.ò 

He shrugged.  ñI think we should stick with the ósent here by Zoarô approach.  

According to the innkeeper, Grayskull follows the Goddess, even though the rest of 

the people around here worship Serpos.  That makes us unique.ò 

ñBesides that, itôs the truth,ò Adora said. 

ñWell, there is that,ò Adam admitted before hearing a groan coming from the 

man sitting at his feet, who was finally coming to.  Adam would just have to trust 

that Veena sent them to this time for a reason.  Maybe Grayskullôs being king didnôt 

really matter, at least not for their current mission. 

ñWhere am I?ò Grayskull asked. 

ñBehind the tavern,ò Adam answered. 

ñWhere is Granger?ò 

ñGranger?ò Adam asked. 

ñThe ligor,ò Grayskull said, enunciating the word very carefully, already 

sounding exasperated at having to explain. 

ñOh,ò Adam said, ñheôs sleeping it off in the barn across that field.ò  He 

pointed to the large wooden structure a few acres away from where they stood. 

ñEndearing you to your neighbors, Iôm sure,ò Adora said.  ñHe looks like he 

could eat a half dozen farm animals if he were hungry enough.ò 

Grayskull moaned slightly as he stood up, standing nearly a head taller than 

Adam.  His height, combined with his wide shoulders and peak physical condition 

made for an intimidating presence.  ñThese people are not my neighbors,ò he said 

coolly. 
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ñThe innkeeper seemed familiar enough with you,ò Adam commented.  ñSaid 

you came by often enough.ò 

ñOf course heôs familiar with me,ò Grayskull acknowledged with a slight slur.  

ñHe has good mead.ò  He paused, looking around at the village that surrounded 

them.  ñBut these people are Serpos worshippers.  They are no friends of mine, or 

yours if you truly follow Zoar as you say.ò 

ñYou remember that?ò Adora asked, surprised at his lucidity considering the 

amount of mead heôd consumed prior to their arrival. 

ñI remember,ò he said simply.  ñWhat I want to know is why it took her so long 

to send you.ò 

ñWhat do you mean?ò Adam asked. 

ñWhat I mean is that Zoar told me that sheôd chosen me.  She allowed me to 

gain my power.  She said sheôd call upon me.  That was eight years ago.ò  

Grayskullôs countenance grew dark as he continued.  ñEight years!ò he shouted.  

ñEight years that I have waited, at times doubting my own sanity and whether or not 

I had actually seen her at all.  I have served her loyally, but have earned nothing 

but scorn from thisé this den of vipers!ò  He indicated the village surrounding them.  

ñAnd many others like it across these lands.  Now you two say that you were sent 

by her, but from where and to what end?  This world has been lost to King Hiss for 

so long now that I donôt know if I can ever win it back.ò 

ñYou will,ò Adam replied. 

Grayskull glanced at Adam curiously.  ñSo sure of that, are you?ò 

Adora shot her brother a look that told him to remain silent and he did, 

remembering that he had to be careful not to give Grayskull too much information 

as to who they were, much less that they knew at least some of his future.  ñWhat 

my brother means is that we believe in you.  Zoar believes in you.ò 

The future king scoffed.  ñShe has a strange way of showing it.ò  He turned 

from them and walked around to the front of the tavern, sobered by his anger.  He 

began following the main road, seemingly intent on leaving the village behind. 

ñDonôt you want to get Granger?ò Adam asked him. 

Grayskull shook his head.  ñNo.  He joins me when he wishes to.  It is his 

way.ò 
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Adora had stopped to look back at the barn where Granger was asleep and 

had to jog to catch back up to the two men.  ñWhere are we going?ò she inquired. 

Grayskull looked at them both, obviously annoyed that they were following 

him.  ñAway from here,ò he said shortly, ñand you two have yet to tell me your 

purpose.  Why did Zoar send you?ò 

ñTo find out the source of your power, so that we may access it as well,ò 

Adam replied truthfully. 

Grayskull laughed.  ñIs that so?ò he asked.  ñAnd why would she ask this of 

me?  Am I not enough of a champion for her, that she has to send you?ò 

ñYou are her champion, destined to accomplish remarkable things in this 

time.  We, however, are from another,ò Adora answered, still careful not to say too 

much, though she felt she was losing him.  Despite their earlier concerns, they had 

to win him over, and quick. 

ñAnother what?  Time?ò their ancestor asked. 

ñYes,ò Adora said cautiously. 

The hulking man shook his head while a slight smile played across his lips.  

ñAnd they call me crazy,ò he remarked, more to himself than to either of them. 

ñItôs hard to explain,ò Adam said, ñbut itôs true.  We face a great enemy in our 

time and Zoar sent us to you to get the power because she is not supposed to 

directly interfere.ò 

ñIs that what she told you?ò Grayskull asked with a slight huff, followed by a 

laugh.  ñShe interferes plenty, just not when you need her to.ò 

ñThe source of the power, whatever it is, no longer exists in our time,ò Adora 

explained.  ñThatôs why she sent us here.  Thatôs why we need you.ò 

Grayskull continued walking ahead of them, not looking back as he spoke.  

ñThen you are out of luck, strangers.  The source no longer exists in this time, 

either.ò 

ñWhat do you mean?ò Adam asked, feeling a touch of panic gripping him. 

ñIt has been lost,ò Grayskull answered.  ñLost to King Hiss.  That entire area 

is now under the control of that vile creature and his Snake Men.ò 

ñBut then how will we be able to complete our mission?ò Adora asked. 
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Grayskull continued walking, but turned slightly to give Adora a wry smile.  

ñPerhaps your mission isnôt what you think it is,ò he said with a shrug.  ñThe gods 

can be funny that way.  You two will have to find the answer to that riddle on your 

own.  Do not expect her to help you.ò  Turning to the road ahead once more, 

Grayskull fell silent and refused to answer any more questions that day. 

é 
 

 Adam and Adora warmed themselves near the fire theyôd made in the center 

of their camp. Adora couldnôt help but notice how sullen her brother had become. 

ñHeôs not what you expected,ò she stated matter-of-factly. 

 ñNo,ò Adam replied, sneaking a glance at Grayskullôs sleeping form nearby, 

ñheôs not.ò 

 ñHeôs human, He-Man,ò Adora reasoned, ñjust like you and me.  The legends 

you grew up withðò 

 ñWere lies,ò he interrupted. 

 She shook her head.  ñI donôt think so.  All legends grow from a seed of truth, 

Brother.  The Grayskull you heard about is in there somewhere, you just have to 

strip away the fantasy and your own preconceptions.ò 

 ñDo you really believe that?ò Adam asked. 

 ñI do,ò she answered.  ñIf Zoar really is a goddess, or more than that if weôre 

to believe her, then I feel like she sent us to this particular time for a reason, and I 

donôt just mean for our own mission.  Like Grayskull said, maybe she had some 

other purpose in sending us here.ò 

 ñLike what?ò he asked. 

 ñWell, Grayskullôs supposed to help us find the source of his power, but 

maybe weôre here to help him find his own inner power.  He seems to have forgotten 

it over the years.  Besides, she sent us to a time before he became,ò she paused, 

careful not to say the word óking,ô in case the man was not truly asleep, ñall that heôs 

destined to be,ò she said instead.  ñThere has to be a reason for that.ò 

 ñI donôt know,ò Adam said cautiously. 
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 Adora smiled warmly.  ñHe-Man, you see the goodness in others more easily 

than I ever could.  Your belief in the human spirit is inspiring.  If you look at him, 

really look at him, youôll see it too.  Heôs lost.  Heôs spent the past eight years waiting 

for Zoar to call upon him.  I would imagine that that amount of time is no more than 

a blink of an eye to her, but to him it must have felt like forever.  What a torturous 

existence for someone who was once so sure of his own righteousness.  We just 

need to convince him that we are sincere, that heôs finally been called upon, and 

that his wait is over.  If we can renew his faith in Zoar, then maybe we can help 

guide him to becoming the man from your legends.ò 

 Adam remained silent for a long moment before speaking.  ñI suppose that it 

wonôt hurt to try,ò he agreed.  ñItôs not like weôre going anywhere.ò 

 ñWe all go through dark periods in our lives,ò Adora reasoned.  ñI know that 

more than most.  Weôll see him through his, youôll see.ò 

é 
 

 Adora and Adam awoke early the next morning only to discover that 

Grayskull was nowhere to be found.  His few personal possessions were missing 

from the camp and the twins assumed the worst: that heôd left them behind.  ñWell 

thatôs just great,ò Adam remarked sourly. 

 ñWeôll find him,ò Adora replied.  ñWe already know which direction heôs been 

traveling in.  We just have to keep up enough of a pace to catch up to him.ò 

 ñSo much for helping him through his ódark period,ô as you put it,ò Adam said.  

ñHe obviously doesnôt want us around.ò  He kicked a nearby rock in annoyance and 

frustration, watching it roll down the green hill to their right, not far off the road. 

 ñYou have to put yourself in his boots, Adam.  Weôre strangers to him and he 

doesnôt seem like the type of person that has a lot of friends,ò she replied.  ñThereôs 

no telling what heôs thinking now with us dropping in his lap, telling him Zoar sent 

us.  He seemed like heôd all but given up, and now weôve told him that itôs time for 

his mission, his purpose in life.  Thatôd be strange for anybody.ò 

 ñStop making excuses for him,ò Adam grumbled.  ñHe already said that itôs 

up to us now to discover a way to the source of his power, so we may as well 

continue on without him.  He obviously has no interest in anyone but himself.ò 
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 Adora sighed softly.  She understood her brotherôs frustration.  King 

Grayskull had been his childhood hero, and meeting him in person had shattered 

that illusion.  She had had a similar experience during her time with The Horde.  

ñDid I ever tell you about Lord Draco?ò Adora asked. 

 Adam shook his head, a bit confused by the seemingly random question.  

ñNo.ò 

 ñLord Draco is a high-ranking general of The Horde, often acting as emissary 

when Hordak doesnôt want to waste resources on a war.  A Dark One that once 

ruled a planet in the outer part of the Tri-Solar System called Nocturnia, Draco is 

usually intimidating enough to convince entire planets to surrender without a fight.  

In the instances where it did become a war, Draco always shined.  All throughout 

my youth, Shadow Weaver had educated me on the history of The Horde, and 

Dracoôs victories tallied within those scrolls were numerous.  As a child, I admired 

Draco; respected him.  In fact, I wanted to be just like him.  In many ways, he was 

my hero.  When I reached maturity and became Force Captain, I finally got the 

chance to meet him at one of the annual tributes and I was thrilled at the 

opportunity.ò 

 ñAnd?ò Adam asked, genuinely curious. 

 ñIt was a disaster,ò she replied.  ñHe had a bloodlust that was appalling, even 

by Horde standards.  He was also a womanizer.  He actually had the audacity to try 

his games with me before Hordak put a stop to it.  I used to think it was because 

Hordak was protecting me as a father would.  I know now that he was just protecting 

his favorite weaponôs secret of being human, but thatôs beside the point.  The point 

is that Draco didnôt live up to my expectations of him and I hated him for it.ò  She 

looked at her brother and shrugged slightly.  ñThat is until he saved my hide on the 

battlefield months later.  In the field of battle, he was everything the stories said he 

was.  His actions during that fight didnôt erase the fact that he wasnôt what I had 

expected, or that he was a monster, but they showed me that there was some truth 

to those legends after all.  I just had to witness it.ò 

 ñSo, youôre likening this Lord Draco to Grayskull?ò Adam asked. 

 She nodded.  ñYes, but with one major difference.ò 

 ñAnd what is that?ò he inquired. 

 ñUnlike Draco, Grayskull is a good man, with a good heart.  I can see it.  We 

just have to remind him.ò  As she spoke, they heard a rustle from the bushes behind 
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them and turned to see Grayskull emerge with his pack.  In his hand was a 

sharpened stick with three large fish skewered upon it. 

 ñI caught us some breakfast,ò he said curtly as he sat near the embers of 

their fire from the night before.  He sounded hurt. 

 ñIôll get some more wood,ò Adora said as she turned and left Adam with his 

own childhood hero. 

 ñDid you hear us?ò Adam asked, embarrassed by Grayskullôs sudden arrival. 

 ñI heard enough,ò the man replied. 

 ñLook,ò Adam began, walking to the remains of the fire and sitting down 

himself, ñI donôt want it to seem likeðò 

 ñDo not apologize,ò Grayskull interrupted.  ñNo matter what it is that you think 

I should be, this legend you obviously hold close to your heart, I know that I am not 

it.  However, I also know that I am not what I once was.  These last few years, I 

have been,ò he paused, searching for the proper words to express his thoughts, 

ñlost.  Confused.  Even angry.  Angry at Zoar for abandoning me despite my service 

to her.ò  The large warrior looked up and pointed the skewering stick toward the 

man whom he had no idea was his descendant.  ñBut now she has sent you,ò he 

nodded toward the woods, ñand your sister.  I had to spend some time alone this 

morning to gather my thoughts.  I do not know why it is that I believe you two, but I 

do, and if Zoar is finally calling on me, finally remembering me, then I shall answer 

her.  It is my duty.ò 

 Adam knew of course that Grayskull would one day marry Zoarôs human 

form of Veena, although he wasnôt sure if the future king would be aware of his 

wifeôs dual identity.  Still, Adam knew one thing for certain.  ñI donôt think Zoar ever 

forgot you,ò he said.  ñYou left an impression.ò 

 Grayskull merely nodded.  ñAye, perhaps that is so, though Iôm not sure why.ò 

 ñPerhaps because she saw the goodness in you,ò Adam said.  ñYour inner 

strength is likely what she loves about you; why she chose you.ò 

 Grayskull chuckled as Adora returned with a new bundle of kindling and a 

few short logs.  ñIôm not sure that Zoar loves much of anything,ò he said, ñbut she 

saved me from the Snake Men and their god Serpos is a cruel one that I want no 

part of.  No matter her faults, I have chosen her, just as she claimed on that fateful 

day to have chosen me.ò 
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 Adora smiled at Adam, happy to see that he and Grayskull seemed to be 

getting along.  She placed the kindling down first before adding the logs in a pile.  

ñSo where are we headed?ò she asked as she got the fire going once more. 

 Grayskull began cooking the fish and nodded to the east.  ñThat way, toward 

the center of Hissôs kingdom.ò 

 ñI assume weôll be seeing battle?ò Adam asked. 

 ñMost definitely,ò Grayskull acknowledged with a nod, ñso we must first visit 

someone I know and get you two some proper weapons and armor.  If you keep 

wearing those rags, youôll be mistaken for escaped slaves.  We donôt need that kind 

of attention.  Wearing armor will make your being bothered less likely.ò 

 ñAnd who might this person be that weôre going to see?ò Adora inquired. 

 ñAn old ally of mine named Nikolas Powers, the ruler of Zalesia,ò he 

answered. 

 Adam stared at Grayskull as the man calmly rotated the fish while they 

cooked.  Adora gave her brother a small shrug, unaware of the man Grayskull 

spoke of.  Adam knew the name well however, having met Powers in their proper 

time, more than a thousand years from the one they found themselves in presently.  

The Zalesian ruler, Adam knew, would one day be cursed to become The Faceless 

One.  Even more importantly, he was Evelynôs father. 
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3. 

THE SHINING CITY 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The kingdom of Zalesia stood shining in the desert sun, the ram-headed 

architecture just as impressive now as it would come to be under Keldorôs rule.  

Adam gazed upon the city in astonishment for it appeared no different than it had 

when heôd been here mere days before in his own time.  Keldor truly had risen it 

back to its former glory.  The city looked so similar, in fact, that Adam had to remind 

himself that that trip only days earlier wouldnôt actually occur for more than one 

thousand years from this moment.  It was almost too much for the mind to 

comprehend.  Walking alongside his sister, the two of them followed DôVann 

Grayskull into the unknown.  Although Adam had been in Zalesia recently, this 

would be the first time he would see the native Zalesians, for they had been wiped 

out generations before his birth.  He wondered how long it would be before they 

met their end.  He wasnôt sure exactly what year he was in.  How long would it be 

before Serpos wiped out every man, woman and child that called this city home?  

Years?  Days?  He paused in thought, not wanting to consider the worst-case 

scenario.  Could it be only hours?  Could he warn them, or would changing the past 

to such a degree cause a ripple effect that would only make things worse for 

everyone?  Upon reflection, Adam found that time travel was not only confusing, 

but troublesome.  How could he meet the Zalesians with the burden of having to 
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keep their fate a secret?  Why must so many moments in his life be wrought with 

difficult decisions?  As he took in his surroundings, Adora caught his eye and smiled 

at him.  To her, this was a great adventure; a chance to spend time with him and 

learn the history of her birth-world.  His sisterôs optimism was something he wished 

he could share but he also had to remember that, despite their being twins, being 

raised on different planets and dimensions had aged each of them differently.  

Adora was, in reality, still very young compared to him.  He also envied that, in 

some ways.  Adam longed for her youth and optimism, but the truth of the situation 

was that they would soon be led into the very heart of King Hissôs kingdom and that 

knowledge, along with that of Zalesiaôs fate, were not the only things that filled him 

with dread.  Their very future rested on their success here in the past, and he wasnôt 

even sure what it was they were sent here to accomplish.  

Adam knew in his heart that Adora was no fool, that she understood the dire 

situation that they found themselves in, so how could she remain so cheerful?  Had 

her life been so full of darkness that even this, a mission to save the universe itself, 

surrounded by enemies in a time that was not their own, seemed like a joyous 

occasion?  Not for the first time, he admired her strength of character and reminded 

himself that his dread would bring victory only to his enemies.  He saw the strength 

in her smile and returned it, hoping to elicit even a modicum of her confidence.  It 

was easy to understand how the rebels of Etheria had bolstered their numbers 

greatly under her leadership.  She commanded respect, but also exuded a feeling 

of hope that was powerful and perhaps her greatest strength, power of the 

Sorceress and Grayskull be damned.  With her at oneôs side, it was difficult not to 

be inspired.  His smile increased at the thought, no longer an effort, but genuine.  

As if sensing his earlier discomfort, Adora stepped closer and embraced him from 

the side for a moment before releasing him.  She gave him a look that told him that 

they were in this together, to whatever end.  He nodded and looked ahead once 

more. 

Approaching the large golden gate that separated Zalesia from the desert 

that surrounded it, DôVann turned back and gave them each a grin of his own.  

ñWelcome to Zalesia, my friends.ò  Seeing Grayskull, the sentries at the gate 

opened it without word, nodding to the three of them as they entered.  Adam spent 

a moment taking in the sight of the original Zalesians.  Heôd always thought of them 

as a race unto themselves, and perhaps they were, but the inhabitants of the city 

itself were surprisingly diverse with both human and non-human inhabitants 

amongst their numbers.  From Quadians to Avionians, he was surprised at the 

multitude of races and species that called ancient Zalesia home.  He even spotted 

one or two members of the elusive Gar race.  The only real constant among the 

citizens of Zalesia was their desert attire, primarily consisting of long, loose-fitting 
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robes; the light fabric keeping them cool in the heat of the noonday sun.  A large 

number of those robes were hooded, but many citizens also wore jewels and 

headdresses, the splendor of which was hard to imagine existing in what people of 

Adamôs time had considered to be a dark age of serpentine rule.  Zalesia reminded 

Adam of Eternia in a way, and it seemingly filled a similar role in its day as a hub of 

culture, refined sensibilities, and learning.  Many a Zalesian could be seen reading 

from scrolls, and as Adam and his companions passed, he noticed that several 

stood on crates within the city square and dispensed philosophy and wisdom to the 

crowds that had gathered around them.  Losing Zalesia must have been such a 

loss to Tellus, Adam thought.  To have such an advanced culture extinguished and 

rendered mere legend.  Itôs no wonder that the fall of Zalesia is still talked about, 

more than a thousand years after its occurrence. 

DôVann pointed toward the Zalesian temple that loomed large over the city 

square and spoke up for the first time since entering the gates.  ñThat is our 

destination, Warriors of Zoar, for it is the home of my old friend Nikolas.  He has a 

vast collection of antiquities and weapons.  Surely you will be able to find something 

amongst them that suits you.ò 

ñAnd heôll just let us have them?ò Adora asked. 

ñHave no fear.  Nikolas may have a treaty with King Hiss, but he is no friend 

of the foul creature.  Once he learns of our mission, he will welcome the opportunity 

to assist us.ò 

ñA treaty with Hiss?ò Adam questioned.  ñI find it hard to believe that such a 

thing could be accomplished.  From what Iôve heard, Hiss doesnôt believe in peace.ò 

Grayskull shook his head.   ñAye.  I must admit that I do not fully understand 

it myself, He-Man, but Zalesia is a powerful city and while Hiss has considerable 

numbers under his command, they are spread thin at the moment.  He could not 

withstand an attack from Zalesia.ò 

ñThese people donôt seem like the warrior type,ò Adora commented as they 

approached the temple steps.  Adam of course knew well the warrior that hid 

beneath the surface of her own unassuming exterior. 

Grayskull laughed.  ñDo not let them fool you, She-Ra.  They are educated, 

yes, but nothing is more dangerous than an educated mind,ò he tapped the side of 

his head as he spoke the words.  ñWhile Hiss is powerful, he thinks with cold reason 

alone, and a lust for power that often supersedes it.ò 
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ñThen why do the Zalesians not attack Hiss and end his rule?ò Adora asked.  

ñIf they can beat him, why do they hide here in their city?ò 

ñThe Zalesians have the power to go to war, but more importantly, the 

intellect to understand the consequences of losing such a war: the loss of their great 

culture.  They would never initiate a war with King Hiss unless they had either no 

choice or the full conviction that they would be victorious when it was over.ò 

ñSo instead they treaty with that monster?ò Adam asked, his anger at the 

thought of such a thing revealing itself within the tone of his voice.  This was nothing 

like his own Council of Kings, which called his uncle Keldor a member.  Keldor had 

been reformed, and the threat of Skeletor was a thing of the past.  Hiss was a slaver, 

and a brutal king by all historical accounts.  To treaty to with such a foul being 

seemed wrong. 

Grayskull sighed.  ñThere is much that you do not understand, He-Man.  The 

treaty with Hiss was not by Nikolasôs choice.  He is no king, and is bound to what 

the Elders command.ò 

Adora shot her ancestor a puzzled look.  ñThe Elders?ò 

Grayskull stopped and turned, placing his massive hands on each of their 

shoulders.  ñThe Council of Elders.  Those who lead the world of men, small though 

that world may currently be.  Come, let us meet with Nikolas.  Perhaps he will 

explain things better.  Iôve never been one for history or teaching, let alone both.  

Besides, I hate politics.ò 

Turning back once more and leading them into the temple, Grayskull nodded 

to the guards stationed on either side of the doorway in turn, and Adam and Adora 

each did likewise, following his lead.  Unlike Grayskull, Adam had studied his history 

as a boy and knew that while Grayskull worshiped Zoar, the Zalesians instead 

followed the horned god Havok.  He was unsure how Grayskull and the people of 

this city seemingly managed to get along so well.  It was more likely, especially in 

these dark times, for two different religious groups to go to war with each rather 

than to be welcomed into each otherôs homes.  He supposed it was possible that 

the two gods co-existed within their own lexicon, but he was unfamiliar with Havok.  

After Zalesiaôs destruction by Serpos, most of its records and history were lost, 

including much regarding the Havokian religion.  Due to this, Adam found himself 

anxious to meet Powers, not only because of his friendship with Grayskull, but 

because Adam knew so little about him, other than a bit about his family.  Adam 

knew that Nikolas Powers was Evelynôs father, or at least would be some day.  In 

his own time, as He-Man, Adam had met Powers, but by that point the man had 

long been cursed as The Faceless One, a lonely sentinel of the Zalesian temple 
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who guarded the artifacts that survived.  Adam wondered how this meeting would 

go and how friendly the mysterious leader would be to him and his sister.  How 

much like his daughter would he be? 

Making their way inside the large structure, Adam took in his surroundings 

with a sense of wonder.  In his time, Keldor had restored the temple to a stunning 

and beautiful home, but even he would not believe the splendor that Adam and 

Adora were seeing here.  The temple was in its prime.  Artwork of innumerable 

styles and medias surrounded them, much of it hanging from the walls, both 

paintings and tapestries and hanging wall sculptures.  Larger sculptures and 

statues rested on marble pillars spread evenly throughout the room, most of them 

representing the various races that called Zalesia home; all of them beautiful to their 

own people, glorifying what each race viewed as the highest levels of physical 

perfection.  Even those that other races may consider grotesque were beautiful in 

their own way, whether it be the level of detail and attention given to each sculpture 

or the overall effect of the piece.  He noticed Adora examining them alongside him.  

She had always been a fan of art.  Her room within Eternos Palace was still 

decorated with pieces sheôd collected during her stay there.  If she had been raised 

in Eternia, rather than taken to Etheria, Adam had no doubt that she would have 

become something of an artist, herself.  The sound of a manôs voice snapped 

Adamôs thoughts back to the task at hand.  ñGreetings, Grayskull.  I see youôve 

brought friends.ò  Nikolas Powers walked toward them from an ornate chair that, if 

Zalesia had been a monarchy, would have been called a throne. 

ñYes, Nikolas.  I hope that you do not mind,ò Grayskull replied.  ñThe twins 

are my allies and are accompanying me on my current journey.ò 

ñOf course not.ò  Powersôs voice was soft, but cool, Adam thought; almost 

cold, as if he were hiding something.  He stood a head shorter than the giant that 

was DôVann Grayskull, but was impressive in his own way.  His close-cropped hair 

was almost pure white, much like Evelynôs, and his eyes were an icy blue.  He wore 

elaborate purple and black robes that flowed elegantly as he walked.  They were 

obviously made of the finest materials, the likes of which few in this age would be 

able to see outside of this shining city.  Powersôs face seemed to be chiseled from 

granite, with no soft edges, giving him an unfriendly appearance that Adam couldnôt 

help but find unsettling, despite Grayskullôs vouching for him.  Suddenly, the 

Zalesian leader approached them and warmly extended his hand in greeting to 

Adora.  ñAnd you are?ò 

ñShe-Ra,ò Adamôs sister answered. 
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ñShe-Ra,ò Nikolas repeated.  ñA lovely, if interesting, name.ò  He turned to 

Adam next, the manôs hand reaching for his.  ñAnd you?ò 

ñMy name is He-Man,ò he replied, perhaps a little too coolly. 

ñYou have a very firm handshake, He-Man,ò Nikolas said, causing Adam to 

realize that he was gripping the manôs hand quite tightly.  He loosened it 

immediately. 

ñI apologize,ò he said. 

Nikolas laughed.  ñNonsense,ò he said with a grin.  ñWith friends like DôVann, 

I would expect no less.  The first time we met, the man nearly broke my hand.ò   

ñThatôs because you were cheating in that game of stones Iôd joined,ò 

Grayskull said with a boisterous laugh. 

ñAh, yes,ò Nikolas replied, raising his index finger and pointing it at his friend, 

ñthough you were never able to prove that.ò  He glanced back to Adam and his sister 

and hooked his thumb toward Grayskull.  ñAnd he never will, but heôs remains a 

sore loser.ò  With a smile, the man stepped back and took in the group as a whole.  

ñSo,ò he paused, ñwhy are you here, may I ask?  Looking to get into some trouble?ò  

He had a twinkle in his eye as he said the words. 

ñYou know me all too well, old friend,ò Grayskull replied.  ñYes, we do seek 

trouble,ò he let his lighter words hang in the air before adding the heavier ones, ñof 

the serpentine variety.ò 

Nikolas sighed, openly frustrated.  ñDôVann, you are my friend, but you know 

that I cannot act against them.  The treaty forbids it.  Without the treaty, my people 

would become poorðò 

ñLike the rest of the world?ò Adam interrupted.  Grayskull and Adora both 

shot him surprised looks, Adora even hissing his codename under her breath.  

Adam shrugged.  He couldnôt help it.  He didnôt trust Nikolas.  He didnôt know why, 

but the man made his skin crawl. 

Powers waved away the concerns of Adamôs companions.  ñOh, itôs alright.  

Iôd rather have us all speak freely with each other than play games.  I get enough 

of those from the Council of Elders and Hiss.  Yes, He-Man, if the treaty were 

broken, my people would become as poor as much of the rest of the world.  This 

deal with Hiss goes against my own desires, more than you can know, but as a 

leader I have to look beyond my personal feelings.  I must take care of my people; 
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keep them fed; keep them protected.  The money we get from trade with the Snake 

Men helps us prosper.ò 

ñAt the sacrifice of your neighbors?ò Adam asked.  ñYour integrity?ò 

Without pause, Powers answered.  ñYes, He-Man, of course.  I would do 

anything for my people.ò 

Adam wondered if that were true.  Even amongst all the riches that Adam 

had seen since arriving, much of the splendor of Zalesia had been within Powersôs 

own home, and upon his person.  However, Adam decided to keep any further 

comments to himself.  This was neither the time nor the place for debate.  Still, the 

fact that Zalesia prospered due to trade with the Snake Men turned Adamôs 

stomach.  The Snake Men were slavers, torturers.  How Grayskull approved, he did 

not understand.  According to legend, heôd once been a slave himself.  Adam now 

wondered whether or not that story was even true.  Heôd found that the man himself 

was quite different than what the legends had taught him in his youth.  Perhaps he 

could chalk DôVannôs ignoring the inappropriateness of trade with Hiss up to the fact 

that Grayskull knew Powers so well.  He obviously trusted the man.  Then again, 

Adam knew from experience that not all snakes have scales. 

ñForgive He-Man, Nikolas.  He doesnôt understand the situation and is 

unfamiliar with the Council,ò Grayskull said in an attempt to relieve the tension in 

the room.  ñI would of course never ask you to betray your treaty, as foul as we all 

agree that it is.  I would simply ask that you arm us for our quest, which would be 

unknown to you of course.  My companionsô weapons were lost during their 

journey.ò 

Nikolas gazed intently upon Adam and his sister, eyes narrowed.  ñA journey 

from where, I wonder, or perhaps when?ò  Adam was startled as the man was 

surprisingly close to the truth.  He knew Powers was a sorcerer.  It was possible 

that he could somehow sense that they were from the future.  ñItôs strange that they 

would not understand the treaty and seem to have never have even heard of the 

Council of Elders,ò Nikolas continued.  ñWhat manner of journey did these siblings 

take?ò  He paused only momentarily before the intense look upon his face suddenly 

broke into a smile once more.  ñNo matter, they are your friends and you and I go 

back many years.ò  He turned to Grayskull once again.  ñI will do what I can.  I 

cannot go against Hiss openly, but gifting weapons and armor to an old friend and 

his comrades does not go against the treaty, at least not directly.ò 

ñWe are in your debt, Nikolas,ò Adora offered.  ñThank you.ò 
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Nikolas smiled once more, but the warmth was gone.  ñOf course, and as is 

the case any time I secretly help you go against Hiss,ò he paused, seemingly 

amused at his own joke, ñdonôt mention it.ò 

  



79 

4. 

THE ARMORY 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Adam remained silent as he, Adora and their ancestor DôVann Grayskull 

were led by Nikolas Powers, the leader of Zalesia, to his treasure chamber hidden 

deep below the city.  Unlike his companions, Adam had been here before, in his 

time, years earlier.  At that time, he had been led here by Evelyn Powers, Nikolasôs 

daughter.  He found the similarity of the two situations disconcerting, but he knew 

that the Goddess must have a plan and that he just needed to trust in it.  As they 

walked, Nikolas, now free of any potential eavesdropping, told them stories of how 

he occasionally funded a small band of rebels and their raids against Hissôs Snake 

Men, despite the treaty that he was bound to.  The key was that he had to make 

absolutely sure that he could never be identified as the rebelsô benefactor.  The 

more Powers spoke, the more Adam began to believe him.  Perhaps, much like 

Adamôs former enemy Evelyn, her father also had goodness in his heart.  It was 

possible that Adam had been wrong to judge him so prematurely.  He wagered that 

his memories of the evils that Evelyn had committed as Evil-Lyn had caused him to 

distrust her father in much the same way that he had distrusted her for so long, 

even after she helped him find his father.  Adamôs coming to trust her had been a 

lengthy process and he was beginning to feel that maybe he should give her father 

the benefit of the doubt that heôd refused to give her for so long. 
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ñWeôre here,ò Powers announced as they reached the massive entrance to 

the treasure room. 

ñImpressive door,ò Grayskull said with a slight laugh. 

ñItôs meant to be,ò Powers replied with a smile.  He spoke an incantation in 

the old tongue, causing Adam to wonder absentmindedly if it was still called ñthe 

old tongueò in this time period, and the door opened with a loud creak.  ñIt was the 

intention of my ancestors to instill awe in the privileged few who would visit this 

place.ò 

ñWell, it worked,ò Adora replied and Adam knew from the sound of her voice 

that she meant it. 

The group walked into the treasure room together, the size of it still surprising 

to Adam, even though heôd been there before.  The walls were lined with many of 

the same familiar staffs and weapons of magical origin as before, the floor still 

littered with enchanted coins and jewels.  Judging from the look of the pedestals 

that rose from the floor, each holding its own distinct artifact, it seemed that little 

about this room would change between now and when Adam would set foot in it 

once again, centuries later.  Looking around the room for one pedestal in particular, 

Adam caught sight of the Spell Stone which, upon his future visit, Evelyn would give 

to him and join it with the Sword of Power, transforming it into Adoraôs Sword of 

Protection.  This wizard named Ro; or He-Ro, depending on the translation; 

whoever he was, heôd obviously already been here, contrary to the stories Adam 

had read as a child, which had spoken of Ro and Grayskull as contemporary 

figures.  What was the truth?  The only constant to the various legends regarding 

Ro was that heôd come from another world, stranded here after his ship crashed.  

After that, things got muddy.  Adam wondered if heôd ever know Roôs entire story. 

ñI already have several things in mind for your journey,ò Nikolas told them.  

ñThere are weapons and armors designed specifically to combat the Snake Men, 

and also to strengthen you.  Each should help you achieve victory.ò  Nodding toward 

the rear of the room, he motioned for them to follow him.  ñMuch of Zalesiaôs artifacts 

are kept here in the main room, but the armory is this way.  While no one has ever 

successfully raided this vault in its long history, the ancients thought it better to keep 

the more powerful of its treasures separate.ò 

ñConsidering the sheer number of items stored within the main vault, Iôm sure 

most wouldnôt even consider the possibility of there being a second one,ò Adora 

remarked. 
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ñThat was indeed part of the idea,ò Nikolas replied.  ñWhile each of these 

items is powerful in its own right, many of them amount to nothing more than flashy 

baubles compared to what is hidden.  However, óflashyô is what thieves would likely 

search out first.  That being said, the items Iôm about to give you are most 

impressive, have no doubt of that.ò  Using an old-fashioned electronic key, Nikolas 

unlocked a hidden door and held it open while the three warriors entered. 

ñItôs surprisingly cold in here,ò Adam said. 

ñYes,ò Nikolas replied.  ñWeôre not sure of the cause, but I feel itôs an 

unnatural one.  Magic can be strange sometimes.ò  Not elaborating any further, 

Nikolas lead them to the rear of the room where several unique sets of armors were 

stored on metal armatures.  Two were incredibly modern looking, and comprised of 

sleek black armor and material.  The remaining two were more traditional, and those 

are the ones Powers approached.  One appeared to be forged from a pearlescent 

silver metal.  Adam wasnôt sure of exactly what kind of metal it was, but it seemed 

magical in its very nature.  The other was a heavy armor plate with a red harness 

over it.  The harness itself wasnôt too unlike the armor Adam had once worn as He-

Man, but rather than the cross-like crest of Grayskull, this one bore an engraving of 

Zoarôs ñHò like sigil. 

ñThere are three armors here that I feel will suit your purpose.ò  He 

approached the large silver set to their left.  ñThis one is for DôVann, not only due to 

its size, but its armaments, including a pincer that retracts into the right gauntlet, 

useful for capturing one of the Snake Men long enough to deal a devastating blow.ò  

The armor was ornate, with King Hissôs royal crest, albeit crossed out, an apparent 

symbol of Zalesiaôs secret rebellion.  Oddly though, the three companions noticed 

in turn that the left thigh, arm and pectoral area remained uncovered.  Following 

their line of thought, Nikolas continued, ñAn odd choice, I know.  It appears to be 

unfinished, but the armor is restrictive to movement and itôs imperative that the 

striking arm and left leg each remain unhindered.  Hissôs warriors are fast, and you 

canôt afford to be too slow.ò 

ñThen itôs a good thing Iôm left-handed,ò Grayskull replied with an uncertain 

half-smile. 

ñWhich is why I thought it would suit you,ò Nikolas said.  ñDo not fear, DôVann, 

Snake Men tend to go for the neck anyway, and the armored pauldron on the right 

side should be more than enough to protect you in that event.ò 

 ñGood to know,ò Grayskull said. 
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 Powers approached the red harness next.  ñThis is the armored harness of 

a Zoarian warrior.  I thought youôd find this one to be of interest, He-Man.  I know a 

Zoar follower when I see one, although they are nearly extinct these days.  Youôre 

in good company with DôVann here.ò  He gestured to his old friend as he spoke. 

 ñIndeed, I am,ò Adam agreed.  ñDoes this harness have a special perk, as 

well?ò 

 ñOf course,ò Nikolas replied.  ñWithout one, it would only be here as a novelty.  

It is said that the most devout Zoar followers could draw upon the eternal fires of 

the Star Seed itself and use it to deliver thunderous blows.ò  He shrugged lightly.  

ñTo be honest, that could all be hogwash, as no one knows if the Star Seed actually 

exists, but it does have great power and it will certainly protect you more than those 

rags will.ò 

 ñIôm sure it will do nicely,ò Adam said, a little jealous of Grayskullôs much 

more protective armor, considering that Adam didnôt have the benefit of being able 

to transform into He-Man anymore, at least not yet.  If all went according to plan, 

he would soon be able to take on that mantle again.  But in his experience, things 

seldom went according to plan. 

 ñAnd for me?ò Adora asked.  ñDo I get one of these nice black ones?ò 

 ñNo, no,ò Nikolas replied with a smile.  ñThese ancient Havokian armors are 

indeed impressive and protective, but both pale in comparison to what I have in 

mind for you.  For you, My Lady, I have another Zoarian armor, once used by her 

warrior priestesses, it will hide you from prying eyes if you so desire.  It is a light in 

the darkness, blinding to the minions of evil when you tap into its true power.ò 

 Adora glanced about the room, but saw no other armor.  ñAm I missing 

something?ò she asked.  ñI see no other armors save for these two.ò  She indicated 

the ones Nikolas had identified as Havokian. 

 Nikolas grinned.  ñAnd that it what makes your new armor quite remarkable.ò  

He whispered a short incantation and, without warning, the three warriors had to 

shield their eyes from a bright light that emanated from beside Adamôs new armor.  

As their vision came back, they suddenly saw another armor before them, its 

brilliant white and gold continuing to shine brightly before subsiding into a very 

ceremonial looking gown with armored accents.  A gem rested at the center of the 

gownôs chest, ornately decorative armor spiraling outward from it.  A flowing cape 

hung behind the ensemble, clasped at the shoulders and appearing to glint with 

magical light. 
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 Adora attempted a smile.  ñAs beautiful as it is, it resembles more of a formal 

dress than armor, Nikolas.  Iôm not quite sure that it suits me.  Are you sure I 

shouldnôt take one of the Havokian ones?ò 

 Nikolas smiled knowingly.  ñDonôt let its appearance fool you.  The material 

of this Zoarian gown is comprised of nearly impenetrable mesh that is said to have 

been made from a shard of the Star Seed itself.  It is the Starburst armor of a warrior 

priestess, the likes of which none in this age have seen.ò  He reached out and felt 

the fabrics of the Starburst armor in his hand.  ñThis flexible armor can bend light, 

effectively granting you invisibility for a time and, with the cape spread wide, that 

same light can temporarily blind and incapacitate your enemies.  It may appear to 

be a óformal dress,ô as you put it, but it is, most assuredly, the most powerful armor 

of the three that I am gifting to you.ò 

 ñMy apologies,ò Adora replied.  ñI meant no offense.ò 

 ñNone taken.  Its beauty is indeed deceptive, belying the true power hidden 

within, but I promise that it will suit you.ò  Powers turned and approached an ornate 

cabinet in the back of the hidden room.  Pulling it open, he revealed its contents, 

consisting of a collection of armaments.  ñAnd now,ò he continued, ñfor your 

weapons.ò  Reaching into the cabinet, he pulled out a large, twin-bladed battle axe 

and handed it to Grayskull, who took it in his left hand and hefted it, testing its weight 

as he swung it lightly from left to right and back again.  ñThis axe comes from an 

ancient settlement that was once located amidst the Mountains of Perpetua,ò 

Powers began.  ñIt will never chip or break, and will remain diamond sharp for all of 

its days.  If only the people who forged it had been so resilient.  The art of its crafting 

died with them long ago.ò 

 Grayskull smiled.  ñA fine gift, my friend.  I thank you.ò 

 Powers nodded.  ñMy only wish is that it serves you well.ò  Reaching into the 

cabinet for a second time, Powers removed a long red staff, engraved to resemble 

a serpent.   ñAnd this, my dear She-Ra, is the Staff of Ka.  It once belonged to The 

Unnamed One, who led the Snake Men long ago, before they turned to evil 

following King Hissôs uprising.  The irony of the snake staff is that it is most effective 

against them and like DôVannôs axe, it will never break.ò 

 ñIôm used to using a sword,ò Adora began, ñbut Iôm also well-trained in the 

use of a staff.ò  She thanked him as she took the weapon.  She knew it was a great 

honor to wield it.  Seeing a small button along its shaft, she pressed it, collapsing 

the staff to about a foot in length, perfect for wearing attached to oneôs belt.  Another 

press, and it sprung back out to its full length. 
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 ñAnd for you He-Man, I have something truly special.ò  Once more, Nikolas 

reached into the cabinet, this time removing what was unmistakably a sword due to 

its shape, but it was masked by a red cloak that had been wrapped around it.  

Removing its covering, Powers revealed the sword to be an exact replica of the 

Sword of Power, though it was an almost translucent blue and filled with shimmering 

points of light.  Appearing as if it were made of glass, it resembled the night sky in 

weapon form.  It was truly a beautiful thing.  ñI present to you the Sword of Ro,ò 

Nikolas said, ñor as I have come to call it, the Star Sword.ò 

 Its resemblance to the half of the Sword of Power that Adam once wielded 

was uncanny.  This sword was surely the inspiration Grayskull would go by when it 

came time for him to forge the Sword of Power an unknown amount of time in the 

future.  Looking to his ancestor and the expression of pure awe that crossed the 

manôs face, all doubt regarding that fact faded.  This weapon must have indeed 

been inspiring to him. Adam himself couldnôt help but stop and simply experience 

the amazing moment of the sword being placed in his hand for the first time.  Yet 

again, a member of the Powers family was gifting him an artifact of the wizard called 

Ro, and once more, he could feel the power that coursed through it, just as he once 

had the Sword of Light and later, the Sword of Protection.  Something told him that 

this sword was a part of his destiny.  From the look on her face, Adora sensed it too 

and gave him a broad smile. 

 ñThe Star Swordôs power is untold, unpredictable, and changes with each 

bearer.ò  Powers paused, a wry grin crossing his face.  ñI thought it suited you.ò 

 ñYou have no idea,ò Adam said.  ñThank you.ò 

 ñThank you, my friends,ò Powers replied, ñfor fighting the fight that I cannot.  

I will give you each the privacy to don your new armors, but then I must send you 

on your way.  Hiss has eyes everywhere and I fear that Iôve been away from the 

city for too long already.  My absence is bound to be noticed soon.  As full of 

splendor as it may be, Zalesia is in many ways a prison for me.ò  Adam knew more 

than anyone here how true that statement was for once Powers became The 

Faceless One, the city truly would become a literal prison for him, for more than a 

thousand years.  Powers and the men then stepped out, leaving Adora to change 

in the hidden armory.  Adam and Grayskull followed suit shortly after.  When they 

had finished and thereafter exited the treasury, each of them stood in turn, adorned 

in their new and mystical armors, enchanted weapons in hand.  Powers looked 

upon the three of them in awe, the warriors now standing outside the giant door.  

ñYou three truly are a sight to behold.  Go, embark on your quest, and may Zoar 

and Havok both be with you.ò 
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 Grayskull grabbed his friend and embraced him.  ñThank you once again, 

Nikolas.  May Zalesia live forevermore in beauty.ò 

 Grayskullôs words gave Adam a cold chill, but he knew that he could say 

nothing, lest he dangerously change the course of history.  Without warning, a 

feeling of dread came over him as he turned to find that Adora was missing.  What 

sorcery was this?  Had they been followed?  ñWhereôs my sister?ò he asked as 

calmly as he could manage, feeling a bead of sweat forming upon his brow.  Shortly 

after speaking the words, he felt a playful slap against the back of his head.  

Turning, he saw Adora step out from what looked like a small tear in space itself, 

accompanied by a quick flash of light as she became visible once more. 

 ñYou worry about me too much,ò she said with a grin.  ñI was just testing to 

see if I could get it to work.ò  Nodding to Grayskull and Powers, who appeared quite 

amused, she began retracing their steps back to the city before stopping and 

looking back at Adam.  ñWell?  Letôs go.ò 

 Despite the pang of worry he still felt, Adam couldnôt help but smile back at 

her. 
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THE ORACLE 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 Adam, Adora and Grayskull had said their goodbyes to Nikolas and the city 

of Zalesia nearly a day ago.  They currently found themselves surrounded by the 

dense forests that lead to the Mountains of Gnarl.  Grayskull had told them as they 

left Zalesia that they had to make one more stop to see someone known as ñThe 

Oracle.ò  The trip to the location of the fountain of life, or at least where it had once 

been, was very dangerous, and Grayskull wanted to inquire about their journey 

before they traveled too far into the densest part of Snake Man territory.  Adam had 

doubts regarding the wisdom of making another stop.  Despite Adoraôs assurances 

that they had the luxury of stopping due to their being in the past, he was 

uncomfortable with the thought of possibly stopping one too many times and 

arriving back in their own time period a heartbeat too late.  Both he and his sister 

hoped that they would return to the same moment that theyôd left, but he didnôt want 

to leave anything to chance.  Taking a deep breath, the king forcibly calmed himself, 

or at least tried to.  Bringing his mind back to his surroundings, Adam couldnôt help 

but notice that it had gotten dark rather suddenly.  Was there a storm coming?  It 

couldnôt be night already. 
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 ñThere it is,ò Grayskull said, breaking the silence.  ñI had forgotten just how 

far it was.ò  The man pointed to the sky, and to the floating fortress that hovered 

high above the trees, blocking the sun.  That explained the darkness.  From the 

fortress, a long spiral ramp led all the way to the ground.  Grayskull led them to a 

small clearing and, within it, an archway at the base of the ramp itself.  At first 

glance, the ramp appeared far too slick and steep for one to climb, but as Grayskull 

approached it, it magically transformed into stairs.  Many, many stairs.  Following 

the spiraling staircase with his eyes, Adam had no doubt that there were hundreds 

of steps to climb on the way to the top, maybe more than a thousand.  ñAh, good,ò 

DôVann said.  ñWe are welcome.ò  He turned to Adam and his sister.  ñI hope youôre 

not tired of walking,ò he said with a laugh as he began climbing. 

 Adam groaned.  ñóItôll be fun,ô you said.  óWeôll bond,ô you said.ò 

 ñCômon, old man,ò Adora replied with a laugh.  ñHe hasnôt led us astray yet.ò  

She began making her way up the steps behind Grayskull and, with a slight sigh, 

Adam followed. 

 ñYeah, but heôs got the power that Zoar gave him, and you,ò he paused, ñwell, 

youôre younger than me,ò he finished with a slight laugh. 

 ñJust try to keep up,ò Adora replied, ñand donôt break a hip.ò 

 Adam shook his head as they made their way.  ñVery funny,ò he said, 

unsuccessfully fighting the grin that spread across his face.  ñIôm not that much 

older.ò 

 The journey to the top of the staircase took longer than Adam wanted to think 

about and by the time they reached its apex, his legs burned and he had to 

constantly remind himself not to look down, lest he be overcome with feelings of 

vertigo. He was thankful to finally step off the staircase and onto what felt, despite 

their height and the fact that the fortress was hovering magically, to be stable 

ground.  The fortress itself was fairly small, about the size of a common house, and 

surprisingly open to the elements.  It consisted of a large circular platform and a 

roof to match, with great marble columns that ran around the circumference of the 

fortress connecting the two.  In the center was a throne, if you could call it that for 

Adam found it to be surprisingly modest, and seated upon it was an old man.  The 

Oracle was bent forward, as if his spine had begun to twist with age.  The blue hue 

of the manôs skin gave Adam reason to suspect that the Oracle was a Gar, but there 

was no way to know for sure as a great black and silver cloak surrounded the man, 

its hood drawn up over his head, hiding most of his features from view.  The rest 

were masked by a long white beard, with the exception of his eyes which were alert 
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and vibrant and, to Adamôs surprise, fixated on him specifically.  After a long 

moment, the manôs eyes moved to Adamôs sister and Grayskull. 

 ñGreetings, He-Man and She-Ra.  I was wondering when I would be able to 

lay my eyes upon the Twins of Power.ò  The man eyed Adoraôs Staff of Ka curiously, 

but said nothing. 

 ñTwins of what?ò Grayskull asked. 

 The Oracle brushed the question away with a sweep of his withered hand 

and a light laugh, looking away from the staff as he did so.  ñOh, I havenôt written 

that prophecy down yet, have I?  I keep forgetting.  One of these days I will, Iôm 

sure.  In fact, I must.ò  The man fidgeted slightly in his chair, as if trying to find a 

sense of comfort that his body and his age no longer provided.  ñI know much of the 

twinsô time.  Iôve had many visions.  Their loved ones are in danger, and yet they 

are here.  Why?ò 

 ñDonôt you know?ò Adora asked. 

 The Oracle laughed, the sound of it dry and raspy, leading to a slight cough 

that caused him to clutch his chest in pain.  After a moment of discomfort, he 

continued, ñI know many things about the future, but the present sometimes eludes 

me.ò 

 ñAre you ill?ò Adam asked, genuinely concerned for the old manôs well-being. 

 ñNo,ò the Oracle replied.  ñJust very old.ò 

 ñHow old?ò Adora inquired. 

 The Oracle scoffed. ñI stopped counting around my third century.  Or was it 

the fourth?  Regardless, I hardly saw the point anymore.  Once, I thought I would 

live forever, but Iôve learned over time that I simply age very slowly.ò  The elderly 

man sat as upright as he could manage.  ñItôs not often that I welcome others into 

my home, largely because, having known a considerable number of people in my 

years who have come and gone, I have no great attachment to them.  Understand: 

I am not long for this world and my patience thins very quickly these days.  I asked 

you before, why are you here?ò 

 ñForgive us, Oracle.  We seek the Font of Life,ò Grayskull said.  ñI know of its 

location, but I wanted to inquire about our task.  Is it possible to reach it safely?ò 

 ñThe Font of Life?ò the Oracle asked.  ñA tall feat.ò 

 ñYes,ò Grayskull acknowledged. 
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ñTo give He-Man back his power?  And presumably She-Ra, too?ò 

ñYes,ò Adam answered. 

The Oracle laughed again, this time longer and more animatedly than before.  

When the laughter slowly ceased, he spoke once more.  ñIôm sorry.  My life has 

been long and,ò he paused, ñinteresting.  Even still, I occasionally find myself 

surprised at the situations in which the gods place me.  Their humor is unique, to 

say the least.ò 

ñCan you tell us anything about our journey?ò Adam asked. 

The Oracle nodded.  ñYou will succeed in gaining your power, but there will 

be hardships along the way, as Iôm sure you suspect.  More than that, your journey 

leads to a different end entirely.  The font is simply a stop along the way toward 

your true destination.ò 

ñWhat do you mean?ò Grayskull asked. 

ñIôm afraid that if I told you that, it could alter your course,ò the old man 

answered.  ñIf thereôs anything that Iôve learned as The Oracle, itôs that some things 

must remain a mystery.ò  After a short pause, he spoke again, ñknow this, however: 

the hardships I speak of are no simple matter.  An entire kingdom of serpents stands 

against you and they would rather devour you whole then allow you to win.ò 

ñThen they shall fall before us,ò Grayskull replied boldly. 

The Oracleôs smile remained hidden from his guests within his thick beard.  

ñYes, of course.ò  Standing for the first time, the ancient manôs height barely reached 

their chests, primarily due to his stooped posture.  He reached into his robe and 

withdrew a pink crystal amulet which hung from a silver chain.  ñShe-Ra, come 

forward, my dear,ò he said.  As she did so, he handed her the amulet.  ñKeep this 

close to your heart.  You will need it.ò 

ñWhat is it for?ò she asked. 

ñWhen the time comes, it will show you the way,ò he answered.   

ñThank you,ò she said, still not fully understanding his meaning, but grateful 

for the gift, nonetheless. 

The Oracle nodded briskly, making a shooing motion as he did so.  ñYes, 

yes.  Now go, all of you.  I must rest.ò 

ñYou have no gifts for the two of us?ò Grayskull asked. 
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ñNo,ò the man said simply.  ñHer, I like, though I wish you well on your journey 

nonetheless.ò 

ñVery well,ò Grayskull replied.  ñWeôll be on our way.  Thank you for your 

hospitality.ò 

Adam couldnôt help but wonder whether his ancestor was being sarcastic or 

not.  Before he could complete the thought, there was a flash of light and the three 

companions found themselves back at the gateway arch on the ground, the stairs 

once more a slick, smooth surface.  ñAt least we donôt have to climb back down,ò 

he said. 

ñIôm sorry,ò Grayskull began, ñIôm afraid that this visit was a waste of our 

time.ò 

ñIôm not so sure,ò Adora said as she wrapped the amuletôs chain around her 

neck and secured its clasp. 

ñWhat do you mean?ò Adam asked. 

Adora shrugged.  ñI donôt know.  There was just something about him.ò  She 

held the amulet in her hand, tracing its lines with her fingertips.  ñIôm not sure what 

this amulet is for, but I feel that weôll be glad to have it before the end of our journey.ò  

Letting it hang from her neck, she glanced back up toward Grayskull.  ñWhere to 

now?ò 

Grayskull pointed in a southeastern direction.  ñThere, to the mountains of 

Gnarl.  Hiss constructed the Temple of Serpos over the fountain to keep its power 

out of his enemiesô hands, but Iôm betting on his not knowing of the secret cave 

system I used to find it as a lad.  The caves lead from the mountains almost directly 

to the fountain. They were there before the temple and if weôre lucky, they are still 

intact now.ò 

ñWe can expect that Hiss wonôt be pleased with our breaking into his temple,ò 

Adam said. 

ñAye,ò Grayskull agreed.  ñWhich is why we will sneak in at night and try to 

grant you both your power before the army of serpents are upon us.ò 

ñSounds like a plan, or at least the start of one,ò Adora said. 

ñThere is more,ò Grayskull replied.  ñNo human has seen the inside of the 

Temple of Serpos, save those Hiss has enslaved or brought there to dine on.  Still, 

legends say that there is no entrance at the templeôs base; that the foul serpents 

slither their way to its apex and enter there.  We must do the same.ò 
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ñClimb?ò Adam asked. 

ñSomehow, some way, yes,ò Grayskull said.  ñBut for now, we must make 

camp.  Night will be upon us soon and we donôt want to enter the Mountains of 

Gnarl under the light of the moon, save we never leave them.  We will continue in 

the morning.ò 
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6. 

THE MOUNTAINS OF GNARL 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 The following morning, the three companions made their way to the jungle 

mountains, reaching them in the early afternoon.  Theyôd arrived at the edge of the 

tree line several hours earlier.  Neither Adam nor Adora had further inquired about 

the dangers of the mountains at night, but this was Grayskullôs world and if even he 

feared them, they knew better than to question his reasons.  Adora looked ahead 

to her brother Adam and her ancestor DôVann.  Both were men that she respected.  

Adam had looked every bit a king in his royal armor back home, but with this new 

set and harness he embodied a warrior.  It had been years since sheôd seen him, 

her war with Hordak had had to take priority over her family visitations, and in those 

years, she found that her brother had grown more and more like their father in 

appearance.  His long hair and beard were well groomed, but made him appear 

older than he truly was.  Adam had been good to her in the year sheôd spent living 

with him and his family in Eternos Palace and she wished she had been able to 

play a more significant role in her familyôs lives in the years since.  Now, a thousand 

years in the past, sheôd finally been given the opportunity to spend some time with 

him, dangerous mission or not. 
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 Glancing to DôVann Grayskull, she felt a sense of awe that surprised her.  

Adam was the one whoôd been raised with stories of this manôs legend, but where 

heôd originally found a sense of disappointment, sheôd found hope.  Grayskull had 

yet to prove himself to her as a warrior, but she had no doubt that the legends were 

true.  He could be a bit boisterous and loud, but he carried himself like a king 

already, joyful in the fact that Zoar had finally called upon him with a mission and, 

she suspected, happy to have some company.  She sensed that the man was lonely 

and wondered how long it would be before the Goddess would reenter his life as 

the beauteous Veena and steal away his heart. 

 The Eternian princess looked to the surrounding jungle mountains and 

admired their beauty while simultaneously respecting their danger, returning her 

thoughts to the present.  Although many of the jungleôs hunters were nocturnal, 

judging by Grayskullôs insisting they enter during the day, surely there were plenty 

of others that would be more than willing to hunt them during the daylight.  It would 

serve all of them to stay alert.  ñIs it much further to the caveôs entrance?ò she asked. 

 Grayskull nodded, simultaneously wiping the sweat from his brow and the 

long hair from his eyes.  The jungle was hot and wet; the perfect place for the Snake 

Men to call home.  The three warriorsô armor was cumbersome in this climate.  Only 

Adora was somewhat comfortable in her flowing gown, though even it was sticking 

to her with sweat.  ñAye,ò he answered, ñbut just a bit further.  Iôll be glad to feel the 

coolness of the caves after this sweltering misery.ò 

 ñYou and me both,ò Adam said. 

 ñEven still,ò Grayskull replied, ñonce we reach the caves, there will still be 

some distance to cover.ò 

 ñIf itôs out of this humidity, I can deal with the distance,ò Adam said. 

 ñI am pleased that you remain in good spirits,ò Grayskull said, ñfor I fear that 

before morning they will be a distant memory.  Much danger awaits us at the 

temple.ò 

 ñBoth She-Ra and myself have seen our fair share of battles,ò Adam said.  

ñWeôll be ready when the time comes.ò 

 ñWe are already deep in the serpent kingôs territory,ò Grayskull replied, óbut I 

appreciate your spirit and optimism.  There is not much of it left in this world.ò  He 

clapped Adam on the back fondly.  ñI welcome it wherever I find it, my friend.ò 
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 Another ten minutes of walking brought them to a large, vine-covered stone 

outcropping.  Grayskull slowed and stood in front of it.  ñWhy are we stopping?ò 

Adora asked. 

 Their ancestor turned to them.  ñBecause we are here.  It remains much as 

I remember it, though a bit overgrown.ò  Drawing his battle axe, he knelt and 

chopped at the vines, low to the ground.  When heôd finished, he pulled the vines 

to the side, revealing the mouth of a hidden cave.  Letting go, the vines swung back 

down, covering the hole once more.  ñThese vines should keep the entrance hidden 

behind us.  They are a hardy breed and will reattach and heal within an hour of our 

entry.  It is unlikely that the snakes will find the entrance, even if they knew to look 

for it, which I doubt.ò 

 ñA good plan,ò Adam said. 

 Adora nodded.  He was right.  They would have enough of their enemies 

ahead of them at the temple.  It was a comfort to know that they wouldnôt additionally 

have any at their back.  ñShall we?ò  With those words, Grayskull once again parted 

the vines, allowing Adam and her to enter before he followed.  Letting the foliage 

swing closed behind him, the three found themselves in the near darkness before 

Grayskull lit a torch she suspected heôd known was nearby.  The fire from the torch 

lit up several different tunnels, each leading Goddess knows where. 

 ñThis way,ò Grayskull said calmly, indicating the left-most tunnel.  ñIt took me 

days to traverse the tunnels the first time, but back then I did not know the way.  

Even still, it will take hours to reach the end.  We must remain silent.  These tunnels 

are old and house creatures long forgotten.  It would be best not to draw their 

attention.ò 

 ñBut the torchðò Adora began. 

 ñWill not be seen by their blind eyes,ò Grayskull finished.  ñBut please, use 

care.  Though they cannot see, they have other ways of locating us.ò 

 ñThank you for guiding us,ò Adam said.  ñFor helping us.ò 

 Grayskull simply smiled.  ñI follow the will of Zoar, my friends, though I never 

suspected that it would lead me back here once more.ò  He made his way into the 

tunnel.  ñNow come, we will leave everything but our weapons here.  Some of the 

tunnels will be too narrow if we carry our packs with us.ò 

é 
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 Grayskull led them by torchlight through the system of tunnels carefully, but 

nonetheless as swiftly as he was able.  None of them had uttered a word since 

theyôd left the entrance in an effort to remain as silent as possible.  They had been 

making their way through the tunnels for the better part of a day when they reached 

a small stream and Grayskull indicated to Adora and her brother that they were 

nearing the end of their journey.  ñWe should be able to speak freely now,ò the large 

man said, ñthough once we leave through the cave ahead, we will once again need 

to exercise caution.ò 

 ñThen we should use this time to formulate a plan,ò Adam said. 

 ñAye,ò Grayskull agreed. 

 ñHave you thought of a way for us to scale the temple, if there truly is no 

entrance at its base?ò Adora asked. 

 ñThe pincer claw on this new armor of mine could perhaps be used as a 

means of repelling to the apex,ò he said.  ñIf that does not work, I will use the 

enhanced strength given to me by Zoar to climb the tower and will find something 

to lower down to you and pull you up.ò 

 ñDepending on what, or who, you find at the top, that might not be the best 

option,ò Adam reasoned.  ñI donôt like the idea of you going up alone, even with your 

strength.ò 

 ñWhich is why I hope that the armor will be of benefit,ò Grayskull replied.  

ñRegardless, we will find a way, but take heed, friends: King Hiss and his Snake 

Men are dangerous foes.  I know not of your home or of your enemies there, but do 

not underestimate the evil and duplicitous nature of the Snake Men.  Many horrors 

likely await us within the snake godôs temple and not all of those who would wish 

us harm will be as obvious to the eye as our serpentine adversaries.  Human slavery 

and sacrifice are expected from the snakes, but worse still are those humans who 

are loyal to the false god Serpos and serve his will.  They make enemies of their 

own kind and would do the same to you.  We must be wary of any human we come 

across as they may not be looking for saviors and will do everything in their power 

to give us away or lead us to our doom.  With no easy exit, the human slaves are 

said to walk the temple as freely as their masters, save for those deemed 

dangerous or otherwise special in the eyes of Hiss.ò 

 ñHow will we know the difference between the slaves and those there of their 

own free will?ò Adora asked. 
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 ñIt is likely that we will not be able to know, at least not by sight alone,ò 

Grayskull replied.  ñWhat I am trying to say is that as we traverse the templeôs 

passages, we must remain hidden from the sight of Snake Man and human alike.  

I can get you your power, but we do not have a hope of freeing the humans we 

come across,ò he paused, lost in thought for the briefest of moments before 

returning to the present, ñat least not yet.ò 

 ñBut it is a goal of yours?ò Adam asked, well aware of the fact that Grayskull 

would one day do just that, he just didnôt know when. 

 ñAye,ò the man replied, nodding.  ñOne day I will free every man, woman and 

child enslaved by Hiss, as I once was.  I owe that much to the world, at least.ò  After 

another moment, he continued.  ñWhere we will exit the cave ahead was once 

dense jungle.  I donôt know how much it has been changed since coming under 

Hissôs control.ò 

 ñOnly one way to find out,ò Adam ventured. 

 ñIndeed.  It is time.  Good luck,ò Grayskull said.  ñFor Zoar.ò 

 The twins replied in unison, ñFor Zoar.ò  With that, the three warriors made 

their way to the exit and peered out into a vast jungle valley surrounded by 

mountains.  Night had fallen, but at the dead center of the valley stood the Temple 

of Serpos, a towering monument to the god of the Snake Men, lit with fire bowls 

which hung from chains at various levels.  A wall surrounded the base of the temple, 

itself situated atop a manufactured mountain.  A massive sculpture of Serpos 

wrapped around the tower itself, the giant, three-headed serpent inspiring awe even 

to their eyes.  Either the stories of the shear wall were myths, or the sculpture was 

a new addition.  Regardless, the addition of the winding snake would be a boon to 

their mission, as it should help give them some purchase during their climb.  The 

smile on Grayskullôs face told them that he thought the same.  He motioned for them 

to follow him as he set off toward the temple. 

 The three companions made their way carefully through the jungle, aware of 

the fact that Snake Men could be all around them.  Adora was thankful for her 

armorôs cloaking abilities, but Grayskull and her brother did not share it and that 

worried her.  She thanked Zoar silently when they reached the edge of the jungle 

without incident.  Before them was a great wall surrounding the base of the 

mountain.  At the wallôs center, its entrance was guarded by two Snake Men.  One 

had red and green scales and fierce teeth.  The other was mostly green, but 

appeared to be a different subspecies than the first as it also had a long tail which 

swished back and forth rhythmically, anticipating, and perhaps even hoping for, 

some action.  It was doubtful that anyone had tried to enter the Temple in recent 
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memory, but the guards stood vigilantly nonetheless.  It was more likely that they 

were there to keep people in rather than out.  Once again, Grayskull motioned for 

them to follow him as he moved through the edge of the jungle to the left.  They 

circled around the mountain until they came upon its left side.  Glancing in either 

direction, making sure that no additional sentries could be seen, they made their 

way out into the open and proceeded to the wall. 

 Once theyôd reached it, DôVann used his great strength to hoist first Adora 

and then her brother to the top of the surrounding wall.  Using his armorôs pincer 

like a grapnel, Grayskull shot it to the wallôs peak and pulled himself up to join them.  

Turning to them, he whispered, ñFrom here we have to make our way up the stone 

serpent.  Keep your eyes open for guards walking the perimeter.  Itôs doubtful that 

the two at the entrance will be all weôll see on our journey to the templeôs apex.ò  

The wall itself was several feet thick and more than wide enough for the three of 

them to stay atop as they continued to circle the structure in search of a secure 

area to begin their ascent.  Once they had travelled nearly back around to the 

entrance, now on the right side of the mountain, Adam caught sight of the base of 

the Serpos sculptureôs tail.  It was low enough that with another Zoar-powered lift 

by Grayskull, they should be able to reach it.  Adam motioned toward it and 

Grayskull nodded his agreement, clasping his hands and bending his knees as he 

did so.  Adam stepped into the manôs hands and felt the air quickly rush by as he 

was sent airborne once more.  For a brief moment, he was afraid that heôd 

miscalculated the distance as the arc of his trajectory appeared to be falling short 

of his goal, but he reached with all his might and grabbed the tail with both hands 

in a rather violent landing before hoisting himself up and onto his belly.  A bead of 

sweat dripped and fell from his forehead as he realized how close heôd come to 

falling.  Looking back to Grayskull, the man shrugged in apology and sent Adora up 

next.  Adamôs sister flew over him and landed nimbly on her feet, the Staff of Ka 

clutched in her hand.  Grayskull himself then leapt and again used his armorôs 

pincer to pull himself up to join them once more. 

 ñIôm sorry, my friend,ò he whispered to Adam with an embarrassed 

expression, ñyour new armor is surprisingly heavy.ò 

 ñItôs fine,ò Adam replied.  ñItôs not the first close call Iôve had and it isnôt likely 

to be the last.ò 

 ñShhh,ò Adora hissed as she dropped to her belly.  Seeing the barred window 

to their immediate right, the men followed suit, dropping down just in time for a 

serpentine guard to walk past.  When they were sure that he hadnôt seen them, they 

stood up once again and continued upward, walking along the sculpted tail as it 

wound around the tower.  The window had been far too small for any of them to fit 
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through, but the last thing they wanted was to announce their presence before 

theyôd even made it to the top.  Doing so unseen was of the utmost importance for 

even once theyôd reached the templeôs apex, they would need to then descend all 

the way to its depths in their effort to find the font.  It would obviously be best to be 

able to do so in secret.  Continuing to make their way carefully along the sculpture, 

the three of them slowly ascended the tower with no further incidents.  The Goddess 

was with them, at least so far.  The three-headed sculptureôs middle head rose high 

above the temple itself and they agreed that it would be their best bet for getting 

inside. 

When they reached the top, Grayskull looked carefully for any sign of a guard 

before he shot his armorôs pincer into the sculpture near his feet and used the 

pincerôs grappling feature to lower himself down to the roof of the temple.  So far it 

had definitely been of use and he thanked his friend Nikolas profusely under his 

breath.  While the cable was still attached, Adora and her brother used it to climb 

down to join their ancestor before he retracted it back into its forearm sheath.  There 

wasnôt much to the top of the temple other than a balcony that overlooked the jungle 

below and a few more of the fire bowls that seemed to be the templeôs primary light 

source.  At the rear of the roof was a large double door that they had to assume led 

to the rest of the temple. 

 ñQuiet.  I thought I heard sssomething.ò  The voice startled them.  It had 

come from the other side of the door.  Adam and Grayskull quickly hid in the 

shadows.  Adora used her Starburst armor to bend the light and hide in plain sight.  

She hadnôt been sure it would work at night, but with so little time, she had no choice 

and was thankful for the light of the fire bowls that surrounded them.  The armor 

worked and she disappeared to the naked eye just as, with a loud creak, the door 

opened inward.  One of the serpentine guards exited the temple, spear at the ready.  

Seeing a Snake Man up close for the first time, Adora had to suppress a shudder.  

The terrifying creatureôs cold, reptilian eyes were fixated on her exact position, the 

vertical slits of its pupils dilating due to the light of the fire.  It turned as it heard the 

second sentry speak. 

 ñYouôre hearing thingsss,ò the other said as it followed the first.  ñNo one has 

gone passst us.ò 

 Adora watched as Adam and Grayskull did just that, slipping into the open 

door while the sentries were distracted and quickly hiding in the corners of the 

doorframe.  With a shrug, the second Snake Man turned along with his partner and 

began to walk back toward the door.  Quickly formulating a plan, Adora brushed her 

foot along the rooftop, making a loud scraping sound. 
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 ñI told you I heard sssomething,ò the first said, turning back toward her with 

a hiss.  Continuing to use her cloak to hide her, Adora slipped past the guards and 

joined her companions within the entrance.  With a whispered, ñCômon!ò she caught 

Adam and Grayskullôs attention and the three of them made their way quickly down 

the hall and turned the corner before the sentries could turn back around and see 

them. 

 Glancing at the area all around her in order to make sure that they were 

alone, Adora uncloaked and whispered, ñThat was too close.  Letôs go.ò  She and 

Grayskull began to move carefully down the hallway, but Adam was frozen still, his 

eyes wildly taking in his surroundings.  ñWhat is it?ò she whispered. 

 ñI know this place,ò he whispered back. 

 ñWhat?ò 

 ñI know this place,ò he repeated.  ñThis is Snake Mountain, or I mean it will 

be.ò 

 ñSnake Mountain?ò she asked.  ñSkeletorôs lair?ò 

 ñYes, although itôs obviously an earlier version of it.ò 

 Grayskull pointed to the floor beneath them.  ñDo you mean to say that you 

know the way?ò 

 ñBetter,ò Adam said with a smile.  ñI know a secret way.  It was closed off in 

our time, we once tried to use it to infiltrate the mountain, but our enemy Skeletor 

had already sealed it.  In this time period, however, it should be brand new and 

functioning.ò 

 ñExcellent,ò Grayskull said.  ñLead the way, then.ò 

 His grin still in place, Adam led them down the hall to a statue of King Hiss 

holding a wicked looking snake staff, as dissimilar to the Staff of Ka as a Snake 

Man was to a human.  The staff in the sculpture was simple, with a circular ball at 

its apex, however a large serpent circled the staff, its head at the top.  ñThis statue 

was mostly destroyed in our time, probably by Skeletor, but,ò he paused, feeling 

around the surface of the statue with his hands, looking for seams while his sister 

and Grayskull kept an eye out for more guards.  Seeing a fine vertical line on the 

statueôs right shoulder, Adam pulled down gently on the hand that held the staff and 

felt a slight click.  A moment later, the wall panel behind the statue slid to the left, 

opening a hidden passageway.  ñGot it,ò he said. 
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 ñExcellent work, my friend!ò Grayskull exclaimed quietly, as they were still 

trying to be as silent as possible.  Adora gave Adam a quick embrace and the three 

of them entered the tunnel.  With a click of a button on the other side of the wall, 

the hidden panel slid closed behind them, bathing them in darkness. 
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 Adora, Adam and Grayskull made their way through the hidden tunnel 

slowly.  The passage was incredibly narrow and forced them to walk single-file.  

With a flick of her wrist, Adora used the cape of her new Starburst armor to shine a 

light on the path ahead, taking point in this unexpected part of their journey.  The 

three of them couldnôt believe their luck in finding this secret tunnel as it would allow 

them, hopefully, to avoid any more close calls with the Snake Men that called the 

Temple of Serpos home.  Having had to enter the temple at its apex, they knew that 

they now needed to descend to the very bottom to find the Font of Life, which Adam 

hoped would restore his connection to the power Zoar had gifted his bloodline.  

Adora could become She-Ra at will with the Sword of Protection, but she was 

stranded here in the past without it and hoped that the font would also benefit her.  

The tunnel they were in formed a winding, circular pattern, bringing them lower and 

lower, the pitch of its descent almost enough to make them lose their footing.  Every 

hundred paces or so, the three companions would reach a sharp turn and make 

their way in the opposite direction until they came upon the next turn.  ñDo you have 

any idea what the font will look like when we reach it?ò Adora asked Grayskull. 
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 ñItôs hard to say.  I know what it looked like nearly a decade ago, but this 

entire temple has been built over it since then.ò 

 ñDo you think Hiss knows about its power?ò Adam asked. 

ñIt has long been foretold to have mystical properties.  It would be no surprise 

to me if Hiss knew of it,ò Grayskull answered.  ñIn fact, I would say that this temple 

is proof of that knowledge.ò 

ñDo you think he would seal it off to prevent anyone else from using it?ò Adam 

asked. 

 ñAye, but knowing Hiss, he would have first made every effort to use it 

himself and he has not yet been able to do so.ò 

 ñHow do you know?ò Adora asked. 

 ñIf Hiss had the power, he would have expanded his empire over all the world 

by now,ò he said.  ñNo, I donôt think heôs been able use the font, and his building 

this tribute to Serpos above it likely doubles as an effort to keep it secret.ò 

 ñTo help keep himself in power,ò Adam said.  ñThe last thing heôd want is for 

yet another human to gain Zoarôs strength and become a threat to him.ò 

 Grayskull nodded solemnly before stopping.  ñI have not wanted to say it 

aloud, friends, for I know that this is your mission, but I fear that the font will only 

work when Zoar herself is there to bless it, as she was with me.  If we do not see 

her, Iôm afraid that your journey here, with all its dangers, will have been for nothing.ò 

 Adam clapped his ancestorôs shoulder comfortingly.  ñI have faith that Zoar 

wouldnôt send us here if she didnôt plan on being there somehow, DôVann.ò 

 ñI know,ò he replied, ñand I apologize for doubting, but it has been many years 

since Iôve seen her in any form.ò 

 ñThat you know of,ò Adora said. 

 ñWhat do you mean?ò Grayskull asked. 

 ñI have a feeling that Zoar has been watching over you more than you might 

think,ò she said with a smile. 

 ñThen she must surely be ashamed, having given her gift to a man as lost 

as myself,ò Grayskull replied solemnly. 
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 ñI donôt think she does anything with regret,ò Adora said.  ñBesides, maybe 

thatôs why she sent us.  You are her champion, after all.ò 

 An undefinable look came over the future kingôs face at her words.  He had 

no idea of his role in Zoarôs plans, but he would learn soon enough.  ñSo I am,ò he 

said quietly. 

 The three of them walked in silence after that until it came time for Adora to 

tell them that theyôd arrived at the end of the tunnel.  ñWeôre here,ò she said, her 

hand placed upon the cold stone wall in front of her.  The tunnel came to an abrupt 

stop there, leading to what appeared to be a blank wall with no opening.  With a 

little searching, Adora found a button disguised as a stone on the left wall.  Pressing 

it, a hidden panel slid open to reveal a room lit by torchlight.  Chained to the far wall 

was a lone female figure.  Barefoot and dressed in rags, the womanôs face was 

hidden by a burlap sack that had been placed over her head.  ñWell, thatôs not what 

I expected,ò Adora whispered.  The three of them pushed carefully into the room, 

glancing around in all directions for any sign of Hissôs guards.  The room was 

sparse, holding only the prisoner.  The wall to their right had a metal door in its 

center, most likely leading to the rest of the temple. 

The panel at their rear slid closed and the three of them found themselves 

alone with the unidentified woman, whose covered head lifted at the sound of 

Adoraôs voice and the closing panel.  ñIs someone there?ò the prisoner asked, her 

voice soft and quiet. 

ñWe are here, friend,ò Grayskull said, stepping forward to gently remove the 

womanôs hood, revealing her shaved head and sparkling blue eyes.  There was a 

depth to them that was undeniable even in the poor lighting of the room, as if they 

held the universe within them.  It was a long moment before she and Grayskull 

broke eye contact.  ñWe must free her,ò Grayskull said, turning to Adam and Adora. 

ñWhat about what you said before?ò Adam asked.  He looked to his sister 

and he knew that she recognized the woman instantly, much as he had.  It was 

Zoar, clothed in the same humanoid form named Veena that theyôd first met her in, 

with two notable exceptions: her youth, and the fact that her wings were missing.  

Here, Veena appeared wholly human.  Adam was only asking the question because 

he didnôt want to let on to Grayskull that they knew her. 

ñIf sheôs hidden this deep in Hissôs lair, and more importantly chained, she 

surely is prized to him, but not as a supporter.  I cannot bring myself to leave her 

here, despite my earlier words.ò 



104 

ñI agree, of course,ò Adam replied, stepping forward to help Grayskull free 

her.  Adam held her up, his arms around her waist as Grayskull used his 

tremendous strength to shatter her shackles, careful not to harm her while he did 

so. 

ñI told you weôd meet again,ò Veena whispered into Adamôs ear, where he 

alone could hear.  Once she was free, she spoke once more, but this time loud 

enough for all three of them to hear her.  ñThank you.ò 

ñWould you do me the honor of telling me your name?ò Grayskull asked. 

ñI am Veena,ò she replied.  ñThe last remaining High Priestess of Zoar.ò 

Grayskullôs expression lit up brightly.  ñProvidence, my friends!ò he exclaimed 

as he faced them.  ñAnother warrior of Zoar sent to our aid!ò 

Veena laughed quietly.  ñIt would seem that it is you three who were sent to 

mine.  May I have your names?ò 

Adam and Adora knew of course that they could not tell DôVann the truth of 

Veenaôs identity.  Whether the man would ever learn that truth was not something 

that either of them could say, it certainly wasnôt in the history books, nor was it 

mentioned in the legends that Adam had heard as a child.  ñI am He-Man,ò Adam 

replied before indicating his companions, ñthis is my sister She-Ra, and our friend 

and guide, DôVann Grayskull.ò 

ñHow long have you been imprisoned here?ò Adora asked.  It was the 

question Adam had been thinking, but was afraid to bring up.  Did she just appear 

here in this form, moments before the three of them entered, or had she actually 

been imprisoned here in her human form, unable to escape? 

Veena seemed unfazed by the inquiry.  ñAs a Zoar Priestess, I am sadly 

considered a prized possession by Hiss.  I do not know how long I have been here, 

though it feels like ages.  Let us simply say that I have been here more than long 

enough.ò 

ñFair enough,ò Adora said with a nod.  ñNow youôre free to come with us.ò 

ñWhere are you headed?ò Veena asked. 

ñWe are here searching for the Font of Life,ò Grayskull replied.  Years ago, 

Zoar gifted her power to me through it, and now she sends these two to find it and 

partake of its power as I once did.  However, I am afraid that this abomination of a 

temple was not here when I was last and, other than descending to its lowest level, 

I am unsure of how to find it.ò 
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ñWhy do you call this temple an abomination?ò Veena asked. 

A perplexed look came over the manôs face, obviously blindsided by the 

question.  ñWhy?  Because Serpos is a god of evil, enslaving humans for his own 

ends.ò  He said it as if it were obvious. 

Veena brushed off his answer with a wave of her hand.  ñNo gods are evil, 

just as none are good.  They just are.  It isnôt our place to define them.  If evil is 

being done in these lands in the name of Serpos, it is the evil of Hiss and his 

followers and theirs alone.  Do you really think that Zoar would align herself with 

slavery and corruption?  If she wouldnôt, why then would Serpos?ò 

ñAlign herself?  I donôt know what to say,ò Grayskull replied. 

ñZoar has chosen all of you; I can see her in your auras; but each one of you 

has much to learn about the ways of gods.ò  Veena closed her eyes as she spoke, 

seemingly lost in memory.  ñZoar governs life, Serpos time, and Havok change.  It 

is their combined wills that make the universe.  In the beginning, Zoar sat in the 

heavens alongside her siblings, equal in all ways.  For eons they were united, each 

doing their part to maintain what they had made.  That is the way of things.  It was 

the godsô respective followers who separated them over time, and in doing so, 

disrupted the balance of the universe.  In truth, they long to be together.  They 

continue their work, but they do it alone and that is no way to live, even for a god.ò  

She turned to Grayskull and smiled as she took his hands in her own.  ñTrust in this, 

DôVann Grayskull, one day they will sit side by side once more, and there will finally 

be peace.ò 

ñPeace?  Do you not feel anger at being imprisoned here in the name of 

Serpos?ò the man asked. 

ñOf course,ò Veena replied, ñbut that anger lies with Hiss, not the master he 

merely thinks he serves.ò 

Grayskull didnôt know what to make of this woman, that much Adam and 

Adora could both tell, but he seemed captivated by her nonetheless.  ñIôm sorry,ò 

Adora said, interrupting them, ñthis is all very fascinating, but do you know where 

the font is?ò 

ñYes,ò Veena replied, letting go of Grayskullôs hands and rubbing her wrists, 

still sore from her shackles.  ñI can feel its power even from here.  In repayment for 

releasing me from my bonds, I will take you to it.ò 

Grayskull, thinking of the armaments his new friends carried, and feeling the 

weight of his own battle axe upon his back, felt concern for this mysterious womanôs 
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safety in a way that he did not understand.  He barely knew her, yet he felt as if 

sheôd been by his side for years.  ñDo you require a weapon?ò he asked. 

Veena simply shook her head as she approached the cell door.  ñMy mother 

will provide one.ò   

ñYour mother?ò Grayskull asked. 

ñZoar is the mother of us all,ò Veena replied. 

Grayskull nodded and with a shove of his shoulder, broke the door loose 

from its hinges.  ñThen lead the way, Priestess, and we will follow.  By Zoar, no 

further harm will come to you in this place, I swear it.ò 

ñSee?ò Veena said.  ñAlready, she is protecting me.ò  Motioning to their left, 

she began to walk.  ñThis way.ò  She moved with a grace that Grayskull found 

captivating.  ñI can feel the font below us still,ò she said.  ñWe must try to find a 

stairwell of some kind.ò  They made their way down the wide hallway, but were soon 

cut off by two guards who were marching down a hallway perpendicular to their 

own. 

The two Snake Men immediately took notice of the curious quartet and 

readied their weapons; the guard on the left brandishing a spear; the one on the 

right drawing a sword.  ñHalt!ò the left guard shouted.  Before Grayskull and his 

companions could attack, Veena calmly walked toward to the Snake Men, who 

rushed at her, weapons at the ready.  They came upon her quickly, each thrusting 

their tools of death in her direction, but she crouched low in an instantaneous, fluid 

movement, causing both guards to inflict fatal wounds only on each other, just 

above her head.  The guards fell in a heap.  Standing upright and turning back to 

her new friends, they each stared at her, slack-jawed and wide-eyed. 

ñHow?ò Grayskull asked.  ñHow did you know that they would miss?ò 

ñI didnôt,ò Veena answered simply. 

Without further word, the four of them quickly hid the bodies of the two Snake 

Men in a small storage room.  Thankfully, most of the blood had been absorbed by 

the Snake Menôs tunics and theyôd left little behind on the floor.  Adam was able to 

wipe it away with a clean piece of one of the guardôs tunic which heôd torn off.  When 

theyôd finished, Veena turned and once again began walking down the hallway.  

ñCome, there is still some ways to go.ò 

Approaching the intersecting hallway from which the Snake Men had 

appeared, Veena stopped momentarily, looking in both directions.  After a slight 
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pause, she turned and headed to the right.  The three warriors followed close 

behind.  At the end of the hall, they came upon a spiral stairwell that they hoped 

would lead them the rest of the way down.  Veena lead them as they descended.  

The stairwell made for tight quarters, forcing them to make their way single-file.  It 

wasnôt long before they met more opposition.  A largely-muscled Snake Man hissed 

in surprise as it nearly ran into Veena on its way up the stairs.  Drawing its sword, 

the creature plunged the blade toward her.  She dodged the majority of the blow 

gracefully, but the opposing blade connected with the soft flesh of her upper arm, 

causing bright red blood to flow upon piercing her.  Veena stumbled backward, 

running into Grayskull almost immediately and falling backward as she lost her 

footing.   

Without missing a beat, Grayskull kicked the Snake Man square in the face, 

causing the Snake Man to tumble down the steps in a series of backward 

somersaults.  Leaping over Veena, Grayskull brought his battle axe crashing down 

on their foe and finished the battle swiftly.  The man quickly turned back to Veena.  

ñAre you alright?ò he asked with great concern. 

Seemingly fascinated by the blood pouring from her wound, Veena merely 

stared at it as it ran in rivulets down her arm.  ñI-I bleed,ò she stammered. 

ñWe all bleed,ò Grayskull said, bewildered by her shocked state. 

ñIôve never bled before,ò she said.  ñSuch pain.ò 

ñHiss did not torture you?ò Grayskull asked. 

Snapping back to the world around her, Veena looked at the man before her 

and shook her head.  ñNot as such, no.ò 

Adam and Adora were more acutely aware of the situation than Grayskull 

could ever be.  Zoar, in human form as Veena, had just felt pain for the first time.  

Thereôs no knowing what she thought of it, but sheôd nearly exposed her secret to 

Grayskull and she knew it.  Neither of the twins knew the exact reason why Veena 

had chosen to keep the truth of her identity secret from him, but Adora surmised 

that she was afraid to scare him off.  Veena was destined to one day become 

Grayskullôs bride, however DôVann respected and revered Zoar too much to view 

her as a woman he could have and love, and who could love him in return.  The 

Eternian princess understood in her own way that Veena must be hiding her truth 

in order to protect herself from rejection.  Perhaps she was more human than even 

she knew.  Still, the fact remained that they would have to patch her up and continue 

on.  ñHere,ò Adora interjected, ñlet me help.ò  Sliding past her brother in the narrow 

stairwell, she helped Veena to her feet before ripping off a section of the womanôs 
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ragged garment.  She then tied it tightly to Veenaôs upper arm.  ñThis will help stop 

the bleeding, but when we get out of here, Iôll have to take a better look at it.  I may 

have to stitch it up for you.ò 

Veena looked at her with eyes that, for the first time, betrayed a naivety that 

surprised Adora.  ñThank you,ò she said, and Adora knew that the woman meant it. 

ñAny time,ò she replied.  Leaning in close, she whispered, ñI may not know a 

lot about the gods, but you have a lot to learn about what itôs like to be human.  You 

need to be careful.ò  Leaning back, she smiled warmly at a woman who she realized 

was, in many ways, as much of a stranger to human existence as a child was.  

Perhaps thatôs why she made the choice to take this form, Adora mused.  Maybe, 

with the knowledge of what it was to be human, she thought that she would be a 

better goddess to them. 

ñYes,ò Veena replied quietly.  ñI will.  Thank you once more.ò 

ñDonôt thank me,ò Adora said, still smiling in an effort to not offend the woman 

who she knew was also much more.  ñJust be careful.ò 

ñSo, you are alright?ò Grayskull persisted. 

ñYes, my friend,ò Veena nodded.  ñI am now.ò 

ñGood,ò he replied warmly.  ñDo you think weôre almost there?ò he asked.  

ñThese tight quarters make any enemy engagement difficult.ò 

ñNearly,ò she said.  ñI can feel it.ò 

ñWe must hide this body as we did the others.  When we are finished, I will 

lead the way from here,ò Grayskull said, ñif you donôt mind,ò he added belatedly. 

ñOf course,ò she said.  ñThank you.ò 

ñZoar helps us,ò Grayskull said, ñbut she best helps those who help 

themselves.ò 

Adora and Adam watched as Veena tilted her head slightly, not quite 

understanding what Grayskull meant.  After a moment, she nodded in agreement.  

Sheôd likely never been confronted first hand with how many humans viewed her; 

as disconnected and unconcerned; and one look in her eyes told them that that 

realization was something she would be thinking long and hard about. 

é 
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 Elsewhere in the temple, Rattlor, general of Hissôs army, roamed the halls.  

Stopping suddenly, he flicked his forked tongue, tasting the air.  His slitted eyes 

narrowed as he caught the taste of blood.  Human blood was not uncommon in the 

temple, far from it, but he sensed something different about this scent.  It didnôt 

smell human.  Kneeling down, Rattlor traced his clawed hand along the tiled floor, 

but he found nothing.  Frustrated, he stood with a disappointed grunt.  About to 

chalk up the scent to too much drink gone to his head, he smiled as he caught sight 

of a bright red drop on the right wall, trailing down only an inch or so.  It sat upon 

the dark mortar between tiles, previously undiscovered by whomever had helped it 

find its way there.  Someone had tried to clean up something that had happened 

here, but they hadnôt done so thoroughly.  Obviously, they were in a hurry.  Leaning 

in toward the blood on the wall, he flicked the speck with his tongue and knew in an 

instant that it belonged to a Snake Man.  Their taste was unique.  Anger rose up 

within him.  Perhaps one of the slaves had revolted.  Using his tongue to flick the 

air once more, he followed the taste of the blood in the air to what was essentially 

a supply closet.  Opening it, he found not one, but two corpses inside.  He knew 

these serpents.  They werenôt the cream of the crop, but they were skilled.  No mere 

slave had done this, at least not alone.  Somehow, despite the difficulty of entering 

this temple by a non-snake, they had intruders.  If only King Hiss were here.  He 

enjoyed this kind of thing, the slaughtering of enemies.  Rattlor made a mental note 

to have a victory drink for his king later that night, once heôd personally taken care 

of their unwelcome visitors.   

 Smelling the air once more, he caught something else: the scent of humans.  

Heôd expected as much, but wasnôt the scent heôd normally associated with 

mankind, as those heôd encountered had always reeked of fear.  No, this scent was 

different.  A hint of sweat, perhaps due to nervousness, but not fear.  Following it to 

a stairwell, he made his way down until he once again tasted blood.  Another of his 

guards killed?  He would have to have a talk with those that remained.  It was 

unacceptable to lose three men in a single day.  Theyôd gotten lazy and deserved 

punishment.  Finding this third body with relative ease, this time hidden behind a 

statue, he felt his muscles tense.  They were close.  He was sure of it.  Listening 

for voices, he heard none, but clenched his fists in readiness nonetheless.  

Whatever the reason for this invasion, it would soon be over.  It was then that the 

general remembered the prized prisoner King Hiss had hidden down here in the 

depths of the temple and quickened his pace, using his wrist-communicator to call 

for reinforcements. 
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 It wasnôt much longer before the group reached the bottom of the stairwell.  

Thankfully, theyôd had no further incidents and found themselves in a large hallway 

that, according to Veena, was leading them to the font.  Far from the more intricately 

decorated upper levels, this hallway, located deep within the temple, was dark and 

damp; water from the moist jungle seeping into the concrete walls.  At least it wasnôt 

so narrow.  ñWe are nearly there,ò Veena said from behind Grayskull as she directed 

him toward a door at the far end of the hall.  Much like the hallway, the door itself 

bore little resemblance to the decor of the upper floors, serving a functional purpose 

only, as opposed to only being decorative.  The door was essentially a thick metal 

slab on hinges, with a large bolt and lock holding it closed and locked. 

 Grayskull hefted his large axe and brought it down with all his force, but the 

lock merely deflected the blow and vibrated with a strange resonating power.  ñThe 

lock appears to be enchanted,ò the man said, visibly trying to hide his 

disappointment.  ñEven this unbreakable weapon made not a mark upon it.ò 

 Adora removed her staff from its place on her belt, pressing a button hidden 

near the head of it that expanded it to its full length.  Motioning for the others to 

make room, she swung the staff with a flourish, bringing it down hard upon the lock, 

but it again merely hummed after deflecting her blow.  She glanced at her 

companions and shrugged.  ñIf even Grayskull canôt break it, I suppose it was silly 

of me to think that I could do it.ò 

ñYou hold much power within you,ò Veena said.  ñBut perhaps He-Manôs 

weapon is more suited to this purpose?ò 

Adam pulled the beautiful Star Sword from the sheath on his back and 

nodded.  ñItôs worth a try.ò 

ñEach of your weapons are gifted with strong magics,ò Veena replied, ñbut 

the Star Sword is the most powerful by far.ò 

ñYou know of it?ò Grayskull asked. 

ñYes,ò Veena relied.  ñBrought to this world by the wizard Ro, it is said to hold 

the power of the stars themselves.ò 

ñDid you know himò Adam asked. 
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ñIn my own way,ò she replied vaguely. 

Adam made a mental note that he would have to inquire further if he got the 

opportunity.  Holding the glimmering sword aloft, Adam felt its power course through 

him, similar to how the Sword of Light used to, years ago.  Bringing the weapon 

down upon the lock, the impact of the two objects colliding emitted a bright flash.  

When the flash had faded, the lock lay upon the floor, cleaved in two. 

ñGood,ò Veena said.  ñNow let us enter.ò  She motioned to Grayskull who 

used his great strength to push the metal slab open into a dark room. 

Adora used her Starburst armorôs cape to illuminate the room for them, 

revealing brick floors and walls.  At the center of it all, surrounded by a circular 

pattern of blocks that made it resemble a well, was what Adora assumed was the 

font.  ñIs this it?ò she asked. 

ñYes,ò Veena said.  ñWhat Hiss has left of it.ò 

Saddened by the sight, Grayskull spoke softly, ñIt has been robbed of its 

beauty.ò 

ñYes, but not its power,ò Veena replied.  She turned to the twins.  ñNow drink 

quickly, for I sense others approaching.ò 

ñHow will it work without the presence of Zoar?ò Grayskull asked.  ñSurely it 

was only with her blessing that it worked for me, and her absence must be why it 

has never worked for Hiss or his followers.ò 

ñHer blessing is with us, my friend, in me,ò Veena answered.  ñIt is no 

accident that you found a priestess of Zoar here, and that you freed me to come 

and join you.  She has obviously willed this.ò 

Adam and Adora knew this to be true and each of them knelt on the hard 

brick floor, dipping their hands into the water, which they found to be surprisingly 

warm to the touch.  The twins looked at each other as they brought the water to 

their lips and drank, feeling the power Veena spoke of flow through them almost as 

soon as it touched their lips.  For Adora, it was not too different from her 

transformations into She-Ra, but for Adam, it was a feeling heôd not experienced in 

years.  The king didnôt realize just how much heôd missed it until he felt it once more, 

coursing through him, filling him with the power of Grayskull or, more accurately, 

the same power that he shared with Grayskull: the power of Zoar.  Both twinsô 

muscles swelled and grew.  Adam felt a sense of vitality that heôd not had since his 

younger days.  The two of them stood in the near-dark and Grayskull smiled as he 

saw their transformation. 
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ñIt worked,ò Grayskull said. 

ñOf course,ò Veena replied with a grin.  ñWith the power flowing through them 

once more, they are ready for what awaits them.  Now, we must leave so that they 

may complete their mission.ò 

ñHave they not?  I thought that this was their mission?ò Grayskull replied. 

ñOnly the first step,ò the priestess said, turning back to the door.  ñCome, we 

must leave quickly.ò  Stepping out into the hallway, she stopped suddenly.  When 

her companions joined her, they saw why: dozens of Snake Men were rushing into 

the hallway, awaiting them.  ñMy apologies,ò she said quietly.  ñThey are already 

here.ò 

ñI see youôve been blesssed by the font,ò General Rattlor said with a hiss.  ñIt 

mattersss not, for now you will die.ò  At his command, the legion of Snake Men drew 

their weapons and attacked. 

Veena ducked behind her companions as they each drew their weapons.  

Grayskull was the first to rush headlong into their adversariesô ranks, swinging his 

axe wildly with his left hand as he blocked their weapons and teeth with his armored 

right arm.  Adora followed suit and cut a wide swath through the Snake Men with 

the Staff of Ka.  Having trained with many different weapons in her time as Despara, 

including staffs and double-ended weapons, she swung the staff with expert 

precision. 

Adam was likewise in his element, swinging his new Star Sword with all the 

finesse and power heôd once displayed with the Sword of Light.  Each blow struck 

with the shimmering weapon created a flash of light and sent as many as three 

Snake Men flying back into their comrades.  The soldiers that Adam didnôt strike 

with his weapon were struck instead with his powerful fist, which was more than 

enough on its own now that he had the power within himself once more.  Suddenly, 

Adam found himself being smashed in the right side by the powerful tail of Rattlor, 

the blow sending him careening into the wall of the cramped hallway.  The general 

followed, his large tail swinging towards Adam once more before being stopped 

suddenly by Grayskullôs pincer, shot out from the manôs armored right arm.  With a 

rumbling growl, Rattlor knocked the pincer aside and turned to face his new 

attacker, but screamed in pain as Grayskull used his axe to sever the generalôs left 

arm at the elbow.  Grayskull knew from experience that the arm would likely grow 

back over time; Snake Men tended to regenerate lost limbs; but it didnôt stop Rattlor 

from feeling pain, the intensity of which sent the general into a rage.  Lashing out 

in his anger, Rattlorôs tail smashed into his own men standing near him, while Adam 

and his allies avoided it. 
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ñWeôll never make it back to the top of the tower now that they know weôre 

here!ò Adora shouted.  ñWe need to find a different way out!ò 

ñAgreed!ò Adam replied over the furor that now surrounded them.  ñGrayskull, 

get Veena!ò he shouted.  When a Snake Man struck at him, Adam knocked his foeôs 

attacking arm down before quickly stepping up onto the creatureôs shoulder and 

launching himself upward, using all his might to strike the ceiling with his fist, using 

his newly acquired power to create a hole large enough for them to escape through.  

Landing back down on the stone floor, he kicked away the Snake Man whom heôd 

used as a lift and swung the mighty Star Sword in a circle around him, causing the 

remaining enemies around them to scatter, if only briefly.  As soon as he had 

enough room, he dropped his sword to the floor and knelt down low.   

Realizing what her brother was up to, Adora ran toward him and stepped into 

his cupped hands which he used to launch her upward through the opening heôd 

just made above them.  Grayskull shouldered through the throng of soldiers toward 

Adam soon after, Veena held close to his side.  While Grayskull brandished his axe, 

Adam launched Veena upward, where Adora deftly caught her and pulled her to 

safety.  Grayskull nodded his thanks as the same was done for him.  Looking 

upward at his companions, who now gazed down at him from the floor above, Adam 

readied himself to jump before being violently knocked aside by Rattlor, landing on 

his back.  The general hissed at him, tongue flicking the air, as the blood from his 

severed arm ran steadily out and onto the floor.  The Snake Man charged and Adam 

realized that the blood loss had obviously begun to affect him, as Rattlor stumbled 

slightly in his approach.  With a grunt, Adam kicked with both feet from his prone 

position, connecting with the charging generalôs thick midsection, the blow sending 

his foe crashing into the wall with such force that he broke through it and into the 

soft earth on the other side.  The general emerged slowly, managing two steps 

toward Adam before lowering to one knee and finally collapsing in a heap.  The 

remaining Snake Men fled at the sight of their leader being defeated and Adam took 

advantage of the opportunity to regain his footing and make the leap upward to join 

his friends. 

ñAre you alright, brother?ò Adora asked him as she caught hold of his arm 

and pulled him to safety. 

ñHe just caught me off guard.  Iôll be fine,ò he answered, breathing slightly 

heavy despite himself, ñbut thanks.ò 

ñHow are we going to get out?ò Grayskull asked.  ñShe-Ra is right, with the 

guards alerted, weôll never make it to the top, at least not with Veena in one piece.ò 
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ñActually,ò Adam began, ñThat monsterôs defeat gave me an idea.  We should 

be above ground now.ò  With that, he turned and ran toward the wall of the hallway 

they found themselves in and punched it with all his strength, shattering it outward, 

the bricks flying out and striking the wall that surrounded the temple.  The four of 

them ran into the morning daylight outside and Grayskull quickly leapt to the top of 

the wall.  Adam assisted Veena as he had inside, and Grayskull caught her 

gracefully before taking her over the wall to the jungle on the other side.  Once 

Adam and Adora saw that their friends were safely over, they followed suit and the 

four of them escaped into the dense jungle in search of the cave system that had 

brought them there. 
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8. 

THE NEXT STEPS 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

After a day of trudging through the Mountains of Gnarl, the quartet had nearly 

reached the other side.  The previous morning, the sounds of the Snake Men 

pressing through the dense jungle in pursuit had forced them to move as fast as 

they could manage.  Thankfully, they had made their way back to the entrance of 

the cave theyôd used to infiltrate Hissôs territory with no further incident, Adoraôs 

light-bending armor helping them remain hidden on more than one occasion.  

However, not long after exiting the Cave of Power, they had found an army of Hissôs 

soldiers waiting for them, blocking their return path to Zalesia.  Theyôd remained 

unseen by the Snake Men, but it had been obvious that their planned return trip to 

Zalesia would have been impossible.  They could only guess as to whether the 

Snake Men suspected Nikolas of helping them, but they likely did.  Grayskull fully 

expected Rattlor, or perhaps even King Hiss himself, to pay the Zalesian leader a 

visit very soon.  DôVann did not want to put his friend in any further danger and had 

made the decision to traverse the mountains in the opposite direction instead, 

claiming he knew the way to a city called Talok on the other side. 

Adam and Adora had once again joined Grayskull in being blessed with great 

power from Zoar and the journey was none too difficult for the three of them.  Unlike 
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them, Veenaôs human form had its limits.  She was exhausted by the endeavor, 

requiring the occasional rest, such as the one they took now, near the crest of the 

final mountain.  A small stream passed through the mountains here, but large 

enough to support some rather succulent fish, which Grayskull had caught and 

cooked.  Veena closed her eyes and thanked the fish for sustaining her before 

eating.  The other three followed suit.  Grayskull wiped his mouth after a rather large 

bite before looking toward Veena.  ñIôm not sure why the thought didnôt occur to me 

before,ò he began, ñbut why did you not drink of the font, Priestess?  Surely Zoar 

would have blessed you, as she did us.ò 

ñShe has already blessed me,ò Veena replied between bites.  ñFirst, she has 

given me life, and now she has given me freedom and new friends.  There is no 

more that I require of her.ò 

ñBut surely the strength would benefit you,ò he reasoned. 

ñNot as much as you,ò she said.  She smiled vaguely before looking down at 

her bare feet, which were scraped and bloody from the journey.  ñThat being said, 

I apologize for slowing you down.  My body is weary, and Iôve not eaten a real meal 

in longer than I can remember.  For that and my freedom, I thank you.ò 

ñForgive me,ò Grayskull said, embarrassed.  ñI meant no offense.  You are 

no burden to us, Veena.  Quite the opposite.  I enjoy your company.ò  As he said 

this, he looked away somewhat sheepishly, which both Adam and Adora shared a 

smile over.  It was quite the dichotomy seeing the mountainous warrior nervous 

around this woman heôd obviously taken a liking to, even in the brief time theyôd 

known each other.  If he only knew the truth of who she really was.  Putting out the 

fire, DôVann began to gather their things.  They needed to keep moving. 

Leaving the group, Veena stood and walked to the nearby crest of the 

mountain, looking out over the lands stretched out below them.  Talok City could be 

seen in the distance.  It was an ancient city and one of the few from before the 

Great Wars that still stood.  Little was known of the world before the Great Wars; 

its secrets now lost to time.  Unlike her new friends, however, Veena remembered.  

Adam and Adora approached her and she greeted them with a nod.   

ñYou look to be deep in thought,ò Adam said.  ñI hope weôre not interrupting.ò 

ñI was, and no, of course not.  I welcome your presence.ò  She indicated the 

horizon ahead of them and sighed.  ñLooking out over this landscape, it reminds me 

that change is natural and inevitable, but change has always been my brother 

Havokôs purview, not my own.  In some ways, it saddens me that so much history 

and life has been lost to the passage of time.ò 



117 

ñWhat do you mean?ò Adora asked. 

ñYou know of the Great Wars, at least by name, but you donôt know what 

came before.  None of you do.  Even in this time period, there is little record of it 

save for the technological artifacts left behind.ò  She paused, sitting down on the 

grass, facing out toward the horizon, before being joined by the twins, who did 

likewise.  ñIn the time before the Great Wars,ò Veena began, ñTellus was once called 

Eternia, which should sound familiar to you.  It had been a great and thriving planet, 

full of wondrous creations and mechanical achievements far more advanced than 

even what you two know from your time.ò  With Grayskull out of earshot, sheôd 

obviously forgone the pretense of being merely Veena.  She was now speaking to 

them as Zoar, the goddess of life.  ñFor eons it was this way, before the Age of 

Havok.ò 

ñThe Age of Havok?ò Adam asked.  ñI thought we were in the First Age now?  

This óAge of Serpos?ôò 

Veena shook her head.  ñThere have been more ages to this world than your 

history books can tell you.  More than your scientists, despite all their vast 

knowledge, would ever believe.  This is merely the first age of your recorded history, 

and even as much as you know, there is so much that you do not.  More of this 

world has faded to dust than you could ever study or discover.  The name óEterniaô 

was no accident.  This world has been here since the beginning of all things.ò  

Turning to face them, she continued.  ñMy siblings and I ascend in cycles.  There is 

a harmony to this; a balance.  One of us being in ascendance does not mean that 

they are dominant, for the gods must work together always, even without the direct 

contact that we once shared, but it does mean that they ñtake the reins,ò so-to-

speak, for a while.  The cycles always proceed thusly: my age ends, giving way to 

Havokôs, just as his gave way to Serposôs.  Soon, this age will also end.ò 

ñGiving way to another Age of Zoar,ò Adora said.  ñThe age my brother and 

I know.ò 

ñYes.ò 

ñThatôs why weôre really here, isnôt it?ò Adam asked.  ñTo help Grayskull 

usher in the next age.ò 

ñNot fully,ò she admitted, ñfor it will come regardless, but you will help him 

take his first steps toward his true destiny.ò 

ñWhat do you mean?ò Adora asked. 

ñYou will help him become the king that he is destined to be,ò Veena replied. 
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ñThat could take quite some time,ò Adam said.  ñOur world, in our time, is in 

danger.  Our families are in danger.ò 

ñDo not fear, Adam.  Your family and friends will remain safe.  As Iôve 

promised, you will return in time to help them, but for now your help is needed here.  

It will not take as much time as you think,ò Veena said.  ñThe world is ready for a 

hero, ready to see Hiss defeated.  Others have tried and failed.  It is DôVannôs 

destiny to do this.ò 

ñAnd I want to help him,ò Adam said, ñI just worry for my wife and son.  But if 

you say that they will be protected, then I believe you.ò 

ñKeldor has things well in hand in the future,ò Veena said.  ñHe hates Hordak 

as much as you love your family.  He will not allow Hordak to win.ò 

ñForgive me if I still have trouble trusting him,ò Adam replied. 

ñI understand,ò she said.  ñIf not him, then trust in me.ò 

ñWhy have you taken your current form?ò Adora asked, never afraid to ask 

important questions, even if she did so a little brusquely at times.  ñAre you human 

or just disguised as a human?  What purpose does Veena serve?ò 

ñWhen I am in this form, I assure you that I am as human anyone else,ò 

Veena replied, ñat least physically.ò  She paused, running her hand along her 

bandaged arm, which Adora had tended to their first night in the mountains.  ñIôm 

not quite accustomed to it, however; being in such a fragile body.ò 

ñThen why become human at all?ò Adora asked. 

ñTo better understand you,ò Veena said, looking up one more.  ñAnd to better 

understand love and fear and sadness and all of the things that make you who and 

what you are.  Humanity is beautiful to me; a fragile, fleeting existence, not unlike 

how Iôd imagine a human would view a flower.  But while I can and have admired 

humanityôs beauty from afar, Iôve never truly understood it.  How can I be a proper 

goddess of life without having experienced life myself?  How can I help provide you 

with what you need if I donôt understand your point of view?ò 

ñYouôll be in good company.  Many of us donôt understand it, either,ò Adam 

admitted. 

ñWhich is likely the very reason you are so quick to destroy one another,ò 

Veena said. 

ñI suppose youôre right about that,ò he said. 
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ñBut how can you know about whatôs happening in the future if you traveled 

back in time with us?ò Adora asked. 

ñI didnôt travel with you,ò she replied.  ñThe Veena you met at Castle Grayskull 

is still there, a thousand years hence.  Here, I am the same Veena that has always 

been in this time.ò 

ñThen how can you know whatôs happening there?  Who we are?ò Adora 

pressed on. 

ñItôs not something I can easily explain other than to say that I do not view 

time the same way that you do.ò 

ñSheôs the Goddess,ò Adam said simply.  ñWeôre not meant to understand.ò 

ñThat sounds like a cop-out,ò Adora replied. 

ñPerhaps if you ever meet Serpos, it will be made clearer,ò Veena replied. 

ñBut if you need our help to make Grayskull king, how did he become king in 

the first place?ò Adora continued.  ñIn our past?  I just donôt understand how our 

being here isnôt messing up history.ò 

ñBecause your being here is history.  Time cannot be changed,ò Veena said.  

ñAll is happening as it has always happened.ò 

ñYou mean we were always destined to do this?  To be here in this time?ò 

Adam asked. 

ñYes.ò 

ñBut how?ò he replied.  ñHe-Man and She-Ra should have been legends in 

our time if that were true.  Thereôs no record of us helping Grayskull in the history 

books, or even of anyone like us under different names.ò 

ñAnd that means that it didnôt happen?ò Veena asked with a smile.  ñAs Iôve 

told you, history as it is taught is seldom history as it truly was.  And much has been 

lost to the cycle of time.ò 

ñYes, I suppose youôre right,ò Adam acquiesced. 

ñWhy do you not tell Grayskull who you are?ò Adora asked.  The question 

had been foremost on Adamôs mind as well, but he hadnôt been willing to ask. 

ñNow is not the appropriate time,ò Veena said. 
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ñTime for what?ò Grayskull asked, walking up behind them.  He carried their 

supplies slung over his back. 

ñTo set up camp,ò Veena replied.  ñHe-Man was concerned for me and 

thought that perhaps we should stop, but I have assured him that I can continue.  

Thank you, however, for your kindness,ò she said, nodding to Adam as the three of 

them stood upright once more. 

ñOf course,ò Adam said.  ñI just wanted to make sure that you were alright.ò 

ñZoar will give me the strength to continue,ò she said.  ñTalok City can be 

seen from here.  We can stay there tonight, as long as we make haste.ò 

ñRegardless, you have to let me know if you need anything,ò Grayskull said.  

ñIôm afraid I must insist.ò 

ñOf course,ò Veena replied with a smile.  ñYou have already provided so 

much.  The meal that you prepared us has returned much of my strength.  I thank 

you.ò 

ñAnything for the last priestess of Zoar,ò Grayskull said.  ñWhatever the 

Goddess needs from me, whatever you need from me, I will give freely.ò   

ñFor now,ò she said, ñperhaps just a hand down this mountain?ò 

Grayskull smiled as he extended his arm for support.  Veena took it and 

pulled herself close to him as they began to descend from the peak, Adam and 

Adora following closely behind. 

é 
 

 The four of them entered Talok City just before nightfall.  Adam and his sister 

listened closely as Grayskull spoke of the city.  Talok itself was small compared to 

most of the cities and kingdoms of Adam and Adoraôs time, but it more than made 

up for its size with its history.  Dating from before the Great Wars, the actual 

founding of the city and the circumstances surrounding it were long-forgotten, even 

in this time.  No one knew who had originally built it, or who its initial inhabitants 

had been.  In Adam and Adoraôs time, the city was gone, but there had been many 

tales told of the lost city of Talok.  It was a legend in its own way, inspiring many 

stories.  Unfortunately, the cityôs end was just as much of a mystery as its beginning, 

and since that end hadnôt yet happened in this time, it was not something that 
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Grayskull would be able to tell them, either.  All Adam knew of Talok was that it was 

very old and housed wonders that one rarely saw in this age, holdovers from the 

time that came before. 

And yet, despite its mystery, here they were, walking the dusty streets of a 

living, breathing city, home to a multitude of races and species.  Although Talok 

lacked the grandeur of Zalesia, it was beautiful in its own way; its sandstone 

architecture seemingly out of place in a location that was no longer a desert, but 

rather surrounded by green forests.  While Adam knew that it would one day be 

gone, he appreciated the miracle that allowed him to be there, and he studied his 

surroundings intensely, taking in every detail.  He would have to tell his father about 

all of it.  The entire experience of being a thousand years in the past was something 

that he would have a tough time describing to Randor or anyone else once theyôd 

returned, and being in the lost city of Talok before its disappearance had now made 

that task even more difficult.  He was standing within a myth. 

One thing that Talok had in common with Zalesia, Adam noticed, was its 

freedom.  It was one of the last remaining cities in the known world not ruled by 

King Hiss.  Instead, Talok housed the Council of Elders that Nikolas Powers had 

spoken of days before.  Adam knew from his studies that the Council would one 

day act as Grayskullôs advisors once he had become king, but for now their role 

was unknown to him.  As the four of them walked through the city, the sky became 

darker with the setting sun.  Grayskull assured them that they were nearing the inn 

where they would spend the night, pointing out a medium sized building not far 

ahead.  Approaching the innôs door, DôVann walked inside and spoke with the 

innkeeper long enough to procure a room for them.  After their travels, their weary 

bodies welcomed sleep quickly. 

é 
 

 Rattlor shifted his neck at an awkward angle, the subtle crack relieving some 

of the pressure that heôd felt there since the battle with Grayskull and whoever those 

other warriors were that the cur had with him days earlier.  He continued walking 

forward, though with measured paces, for he was in no hurry to reach his 

destination.  Grayskull had long been a thorn in his master Hissôs side, though the 

human hadnôt been a problem of any real significance for several years. Though 

heôd never heard that Grayskull was dead, Rattlor had assumed that the wanderer 

had retired, so to speak, from his efforts to disrupt the rule of the Snake Men in a 

part of some mad quest for his forgotten goddess.  Obviously, Rattlor had been 
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wrong, and heôd paid the price for it.  The general of Hissôs army looked down at 

the stump where his left arm had been severed by Grayskullôs axe.  It was wrapped 

tightly with bandages, some of which heôd bled through once more, despite several 

re-dressings.  He knew that the arm would grow back in time, but the wound hurt 

like the fangs of Serpos himself.  More than that, the loss had humiliated him.  His 

men would never say such things to his face, but he knew that they had lost respect 

for him, despite their own losses.  He was their leader.  He was above them.  He 

couldnôt afford to be seen as weak.  If his men viewed him in that manner, then he 

was at risk of being challenged for his position.  The Snake Menôs higher ranks 

were often granted through combat.  Grayskull may not have killed Rattlor 

personally with this injury, but heôd figuratively painted a target on the generalôs 

back. He would have to be cautious in ways he hadnôt been concerned about for 

years.  This fact infuriated him.  He swore that he would have his revenge on 

Grayskull, and he hoped to achieve it sooner rather than later.  No longer just a 

goddess-mad barbarian, the man was now a legitimate threat. 

What made it all worse was the fact that at least two of Grayskullôs 

companions had now also been blessed by Zoarôs font.  That meant that there were 

now two more beings as powerful as Grayskull to oppose them.  Despite all of his 

masterôs efforts, Hiss had never been able to harness the power of the font for 

himself.  Either the liquid was not compatible with serpent DNA or, perhaps worse, 

there was the possibility that the font really was blessed by Grayskullôs ancient 

goddess and only gave the power to those she had chosen.  If that were the case, 

then she had also hand-picked these new champions, and the increasing numbers 

of her followers could only be a threat to Hiss.  The serpentine king had hidden 

away the font as best as he could, even going so far as to build the Temple of 

Serpos right over it, and yet still Zoarôs champions had found a way to it and gained 

tremendous power upon doing so.  The feeling of change was on the wind and if 

there was anything that Rattlor and his species hated, it was change.  Theyôd 

remained virtually the same as a race for countless generations.  They were a 

glorious creation, static in their perfection.  Humanity, in contrast, somehow always 

evolved, becoming stronger, more intelligent, and more of a threat over time.  These 

new players only meant that more changes were bound to come, and soon. 

 The large serpent continued his walk through the hallways of Hissôs hidden 

stronghold, located deep within the Corridors of Lithos, a nearly impregnable maze 

on the edge of the Kingôs territory.  If one stood at the corridorôs outskirts, they would 

be dangerously close to the Ocean of Fire, which was a literal description due to an 

age-old spell.  Hissôs stronghold, however, was hidden within the center of the 

maze.  It was a relatively short and squat building, no higher than the shrubbery 

that made up the mazeôs walls.  Unless one knew how to get to the center of the 
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labyrinth, they would be hopelessly lost.  The building was not large enough to act 

as a guidepost to any wandering creatures who should not be there. 

 The inside of the stronghold was plainly decorated, built for function rather 

than splendor.  There was enough of that at the temple.  Rattlor shuddered slightly 

as he got ever closer to his kingôs hidden throne room.  Hiss had called upon him 

personally after the failed battle days before and Rattlor knew that he was not in for 

a pleasant chat with his king.  Not only had he allowed the intruders to sip from the 

font, but heôd also managed to let them escape.  Rattlor blamed Nikolas Powers, 

the ruler of Zalesia, for his current hardships.  Indeed, Hiss himself strongly 

suspected that Powers had been supplying various rebel groups with weapons and 

armor over the years, but he had never been able to prove it.  Powers was 

dangerous and Hiss knew it, going so far as to make sure that the man could have 

no offspring in a stipulation of their peace treaty.  Perhaps it was an extreme 

measure, but Hiss didnôt like to take chances. 

 Rattlor approached the double doors that led to the throne room and the two 

attending guards pushed them open, allowing him to pass through.  The room was 

in almost complete darkness, lit only by candlelight.  Hissôs throne rested near the 

center of the far wall.  Walking up to his ruler, Rattlor knelt on one knee and bowed 

his head low.  ñYou called for me, my king?ò 

Hiss was dressed in his human disguise, complete with full royal armor made 

up of the green scales of the dragons of Darksmoke, many of which were killed by 

Hiss during his more adventurous youth.  The dim candlelight illuminated each hard 

line of the kingôs human-like face, making it seem as if he had been etched from 

granite; a statue of cold, calculating splendor.  It was appropriate, for his expression 

was stone-like in its still, frozen anger.  The king of the Snake Men sat forward 

slightly and narrowed his eyes at the general, his slitted pupils dilating to take in the 

sight of his humbled servant in the dark room.  A master of disguise, Hiss bore the 

appearance of a man but, when in his true form, was the most gloriously horrifying 

Snake Man of all.  ñI am displeased with recent events, Rattlor.  I should flay your 

body here in this very room and make your flesh into a flag, to fly as a warning to 

the others.ò 

Rattlor shuddered.  ñI am yoursss, my king.  You are free to do as you wish 

with me, but I beg you to ssspare me.ò 

Hiss grimaced, disgusted by the sight of one of his most formidable warriors 

begging.  ñHumor me, then.ò  He sat back on his throne and waved his hand in an 

indication to continue.  ñTell me why I should spare you.ò 
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ñI live only to ssserve you,ò Rattlor replied.  ñIn repayment, I will make it my 

lifeôsss mission to destroy Grayskull and his alliesss.ò 

ñYou should have done that already, without any threat from me,ò Hiss said.  

ñHow is your revenge repayment to me?  The man wounded you, humiliated you.  

Such is a debt that can only be repaid in blood by you, and it should have already 

been done.ò 

ñYesss, my master, but Powersss must have helped them.  Heðò 

ñSilence!ò Hiss bellowed. He stood upright and kicked Rattlor harshly, 

violently driving the general to the ground.  The king leaned over his subject, jabbing 

his index finger into Rattlorôs face.  ñIt is not Powers who defeated you and I donôt 

care about your personal vengeance.  You will destroy Grayskull and his friends, 

even if you die in the process, because it is my will.  It sickens me to see you so 

weak and pathetic.ò 

ñYesss, master,ò was all Rattlor could manage. 

Hiss stood straight and settled back onto his throne once more.  ñPowers is 

indeed becoming a problem, however.  I have no proof of his complicity in this affair, 

but I feel it in my very bones.  The man seeks to end my rule, perhaps even my life, 

though he would do so in secret in order to please his Council.  He lies even to my 

face.ò 

ñYou confronted him, my king?ò Rattlor asked. 

ñYes, but the man is as much of a master of deception as I am,ò Hiss replied.  

ñStill, I donôt feel he will be a problem again any time soon.  My visit saw to that.  

One day he will pay for his actions, with or without the approval of that sham of a 

Council.  And when he does, all of Zalesia will fall due to his hubris.  In the 

meantime, you are to focus on Grayskull.ò 

ñDo you think Grayskull will be back?ò Rattlor asked. 

Hiss sneered.  ñI couldnôt care less if he plans to come back to my territory, 

I want him dead!ò he yelled. 

Rattlor cowered in response to his kingôs anger.  ñIt will be done, my lord.ò 

ñSee that it is, and that it is done quickly,ò Hiss commanded.  ñHunt the 

wanderer and his companions down and slaughter them before they become even 

more of a nuisance.ò  When Rattlor didnôt move, remaining on the floor, Hiss sat 

forward quickly and shouted, ñGo!ò 
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The general leapt to his feet and made his way to the throne roomôs exit as 

quickly as possible.  Hiss leaned back in his chair and felt the floor rumble beneath 

him, followed by a low moan.  ñSoon, my pet,ò he said into the empty room.  ñSoon.ò 
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Adora walked with Adam through the city of Talok, the two siblings marveling 

at the mixture of ancient technology that would have been cutting edge even in their 

time and the sandstone architecture that was just as equally out of place in the 

middle of the evergreen location the city called home. Apparently, at one point in 

the distant past, this had all been desert.  As Veena had told them, it was obvious 

that much of the worldôs history had been lost to the passage of time, and it wasnôt 

much of a stretch to assume that its topography had also changed radically.  How 

much more had been lost than just this city?  There was no way to know for sure, 

but Adora was beginning to understand Veenaôs sadness at its absence.  Much of 

this world, even now, would be gone or drastically changed within the next thousand 

years leading up to the time period the twins called home.  Moreover, there were 

any number of civilizations that came before even this ancient city.  It was daunting 

to try to envision the amount.  Now, however, they were nothing more than dust; 

their histories gone forever, as if theyôd never existed at all. 

The four companions had now been in Talok City for several days. Neither 

Adora nor Adam knew why they lingered here, but Veena assured them privately 

that there was a reason for their stay.  As the days had passed, the siblings watched 
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Veena and DôVann grow closer.  The twins knew, of course, that the two would 

eventually be married, but they were surprised at how organically the pairôs 

relationship was forming.  As the Goddess herself, Veena could simply will 

Grayskull to love her, but this was real.  Looking in both of their eyes, the Eternian 

princess could almost feel it herself.  ñHis aura burns with the brightness of a star 

when I look at him,ò Veena had told her privately the previous night.  ñI am drawn 

to him as a moth to a flame, inescapably captivated despite the danger.ò   

ñThatôs love,ò Adora had told her.  She knew from the stories Adam had told 

her that Grayskull would die young.  Upon that thought, Adora realized just how 

uncomfortable it made her feel to know the future of her new friendsô lives and with 

that realization, drove them from her mind, focusing instead on the city around her.  

Grayskull was taking them to an eatery he frequented whenever he was in Talok.  

As they approached a building with a simple wooden sign hung outside that read 

ñFood and Ale,ò the man smiled broadly, looking to the rest of the group for approval.  

ñIs this it?ò Adora asked. 

ñAye,ò Grayskull replied.  ñThe best food and drink in all of Talok City, though 

it has been years since Iôve been here.ò  Pushing open the buildingôs door, they 

walked inside.  Adora was surprised to see that, unlike many of the places DôVann 

seemed to enjoy, this one was well-lit, though that fact made the rather unsavory 

nature of its customers all the more noticeable.  The eatery was mostly empty at 

the present time of day, apparently more of a nightspot, and those very customers 

couldnôt help but take immediate notice of Adora and her groupôs entrance.  Adora, 

her brother, and Grayskull were all armored and armed, while Veena wore rags in 

such poor condition that they made her stand out even in this age.  Adora felt a 

sudden flush of shame as she realized that Veena had asked for nothing despite 

being here for days and made a mental note to get her some better clothes 

somehow, despite not having any of this ageôs currency.  Due to their groupôs 

appearances, most of Talokôs citizens had given them a wide berth, or at least been 

overly kind to them during their stay, but this would apparently be a very different 

situation.  A motley crew of warriors sitting at the bar turned and faced them as the 

door closed, each one taking them in slowly, making it obvious even to an amateur 

that they were sizing them up.  More than likely, they made it obvious on purpose.  

They were looking for trouble. 

There were four of them in total, each one possessing impressive 

musculature and an imposing look in their eyes to accompany it.  The one furthest 

to the left had blue, almost gray eyes, and long blond hair that hung halfway down 

his back.  He wore a silver headpiece with sculpted wings protruding from its sides.  

Adora wasnôt familiar with the geography of this age, but going by his fair hair and 

thick beard, she had to assume that he was from the cold northern lands.  He wore 
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light steel armor that was more decorative than functional.  He was apparently very 

confident in his fighting abilities.  As his eyes pierced her own, he nudged the man 

sitting to the right of him and gave a small chuckle.  Apparently, he wasnôt impressed 

with what he saw.  The other man nodded and smiled.  This second warrior looked 

to be nearly the size of Grayskull himself and wore leather armor, dyed a color that 

was nearly turquoise.  His right shoulder was armored with a gold pauldron.  The 

manôs head was closely-shaven other than a thick red beard, much longer than his 

comradeôs, the end of which touched his chest. Completing the look was a ram-

horned golden helm which he lifted from the bar counter and placed upon his head 

as he eyed them.  The third of the group was another near-giant, clean-shaven and 

bald with a blind right eye, whited over with scar tissue.  He wore no armor at all, 

clad only in a loincloth and furred boots.  In some ways, this made him even more 

intimidating.  The fourth and final man was a Gar.  Unlike the various Gar theyôd 

seen in Zalesia, he wore no technological armor or flowing robes, dressed instead 

in simple silver armor and the furs of a barbarian.  A blue hood hid some of the 

details of his face. 

 The second man, with the red beard, stood.  Adora saw two dangerous 

looking axes attached to his leather belt, one hanging from each hip.  The other 

three men mirrored his movements, standing up to face Adora and her friends.  The 

man with the red beard appeared to be the leader.  He walked toward Grayskull 

and was large enough that he looked the giant champion of Zoar eye-to-eye as they 

edged closer to each other, nearly touching.  Slowly and quietly, the barkeep 

backed his way to a door behind the counter and exited the room, leaving the eight 

of them alone.  The scene was making Adora nervous, despite the power of Zoar 

flowing through her, and she instinctively reached for her staff, unclasping it from 

her belt.  Out of the corner of her eye, she saw her brother Adam doing much the 

same, reaching for the Star Sword upon his own back.  Without warning, Red Beard 

slammed Grayskullôs chest with the palms of both of his hands, shoving DôVann 

back hard and staggering him, much to Adoraôs surprise.  Both she and Adam drew 

their weapons in an instant, just waiting for DôVann to make the call.  In that same 

moment, Grayskull recovered his balance and, with a fierce look upon his face, 

returned the shove, knocking the opposing man back several feet.  Adora extended 

the Staff of Ka to its full length and was ready to rush them all when Red Beard 

suddenly smiled and let out a mighty laugh, spreading his arms wide for an 

embrace, which DôVann quickly gave him, joining in with a boisterous laugh of his 

own.  Adora looked to Adam, but he was simply returning the same befuddled look 

that she was giving him. 

Letting go of the man, Grayskull turned toward them and smiled broadly. 

ñYou may sheath your weapons.  Gorr the Red and his comrades are old friends.ò 
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ñYou could have mentioned that sooner,ò Adam replied as he returned the 

Star Sword to its sheath. 

ñAnd spoil thô fun?ò Gorr responded, now laughing so hard he had to brace 

himself against the counter behind him.  He spoke with an accent that Adora didnôt 

recognize.  It seemed to be dialect of the common tongue, rather than the accent 

of a non-native speaker. She wondered to herself where he was from.  

ñI am sorry,ò DôVann said, ñit has been many years since I have seen these 

men.  Our tense greeting is practically a ritual.ò 

ñAnô we like to make thô people around us sweat,ò Gorr said with another 

laugh. 

Grayskull pointed toward the man with the long blond hair.  ñThis is Val-Or 

of the North.  He was once the leader of his great people until his lands were overrun 

by Hiss.ò 

Val-Or nodded silently in greeting. 

ñHe doesnôt speak,ò Grayskull explained, ñfor Hiss cut out his tongue due to 

Val-Orôs speeches against him.  The man to his right is Gorrôs younger brother, 

Bash,ò Grayskull continued, pointing to the man with the blind right eye.  ñHe looks 

sinister, but is as gentle as a kitten.ò  He cracked a smile as the man grunted 

disapprovingly.  ñUnless you provoke him.  In such times, he is fierce as Granger.  

His eye was blinded by a Snake Manôs venom after it had killed his wife Melisandre.  

He gained vengeance against her killer, but swore then and there that that Snake 

Man would only be the first of many.  Bash doesnôt speak much either, but when he 

does itôs sure to have meaning.ò  Indicating the Gar, he continued.  ñThis is Kordus, 

a sorcerer of the highest order.  He left Zalesia due to their treaty with Hiss.  He 

couldnôt abide it.ò  DôVann finally indicated the last man, whom heôd embraced. 

ñAnô I am known as Gorr thô Red,ò the helmed man interrupted, ñas has been 

revealed already.  Iôll introduce myself to ye for I fear what Grayskull would say 

about me.ò He smiled.  ñI myself have no tragic story stemming from some awful 

action of Hiss or his men, I just hate thô scaly bastard,ò he said with a laugh.  He 

turned back to Grayskull.  ñWho are yer friends?ò 

Adam was the first to speak up.  ñIôm He-Man, and this is my sister, She-Ra,ò 

he said, indicating her. 

ñAnd I am Veena, Priestess of Zoar,ò Veena said.  ñIt is good to meet warriors 

openly against Hiss and his followers.  Too many these days are afraid.ò 
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ñFear isnôt in our vocabulary, Milady,ò Gorr replied.  ñIôm happy to see that 

DôVann here has some real friends besides that mangy beast that follows him 

about.  Where is olô Granger, anyway?ò 

ñYou know him,ò Grayskull replied.  ñProbably sowing his oats.ò  He chuckled.  

ñHe shows up when heôs needed.  It is truly some kind of providence to see you all.  

What brings you to Talok?ò he asked, 

ñPowers told us we might find you óere,ò Gorr replied. 

ñNikolas?ò Grayskull asked.  ñSurely you are not the rebels he spoke of?ò 

ñAnd why not?ò Gorr asked with a grin.  ñHis moneyôs as good as any.  What 

we donôt know is why he sent us to find ye.  Are ye in trouble?  Nay, of course ye 

are.  Yeôve always been good at that,ò he laughed.  ñI should just ask, ówith who?ôò 

ñHiss,ò Grayskull said.  ñWe infiltrated the Temple of Serpos on a mission for 

Zoar.  Afterward, his men were scouring the entire local area searching for us and 

we had to come here via the mountains.  Our intentions had been to return to 

Zalesia.  Nikolas must have realized something was wrong when we didnôt arrive 

and arranged for you to meet us here.ò 

ñYe infiltrated thô temple?ò Gorr asked.  ñAnd not only that, but ye came óere 

via thô most difficult route?  Iôm impressed.  I take it that yer back to adventuring for 

Zoar then?ò 

ñI know you have your doubts, my friend, but I assure you that she is real,ò 

Grayskull replied.  ñMy companions He-Man and She-Ra here were sent to me by 

the Goddess herself.  Veena was imprisoned at the temple before we freed her.  

What are the odds of finding the last remaining Zoar priestess in a temple dedicated 

to Serpos?ò 

ñIôve never doubted yer faith, brother,ò Gorr said.  ñSo Veena was imprisoned 

by Hiss?  That explains thô sadly state of her attire.  I mean no offense, Darlin, but 

we must find ye some clothing worthy of yer beauty.ò 

Veena blushed slightly and Adora couldnôt help but notice Grayskullôs 

annoyance.  Adora tried to fight the smile that crossed her face at the sight, but 

failed. 

ñCome,ò Gorr said.  ñJoin us for a hearty meal and catch us up on yer mission 

as we eat.  After that, we buy this poor woman some proper clothes.ò 

ñCatch you up?ò Adam asked. 
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ñWell, yes,ò Gorr replied.  ñPowers obviously sent us óere for a reason.  

Besides, itôs been far too long since Iôve joined my friend in battle.  Whatever your 

mission, we are joining ye, of course.  But enough talk.  First, food.ò 

ñAnd drinks,ò Grayskull added. 

ñOf course drinks, ye idjit,ò Gorr said with a laugh.  ñMind who yeôre talkôn to.ò 

é 
 

 After they had eaten, Gorr and his companions took them all to the garment 

district of the city and purchased Veena a new ensemble.  Clad in sandals and a 

hooded white linen robe accented with embroidery, she looked stunning and Adora 

marveled at the womanôs unique beauty.  When Veena caught sight of Grayskullôs 

expression upon seeing her, she smiled warmly. 

 ñYou look absolutely beautiful,ò he said in a voice so quiet that it was almost 

a whisper. 

 ñThank you,ò she said simply, although it was obvious that his reaction 

pleased her greatly. 

 ñNow that is the look of a proper Priestess of Zoar,ò Gorr said.  ñWouldnôt ye 

agree, Bash?ò 

 ñAye,ò the man replied. 

 ñTruly, both ladies are resplendent,ò Kordus said.  They were the first words 

that either man had spoken since Adora had met them. 

 Adora thanked Kordus for the compliment and quietly excused herself to find 

a sword, making her way to an area of the city where the blacksmiths were peddling 

their wares.  There were arms of many styles and shields to compliment them 

littering the shoulders of the cityôs main road.  Adora glanced around at the many 

vendors surrounding them.  She felt the Staff of Ka hooked to the rear of her belt 

and sighed.  This staff is excellent, she thought, but I miss the feeling of a sword in 

my hand.  She felt herself smile as she began to shop.  Although Adora was well-

trained with a staff, sheôd always been more comfortable with a blade.  She felt 

most like herself when she was holding the hilt of a sword.  It was something from 

her childhood with The Horde that she couldnôt shake, despite having had her eyes 

opened to Hordakôs evil and leaving the group years ago.  Besides, she now had 



132 

the power of Zoar flowing through her permanently.  She was She-Ra once again, 

albeit in a new way.  Added to that, she had her powerful Starburst armor to protect 

her.  An enchanted weapon almost seemed like overkill, especially to someone of 

her skill.  She preferred the challenge.  A simple sword would do, if she could find 

one made of good steel that had the proper balance and a sharp edge.  She was 

confident that she would be able to find one among such a broad selection and the 

search itself was half of the fun. 

é 
 

 Adam watched his sister walk away from the group on the search for a new 

blade and smiled.  Sheôd grown much since sheôd returned to Etheria years ago, 

bringing the fight to Hordakôs doorstep.  She was still younger than him, of course, 

due to the passage of time being different on Etheria than it was on Tellus, but sheôd 

grown so much as a person that he couldnôt help but be proud of her.  In many 

ways, she now seemed more grown up than he was.  When Adora had first left to 

join Etheriaôs Great Rebellion, sheôd still struggled with her inner demon: her alter 

ego Despara.  She wouldnôt have admitted it, of course, but Adam knew.  No one 

could shake an entire upbringing in just one year away from home, especially when 

that upbringing was full of indoctrination and brainwashing.  Adam hadnôt hesitated 

in inviting his newly-found twin sister to live with him and his family in Eternos 

Palace, but heôd known even then that a darkness remained within her that she 

hadnôt yet managed to purge.  In the year sheôd spent with them, sheôd often been 

moody and, on more than one occasion, had left the palace altogether to wander 

the wilderness in an attempt to try and find some peace within the tumultuous sea 

of emotions sheôd felt churning within her. 

Adora had always been good to Teela and Dare, and of course to Randor.  

She wanted desperately to experience the familial love that she hadnôt received as 

a child, but Adam had always sensed a feeling of jealousy from her as far as he 

was concerned.  After all, heôd been raised in a loving family and sheôd been raised 

by that despotic monster Hordak.  It was only natural that she would envy him to a 

degree, even though she knew that their separation as infants was not something 

he had any control over.  He had just been an innocent babe at the time, same as 

her.  Adam had noticed his sisterôs jealousy lessen over time and she eventually 

learned to love him as her brother, but it wasnôt something that had happened 

overnight.  Heôd never expected it to, but he was glad to see her finally come 

around.  However, it wasnôt long after that that sheôd left for Etheria, returning to the 
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war and leaving her newfound family behind.  Her sense of duty to the world sheôd 

grown up on had demanded it. 

 Although Adam was proud of her decision to return to Etheria to free it from 

Hordakôs tyranny, he still felt heartbroken by her decision.  Theyôd just begun to 

make some real progress in their relationship.  Sheôd finally accepted him as her 

brother, as someone she could confide in and allow herself to care for.  Heôd kept 

his disappointment in her leaving to himself.  He had longed to befriend his sister, 

to really feel as if their family was once again whole, and just when things were 

beginning to head in that direction, sheôd left.  Of course, he understood.  Etheria 

was her home, and Hordakôs rule was poisoning it.  Sheôd had to join the rebellion 

against the evil warlord and fight him.  She wanted to, but he suspected that she 

also felt sheôd had no choice.  Adam had just hated being separated from her for a 

second time. 

 It had now been several years since sheôd left.  Despite the length of time 

not being as great for her, sheôd used it to grow into a strong woman, now fully free 

of Hordakôs influence.  To see her smiling and enjoying being on this incredible 

adventure through time with him brought Adam joy.  Perhaps she cared more for 

him than he had once thought.  He only hoped that, when all of this was said and 

done, and theyôd returned to their future, that they would finally fulfill the prophecy 

and defeat Hordak once and for all.  He hoped, perhaps selfishly, that with Hordak 

gone, Adora might be able to come home for good.  Theyôd spent enough years 

apart. 

 ñHe-Man, may we speak privately?ò 

 Adam turned to see Veena approaching him, leaving Grayskull to catch up 

with his old friends.  ñOf course,ò he replied.  She indicated a balcony that looked 

out over the lower levels of the city and began walking toward it.  He joined her at 

its edge, taking in the beauty of Talok City and its rich history.  ñWhat is it?ò he 

asked. 

 ñI know that you long to return to your family, Adam.  I just wanted you to 

know that you and your sisterôs time here is nearly at an end.ò 

 ñReally?ò he asked.  ñThat is wonderful news.  Iôd expected that Grayskull 

would not become king for some time.ò 

 ñYour mission is to set him on the path, and you will.  The warriors that have 

joined us are the first step toward the throne.  They are instrumental in aiding him.  

However, our next step must be the Council of Elders.  Grayskull will never become 

king without their approval.ò 
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 ñIt was my understanding that they have a treaty with Hiss,ò he replied. 

 ñOnly due to their fear of him,ò she said.  ñThey have known of DôVann for 

years, but he was alone more often than not, save for Granger.  He has fought with 

these warriors before, true, but not for a great cause.  Now, they have united against 

Hiss, although none of them realize just how far that alliance will take them.ò 

 ñSo, you think Graykullôs having allies will help him gain favor with the 

Council?ò Adam asked. 

 ñI think it will give them the confidence to make the move against Hiss that 

they have wanted to make for so long,ò she answered.  ñGrayskull, they have 

feared, would fail if he fought against Hiss and his army alone, but now, with the aid 

of these warriors, not to mention you and your sister, they will see that he has the 

chance to be victorious.  It may be the push that they need.ò 

 ñSo how do we convince the Council?ò he asked. 

 ñWe will be before them before too long.ò 

 ñItôll be that simple?ò 

 ñNo,ò she replied.  ñIt will not be simple, but when they see that Grayskull has 

begun amassing warriors, they will rally behind him and then, in time, others will 

follow.  Humankind is not as weak as it fears it is.  Hiss has kept so many of these 

people subjugated for so long that they accept his words detailing their weaknesses 

as fact when in reality there is much strength to be found within them.ò 

 ñThey just have to believe that they can win,ò he said. 

 Veena turned toward him and smiled warmly.  ñYou begin to understand.  

Youôve not been He-Man for so long now that youôve begun to forget the hope that 

he inspired, the strength that he gave people to rise up against evil.  From this battle 

with Hiss, to the war that you and Adora will meet head on when you return to your 

time, it is hope that will win out over fear.  Never forget that, Adam.ò 

 ñThank you for reminding me, but I do have one question.ò 

 ñAnd what is that?ò 

 ñHow in the world are we going to convince Grayskull that he needs to 

become king?ò 

 ñLet me handle that,ò she answered.  ñIt is the will of Zoar, after all.ò 
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 ñYes, of course,ò he replied.  ñWhich is why I agree that it would be best if 

Zoar told him herself, or at least her priestess.ò 

 ñIndeed, and I know that once he is committed, he will do everything in his 

power to overthrow Hiss.  He is more than tired of the serpentine kingôs rule, as are 

many of the people in these lands.  They remember when Grayskull was a traveling 

hero.  It has been some time yes, but the people do not forget goodness so easily 

in these dark times.  There are many who will follow him.  They just have to get past 

their fear of Hiss.ò 

 ñWith the help of a little hope,ò Adam replied. 

 ñA lot of hope,ò Veena countered, ñbut I have no doubt that you and your 

sister can inspire it.  In many ways, that is why you are here.ò 
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10. 

A TREATY BROKEN 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Rattlor stood at the peak of the mountain and took in the sight of Talok City 

through his ocularis, a handheld device that allowed the user to see over great 

distances.  Lowering it, he grunted.  It was further than heôd thought, but he was 

sure that that was where he would find Grayskull.  The humansô precious Council 

of Elders was housed there and Rattlor had a feeling that they were up to no good, 

perhaps even ready to violate the treaty they had made with King Hiss.  In fact, they 

may have already if Nikolas Powers was as duplicitous as Hiss suspected.  If that 

were the case, war would soon be upon them.  Rattlor hoped so.  Heôd had more 

than enough of peace.  He was ready for blood and blood is what heôd have as 

soon as he found Grayskull. 

The general and twelve of his men, hand-picked by Rattlor himself, had 

discovered Grayskullôs trail back at a cave system that had, until then, been 

unknown to the Snake Men.  The trail had been hard to follow within the caves 

themselves, but when they had finally made their way through the complex series 

of tunnels, they were able to pick it up once more in the Mountains of Gnarl.  It had 

taken them days to make it this far.  Grayskull and at least two of his companions 

had been gifted by Zoarôs font.  The trek for them had more than likely been 
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relatively easy.  For Rattlor and his men, it had taken a considerable amount of time 

and energy.  They were all tired and hungry at this point.  Still, Rattlor forced them 

to press on.  He had seen firsthand what King Hiss did to those who failed him.  So 

far, heôd gotten off lightly.  He knew that that would not remain the case if he were 

to fail again.  Unfortunately for Grayskull and his friends, that wasnôt going to 

happen. 

é 
 

 Adam stood with his sister, admiring her new sword, graciously purchased 

for her by the warrior Bash, who had done so in the memory of his wife.  Apparently, 

Adora reminded him of her.  ñItôs an elegant blade,ò she told him, ñthough of course 

I miss my Sword of Protection.  When we get back, I swear Iôm going to kiss that 

thing.ò 

 Adam laughed.  ñThatôs a bit odd, but I suppose I understand.  When youôve 

carried a weapon for years, trained to think of it as an extension of yourself, itôs a 

strange feeling to be without it.ò  He knew that feeling all too well, himself. 

 ñIndeed,ò she agreed.   

ñAnd the Staff of Ka?ò he asked. 

ñStill safe with me,ò Adora answered, patting the spot where it hung from her 

belt.  ñIôm just more comfortable with a sword.ò  She was silent for a moment before 

speaking again.  ñI wonder how long we will be in this place?  Iôm enjoying our time 

together, but Iôm starting to worry.ò 

 Adam nodded.  ñIôve been feeling the same way, but Veena assures me that 

our mission in this time period is almost over.  Now that Grayskull has more warriors 

at his side, she claims that the Council of Elders will endorse him as king, provided 

he can defeat Hiss, of course.ò 

ñSo, who gets the lucky job of telling DôVann that he needs to become king?ò 

Adora asked. 

ñVeena said sheôll convince him,ò he said.  ñI saw them talking before, but I 

havenôt had a chance to ask either of them about it.  Still, you and I both know her 

true identity, but even as the priestess of Zoar that sheôs presenting herself to be, 

her words should carry a lot of weight with him.ò 
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 ñTrue,ò Adora conceded, ñthough I have to admit that itôs hard to imagine him 

as king.  He can carry himself as one when he wants to, but it doesnôt seem like it 

would suit him.ò 

 ñI agree, but I never thought it would suit me either, and yet here I am,ò he 

replied.  ñShe said that we have to have the support of the Council of Elders, and 

that weôll meet them, but I donôt know how weôre going to manage that.  Everything 

I know about them from history points to their being very secretive and well-

protected.ò  As Adam spoke, his eyes tracked the movements of several hooded 

figures, a half-dozen, at the far end of the merchantsô selling area. 

 ñWhat is it?ò Adora asked. 

 His eyes narrowed.  ñIt could be nothing,ò he said.  ñBut then again, it could 

be somethðò He was cut off as the hooded figures caught sight of him and began 

running toward them. 

 ñWhat?ò Adora repeated, this time turning to see the men for herself just as 

they shed their robed garments, their scales now glistening in the noonday sun. 

 ñSnake Men,ò Adam replied.  ñWe need to get these people out of here before 

things get ugly.ò  Seeing the Snake Men for themselves, merchants and buyers 

alike scattered with yelps of surprise.  Some screamed in fear.  It had been years 

since a Snake Man had been seen in Talok City, since the treaty had been signed. 

 ñI donôt think thatôs going to be a problem, brother,ò Adora said.  ñThey know 

something is wrong.  Where are Grayskull and the others?ò   

ñNearby,ò he answered.  ñI donôt know exactly, but I think theyôll hear us soon 

enough.ò  Within seconds, the Snake Men had drawn their weapons and were within 

yards of the two of them.  Adora and Adam each drew their swords and dropped 

into defensive positions in response. 

 ñFor the king!ò one of the serpents screamed as they each launched 

themselves into the air, flying toward Adam and Adora with deadly precision. 

 The Snake Menôs blades swung down viciously, but the twins leapt to the 

side just as their adversaries landed.  The square was quickly filled with the sounds 

of steel clanging against steel as their weapons met.  With the power of Zoar flowing 

through them, Adam and Adora made quick work of their enemies, leaving the 

Snake Men groaning on the street afterward.  Adora turned to see a seventh 

approaching from a side alley.  ñHe-Man, to your left!ò she yelled, but not before her 

brother was stuck hard with the beastôs tail, sending him flying into one of the 
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merchantôs tables, exploding it into splinters as various glass baubles shattered on 

the stone street. 

The Snake Man responsible stood upright and flicked his tongue at her.  His 

left arm hung at his side, considerably smaller than the right.  Seeing it, she realized 

that it was in fact a new growth replacing a lost limb.  ñWhereôsss Grayskull?ò he 

asked with a hiss. 

 ñI remember you,ò she said.  ñItôs strange that you would seek Grayskull out 

considering how badly he hurt you the last time you encountered him.ò 

 Rattlor looked down at the stump of his left arm and hissed furiously.  ñThis 

one owes him,ò he said.  ñAnd him,ò he continued, nodding toward where her brother 

was finding his feet once more. 

 ñSo, youôve come for blood?ò Adora asked. 

 ñI serve my masterôsss will,ò he replied, ñbut this time, Hissôs will is my own.ò  

He leapt at her and she swung her newly acquired sword in an upward angle.  Even 

with the power of Zoar flowing through her, the creature deflected the weapon with 

a powerful blow of its right arm, staggering her.  Adam appeared before he could 

land a second strike on her however, smashing into the beastôs side and tackling 

him into another table.  Her brother then took an incredibly strong blow to the jaw, 

the sound of impact making a resounding crack.  This creature was strong, she 

realized.  Stronger than sheôd expected.  Adam stumbled and rejoined her, the 

creature standing back at its full height once more, at least two heads taller than 

either of them.  ñWhere isss Grayskull?ò it asked again. 

 ñIôm sure heôll be here any minute,ò she said. 

 He laughed.  ñGood.  Let him come to your aid far too late.ò  With those 

words, he let out a loud roar and six more Snake Men dropped from the nearby 

rooftops, surrounding them. 

 ñI hope they get here soon,ò Adam said. 

 ñAnd spoil all of the fun?ò Adora asked with a wry smile.  The six newcomers 

jumped them, bringing both of them down to the ground in a mad struggle.  With 

loud grunts of exertion, all six were then flung back as Adam and Adora threw them 

aside.  The two of them went back-to-back and held their weapons at the ready. 

 ñDid we miss anything?ò Grayskull said.  All of them turned to see Grayskull 

flanked by Gorr, Bash, Val-Or and Kordus, each of them brandishing their weapons.  

Between the lot of them and the seven Snake Men, the odds were now even. 
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 ñWe were just talking about you,ò Adora replied.  ñGlad you could join us.ò 

 ñWell, we were in the area,ò Grayskull quipped.  Looking past her and her 

brother, Grayskull took in the sight of the giant Snake Man who was obviously the 

leader.  ñRattlor, I see your arm is growing back.ò  Rattlor sneered silently while 

Grayskull spoke.  ñIôm happy for you as I understand that your mother misses your 

gentle caress.ò  Rattlorôs nostrils flared as he bared his fangs and hissed. 

ñI thought it was his sister,ò Gorr said.  ñI can never remember.ò 

Grayskull and his friendsô laughter sent Rattlor into a frenzy.  ñKill them all!ò 

he screamed.   

The six other Snake Men rushed their enemies with a combined hiss, swords 

drawn and ready to draw blood.  Unfortunately for them, Grayskull and his 

companions far outmatched them.  Grayskullôs battle axe dispatched his opponent 

in seconds, meanwhile Gorr swung his twin axes, felling his opponent with little 

effort.  Bash followed suit with his spiked mace, knocking a Snake Man nearly a 

dozen feet away with his powerful blow.  Kordus likewise drew his sabre and took 

out two of them, much to the chagrin of Val-Or, who didnôt get to land a single strike 

with his broadsword.  Kordus shrugged sheepishly in response to the glare he 

received from his silent friend.  In a matter of moments, Rattlor was once again 

standing alone.  With a growl of anger, the general ran in the opposite direction. 

ñWhere are you going?ò Grayskull bellowed.  ñWeôre not even sweating!ò 

Gorr laughed at his friendôs bravado before saying what they were all 

thinking.  ñThatôs not thô last weôll see of him though, Iôm afraid, and next time, heôll 

have more than just a handful of warriors by his side.ò 

ñAye,ò Grayskull agreed.  ñSurely, he didnôt expect me to have picked up 

more allies in my time here.  He thought he had enough men.ò 

ñMany thought ye were crazy,ò Gorr admitted.  ñAlways going on about Zoar.  

Now, ye say that she has sent these two warriors to aid ye, not to mention the fact 

that ye travel with one of her priestesses.ò  Hanging his axes from his belt once 

more, Gorr looked at his friend DôVann and smiled.  ñYe may make a believer of 

me, yet.ò 

ñI am happy merely to have your help,ò Grayskull replied. 

ñAnd ye have it.  Mine and that of my men óere,ò Gorr said, indicating the 

others.  ñBe that as it may, what is the goal here, Grayskull?  Are we to overthrow 

Hiss once and for all?ò 
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Grayskull was about to speak but, before he could answer, more than a 

dozen armed city guards rushed onto the scene.  ñYouôre late,ò Grayskull chided. 

The center guard spoke first.  ñWe didnôt come to aid you.  You are to come 

with us.ò 

ñFor what reason?ò Grayskull asked. 

The guard looked around incredulously at the damages their battle had 

caused.  ñYou need to ask?ò 

ñWe were attacked,ò Grayskull reasoned.  ñSurely you see the Snake Men at 

our feet.ò 

The guard nodded.  ñAye.  They are the very reason that you and your friends 

must come with us.  You are all under arrest and must report to the Council of 

Elders immediately.ò 

ñFor what?ò Adam asked.  ñDefending ourselves?ò 

ñOf course not,ò the guard replied.  ñFor breaking the peace treaty with King 

Hiss.  For endangering all of us.ò 

ñWell, that isnôt how I expected us to get in to see the Council,ò Adam 

whispered to his sister. 

Adora glanced at him and smiled.  ñVeena said weôd meet them.  I guess she 

was right.ò  Her smile faded as the guard and each of his compatriots leveled heavy 

laser rifles at them. 

ñThis is the last time Iôll ask,ò the guard said.  ñHand over your weapons and 

come with us.ò  With the click of a button, he primed his weapon before continuing, 

the humming vibration that emanated from it sounding like the fear-inducing growl 

of Granger himself.  ñNow.ò 
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11. 

COUNCIL OF ELDERS 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 Adam and his six companions were led, weaponless but not bound in any 

way, into the tallest building within Talok City, known as the Hall of Elders.  They 

went peacefully, as Veena had explained to the group that it was in humanityôs best 

interest for the Council to see that there were those willing to defy King Hiss and 

his army, and that those people were good.  Gorr and his men had seemed less 

sure, and Grayskull himself remained silent.  Adam wondered how much Veena 

had told the man.  He knew that she wouldnôt divulge anything specific about the 

future as such a thing could in theory be very dangerous, but Adam assumed sheôd 

encouraged him to become a leader of men.  Grayskull himself had told Adam and 

his sister before theyôd infiltrated the Temple of Serpos that he wished to one day 

free all of Hissôs slaves from captivity, even the ones who abided his rule and didnôt 

realize that they were his slaves at all.  To Hiss, all humans were an inferior race 

and, having had a large part of the world under his control for nearly three centuries, 

this belief had been enforced to the point that even some of the humans themselves 

believed it.  Adam only hoped that Grayskull was ready for the responsibilities of 

being a ruler.  The man would become king, of that Adam was certain, but if Adam 

had learned anything on this trip to the distant past, it was that history was not 

always what he was taught that it was.  In fact, heôd now wager that it seldom was. 
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 The interior of the building itself was elaborately decorated.  Ornate windows 

with intricately embroidered curtains lined the walls.  The opulence on display in the 

Hall was not awe-inspiring to Adam at all, but rather disappointing; much like the 

grandeur of Zalesia, it left him with a bad taste in his mouth.  These locations 

prospered at the expense of the rest of the human world, which suffered under 

Hissôs rule.  Adam came from a time, and a lineage of kings, that believed in equality 

and taking care of oneôs people.  In this time, things were much different.  It was a 

time where a select few prospered greatly and did little to help those who could not 

do the same.  Adam had been taught by his father that everyone was equally 

deserving of happiness.  In a society as unbalanced as this one, those in power 

thrived by denying happiness to the ones they considered beneath them.  Those 

who tried to work their way up the ladder of society were pushed back down in 

response.  Unless they were a Snake Man, one had little hope of succeeding in this 

time period.  If it continued in this way, this world was bound to collapse under the 

weight of its own greed.  Adam knew that Grayskull would come to be the catalyst 

for that change and he didnôt envy the challenge his ancestor had ahead of him. 

He and his group were led into a large antechamber and further still to a 

staircase made of white marble, large enough that it spread across the entire 

expanse of the room.  Once theyôd reached the crest of the staircase and the door 

it led to, the city guards opened it, escorting them into an even larger room.  Rising 

from the floor were three marble columns, each at least fifteen feet in diameter.  

Atop each column arose a holographic representation of the Council of Eldersô 

members, each sitting cross-legged.  There were two females, on either end, and 

one male, who sat between them.  The woman on the left was an ebony human, 

while the one on the right was Gar.  All three Council members had their heads 

shaved to the scalp.  The man however, had a long white beard that billowed out 

almost comically. 

Adam surmised that the holograms, and their larger than life stature, served 

two purposes simultaneously.  One was that it was meant to invoke awe, to make 

the Elders appear almost godlike.  The other was likely for the Eldersô own 

protection.  In fact, the Elders themselves may not be in the city at all, he realized.  

The entire display was smoke and mirrors in the guise of nobility.  Nevertheless, 

Adam saw that his companions from this age did indeed look awed and impressed.  

It was entirely possible that holographic technology was not as prevalent in this age 

as it was in his own.  Could it be yet another holdover from before the Great Wars?  

The age before the Great Wars was beginning to fascinate him and he imagined 

that he would maintain that interest long after heôd returned home.  There was so 

much to learn from what had come before, if more traces of it could be found. 
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 ñGuards, you may leave us,ò the woman on the left said, her voice a soft 

contrast to her imposing holographic image.  The guards hesitated, but did as they 

were commanded, shutting the door behind them as they left.  Now the roomôs 

occupants consisted solely of Adam, Adora and their companions.  Adam wasnôt 

sure whether or not he could count the holographic presence of the Elders. 

Looking down at them from their marble columns, the Council remained 

silent just long enough for Adam to start feeling uncomfortable.  Eventually, the 

woman on the right, the gar, spoke.  ñYou stand accused of breaking the treaty with 

King Hiss of the Snake Men.  What say you in your defense?ò 

ñIt was he who broke the treaty, Milady,ò Grayskull said.  ñHe sent his soldiers 

to openly attack us in the marketplace, so we fought.  We fight for you, for our 

people, for we know that, in time, the ruler of the Snake Men would see us all dead, 

treaty or no treaty.ò 

ñTheir attack was unprovoked, then?ò the male Elder asked. 

ñEntirely,ò Gorr the Red replied, stepping forward to stand next to his friend. 

The Elder on the left sighed.  ñWhy do you lie to us?ò 

ñI fail to understand the question,ò Grayskull responded.  ñWhy is it that you 

doubt our word?ò 

ñBecause they already know that you provoked me when you invaded the 

temple of my god and desecrated it,ò a hologram of King Hiss said, materializing 

before the group at his normal size, merely a dozen feet or so in front of them.  He 

appeared in the guise of a man wearing dragon-scaled green armor. 

If Grayskull could have reached out and strangled the duplicitous creature, 

he would have.  ñHiss,ò he growled. 

ñDôVann Grayskull, I presume?ò the hologram of Hiss asked.  ñIôve heard 

many a tale about you, barbarian.  This is the first time Iôve seen you in person.  Iôm 

not impressed.ò 

Grayskull looked up at the Elders once more.  ñYou would make a mockery 

of this Council by inviting this,ò he paused, choosing his words carefully, ñthing here 

to speak against your own people?ò  The Elders remained silent. 

ñDo not focus your eyes on those crusty old idiots,ò Hiss replied, dismissing 

the Council with a wave of his hand, ñwhen your king stands before you.ò 
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ñYou are no king of mine,ò Grayskull said, his eyes shooting daggers at the 

man whose rule had kept him a slave for much of his childhood and continued to 

enslave countless others. 

ñYour Elders would claim otherwise, Brute,ò Hiss responded.  ñI learned quite 

a bit about you after speaking with your friend Nikolas Powers.  He was very 

forthcoming, once he had the proper persuasion.  You, DôVann Grayskull, were 

born on my lands and indeed were a slave of my people until you escaped, an 

escape which your peopleôs treaty with me condemns.  So, you see, not only am I 

your king, but you are, in fact, my property.ò 

ñI am no manôs property, vile serpent!ò Grayskull shouted, giving up on trying 

to retain a calm demeanor. 

ñAgain, DôVann, your Council disagrees,ò Hiss retorted.  ñYou belong to me, 

as does your priestess friend that you stole from me.  As such, they have apologized 

to me for your behavior and have promised your safe return to me and my slavers.  

Once I have you back home once again, I promise you that you will regret invading 

my temple.ò  He eyed Veena as he spoke.  ñSoon enough you will both learn what 

it is to be broken.ò 

ñThe only thing broken will be your bloody neck!ò Grayskull roared. 

While the Council of Elders recoiled from Grayskullôs rage, Hiss merely 

smiled, the expression looking out of place upon his granite-like features.  For a 

split-second, Hissôs ruse flickered and failed; his skin showing its true, scaly nature 

as he briefly lost his concentration.  He quickly recovered and maintained his human 

disguise.  ñYou have much fire in you, slave.  I look forward to meeting you in 

person.  I will see you and the priestess soon.  I have little interest in the others,ò 

he said, addressing the Council for the first time.  ñYou can do with them as you 

wish.ò  The holographic image then flickered and was gone. 

ñHow can you let this stand?ò Grayskull demanded of the Elders.  ñHow can 

you let this monster run roughshod over your people, the very people who put their 

faith in you and your wisdom?  How can you let him continue to rule?ò 

ñWhat would you have us do?ò the Gar elder asked.  ñWe must maintain 

peace.ò 

ñYour peace is a lie!ò Grayskull shouted, his hands shaking with anger.  ñThe 

thing you call peace is merely subjugation, propped up on the bones of what was 

once the pride of humankind.  This city and this Council have long been symbols of 

hope for many who will never know freedom, for they died due to the very lie that 
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you yourselves sold them.  For far too long have you bartered your peopleôs blood 

for your own security.  Damn you!  For years, I slaved away, watching my family 

and countless others like it be torn apart by Hiss and his army.  When I escaped, I 

swore to myself, nay, to my very goddess, that I would never again allow such a 

thing to happen; that one day I would return to those lands and free every last one 

of Hissôs slaves; that I would destroy that monster once and for all.  Over time I lost 

my way, forgot my promise, and now when I stand here and look at you I see that 

same weakness; my weakness.  I see it in you and it sickens me.  I remember that 

promise now and once again I say that I will fight!  With or without your approval.  I 

say that I am here to fight for you, for our people, and you, you servile vipers, you 

still betray me to Hiss for the sake of the lie that you call peace.ò  Grayskullôs face 

dripped with sweat as he looked to the floor.  ñDamn you,ò he repeated. 

Adam had never seen the man so enraged, had never seen the pain that 

Grayskull carried displayed so openly.  He knew now, in that instant, that his 

ancestor was every bit the man heôd read about as a child.  He was born to be king.  

If only the Council could likewise see that truth.  The three holograms of the Elders 

remained silent as they flickered and soon enough, they too were gone.  The door 

at their back opened and the bevy of guards entered once more.  ñYou all are to 

come with us,ò one of them said.  ñYou will wait in the holding cells below until the 

Elders pass final judgement.ò  Grayskull merely nodded and followed them, the 

others in tow. 

ñGrayskull,ò Gorr spoke up as they were all chained together in a line, ñdo ye 

intend to back up what ye just said?ò 

ñAye,ò Grayskull replied.  ñEvery word of it.ò 

Gorr smiled.  ñThen I will be happy to fight beside ye, when thô time comes.  

Right to thô end.ò 

ñQuiet,ò the guard said.  Once they were chained, they were taken to 

individual cells on the basement level of the building and locked inside them, each 

of them wondering what was to come next. 

... 
 

Grayskull sat down on the lone cot within his cell and rubbed his temples.  It 

had been many years since heôd voiced that kind of anger aloud.  It simmered deep 

within him always, but seldom did he let it boil over as he had in the Council 
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Chamber.  It had been cathartic and yet useless at the same time.  He felt as if heôd 

been shouting at ghosts, as if the Eldersô holographic forms were nothing more than 

ethereal images that heard not a single word heôd said.  That is why it was with 

great surprise that he saw who came to visit him, some hours later.  Looking up, his 

eyes took in the sight of the Elder whoôd been seated in the center; the human male.  

With a gentle smile, he spoke.  ñI am Eldor,ò he said.  ñWe need to talk.ò 
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12. 

SUBTERFUGE 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 ñHiss has eyes everywhere, including those of the electronic variety within 

the Council Chamber itself,ò the Council member called Eldor explained.  ñIt is not 

safe to speak there.ò 

ñAnd it is here?ò 

ñI believe so.ò 

ñYou are here of your own accord, then?ò Grayskull asked. 

ñThe others, Elan and Elisa, know that I am here.  I speak for all of us,ò he 

said.  ñDo you mean what you say?  Will you fight for our people?ò  The man stood 

before him in the flesh, and Grayskull knew that no mere hologram would be able 

to convey the fear and conflict that he saw within the Council of Elders memberôs 

eyes as he spoke.  ñTruly?ò  His tone was almost pleading. 

 Grayskull nodded.  ñI made a promise, though fulfilling it will be difficult if Iôm 

locked within a cell.  I have the power to break free,ò he admitted, ñbut I had hoped 

to have your support.  I fear that I will fail without it.ò 



149 

ñYou have it,ò he said. 

He took in the sight of the man and tried to ascertain the validity of his words.  

He certainly appeared afraid, perhaps they all were, but was that enough to get the 

Council on his side when it really mattered?  ñWhy the sudden change of heart?ò 

he asked. 

 ñThere is nothing sudden about it, I assure you,ò Eldor said as he stood on 

the opposite side of the cellôs barred door.  As the man looked in on him, he felt like 

a caged animal on display within a zoo.  Then again, maybe the Council felt they 

needed an animal to take on Hiss and his army.  ñWeôve been waiting for you, or 

someone like you, for a long time.  The Council has been unhappy with the situation 

weôve found ourselves in for many years,ò he said.  ñWe wish to keep as many of 

our people safe as possible, but there is little the Council can do other than 

negotiate, and often negotiations with Hiss become compromises, if not full 

acquiescence.  We are not warriors.ò 

 ñYou have many warriors who would have fought for you; for our people,ò 

Grayskull argued. 

 ñYes, but none like you,ò Eldor replied.  ñNone who would have had the 

chance to succeed.  Any others would have died for nothing.ò 

 ñThey would have died for honor,ò Grayskull said angrily as he stood and 

approached the Council member, separated only by the metal bars between them.  

ñA true warrior would rather die for a cause than live in the shameful society that 

you have created for them; a society of slaves.  You, here in Talok City, and your 

allies in Zalesia, you are no freer than those who live in under the thumb of Hiss, 

for you live under it also.  You just convince yourselves that you do not.  Your 

treaties and half-measures have created this world.  This prison,ò he indicated the 

walls that surrounded him, ñwe are both trapped within it.ò 

ñThen help us make things right,ò Eldor said, his tone pleading.  ñHelp us fix 

this.ò 

ñI will make this right, if you give me the means,ò he said, ñbut not for you.  I 

will do it for our people.ò 

ñYes,ò Eldor said with a nod.  ñFor our people.ò 

ñWhat would you have me do?ò he asked.  
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ñAllow Hiss to take you and your friend,ò he replied.  ñAllow him to think that 

he has won, as he always has in the past.  He has never known the Council to be 

anything other than weak.  He will not suspect treachery.ò 

ñHow does getting captured serve our cause?ò he countered. 

ñSurely you will get close to him.  He is a vain ruler and will wish to gloat over 

his prize,ò he answered.  ñYou will likely get closer to him than any army we 

assembled would be able to manage.ò 

Grayskull nodded, beginning to see the Elderôs logic.  With the power of Zoar, 

and her blessing, he would be able to escape his confinement.  He was sure of that.  

He would likely be killed himself after dispatching Hiss, but perhaps then those 

opposed to the serpent king would have a chance at taking back the world.  Maybe 

his sacrifice would free his people.  ñWhat of my friends?ò 

ñLeave them to us,ò the man replied.  ñThey will be well cared for.ò 

ñSurely, I will die in this attack,ò he said.  ñIt would be good to know that it 

was for a cause that you will see through.ò 

ñWe will,ò Eldor assured him, ñand while there is a possibility that you will 

die,ò the man acknowledged, ñit is one that I doubt.  You can succeed in either 

event.  Die, and you will be a martyr for your people, allowing a free world to rise 

from your ashes.ò  Eldor paused, looking him deep in the eye.  ñLive,ò he continued, 

ñand you will be more than just a martyr.  You will be their king.ò 

Grayskullôs eyes widened.  Veena had said that a great destiny awaited him, 

but the Elderôs words came as a shock to him.  ñI have no desire to be king,ò he 

replied. 

ñAnd that,ò Eldor said with a knowing smile, ñis why you will be a great one.ò  

Grayskull remained silent as the Elder turned to leave.  ñArrangements have been 

made.  You and the priestess will leave at dawn.ò  With those words, the man who 

represented the Council of Elders left him.  Grayskull stared into the empty hallway 

long after heôd gone. 

ñYou have presented me with a true challenge, my Goddess,ò he said quietly, 

hoping that Zoar could hear his words as he looked up.  ñI accept.ò  Returning to his 

cot, he laid down to rest.  He had a long journey ahead of him.  While he felt some 

shame at the thought of Veena being sent to Hiss with him, for he had vowed to 

protect her, he took some small comfort in the fact that he would be able to share 

his journey with a woman as lovely as she.  He silently reprimanded himself for his 
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lapse of faith.  With a priestess of Zoar with him, victory was assured, and there 

was no other woman heôd rather have at his side as he attained it. 

é 

 

Grayskullôs wrists were sore from the constant pressure of the iron shackles 

that held them above his head, tight to the walls of the caged transport that carried 

himself and Veena on their long journey to the heart of King Hissôs kingdom.  She 

sat across from him, though she was not restrained.  Being a human woman, she 

was not seen as a threat by the Snake Men.  In any other situation, Grayskull would 

have laughed.  The serpents knew far less about human women than they thought 

they did.  The servants of Hiss who had come to retrieve them had allowed Veena 

to keep her new attire and Grayskull was glad for it.  Heôd already failed his promise 

to keep her safe.  He would have hated himself if heôd also allowed her to be 

humiliated physically.  Grayskull, in contrast, had been disarmed and stripped of 

the armor Nikolas had given him, left clad only in his furred loincloth, which hung 

low in front and back.  Even his feet were bare.  He himself felt no shame, however.  

The power of Zoar flowed through him and he had to have faith that that would be 

all the armor heôd need. 

Veena had thus far remained silent on their journey and he pondered the 

possibility of her anger.  Heôd not told her of the Councilôs plans, or even that heôd 

spoken to Elan at all.  He hadnôt had the opportunity and, more than that, he felt he 

must guard that secret closely, even from her.  He wished he could tell her.  It was 

entirely possible that Veena hated him for allowing her to be taken back to Hiss.  

Her gaze caught his own and the corners of her mouth lifted in a friendly smile, 

dispelling any such notions immediately.  ñDo not fear, DôVann,ò she said in that soft 

voice of hers that heôd come to love hearing, ñthe Goddess is with you.ò  Grayskull 

nodded.  If anyone had more faith in Zoar than he did, it was Veena.  Once again, 

he was happy to have her with him.  It was then, and only then, that he flushed at 

his near nudity.  She should not have to see him like this.  Noticing his blushing, 

she smiled once more and looked away, seemingly embarrassed herself. 

 The transport that carried them was a part of a long convoy and Grayskull 

suspected that they were not the only prisoners aboard.  He only hoped that he 

could defeat Hiss before any of the poor souls that were with them met an 

unfortunate end.  He wanted to save them, to protect them.  For years, heôd 

wandered, thinking that he was serving Zoar as her champion when he was merely 

serving his own ego.  He knew now that this mission was his true purpose.  Heôd 
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been chosen for this journey, for these moments, and he silently vowed to pay close 

attention to those moments as they came, and would hold onto them long after they 

had drifted into the past.  It had been nearly twelve hours to his estimate since 

theyôd left Talok City, and the sun was setting in the distance.  He wondered whether 

they would continue through the night, or stop for sleep.  Another hour passed 

before he had his answer, the caravan slowing to a stop somewhere just outside 

the Valley of Barathru, judging by the mountain peaks lying to either side ahead of 

them.  Theyôd made remarkable time, and were indeed within serpent territory, but 

the valley was dangerous at night and the Snake Men would not want to be taken 

by surprise by the creatures that hunted by the light of the moon.  Instead, it seemed 

they would wait until morning.  There was one thing he was now sure of: they were 

not going back to the Temple of Serpos.  Travelling through the valley was 

unnecessary to get there.  The snakes wouldnôt risk traversing the valley if the 

temple were their destination.  So where in blazes were they going?  The only place 

he could think of that made any sense was a city whose name held no secrets: 

Slave City. 

é 
 

 Grayskull awoke from a fitful sleep and shivered.  The night was cold and his 

skin prickled as a crisp breeze passed through the caged transport that held them.  

Veena was already awake, her eyes visible in the moonlight.  Sensing his 

discomfort, she crawled toward him within the cramped space and positioned her 

body next to his own.  Wordlessly, she embraced him to share her warmth.  He was 

amazed at the heat of her touch and soon began to feel at peace once more.  He 

meant to thank her, but as he looked down at her face, its right side resting 

comfortably against his chest, he saw that she was already asleep. 

é 
 

 The shaking of the transport, once again on the move, awoke Grayskull for 

the final time.  Veena was no longer holding him, instead sitting across from him 

just as she had been the day previous.  Feeling the heat of the sun upon his skin, 

a stark contrast to the cold heôd remembered, he wondered if their embrace had 

been but a dream.  He looked outward, the mountain ranges on either side of the 

caravan confirming his earlier thoughts regarding their route.  They were deep in 
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the midst of the Valley of Barathru, now certainly on their way to Slave City, where 

King Hiss would be awaiting them.  Grayskull wondered if the old snake would 

consider the wait worth it once his newly prized possession had its hands wrapped 

around his throat, squeezing the life from his vile body.  ñDo you know where they 

are taking us?ò Veena asked, snapping his mind back from fantasy. 

 ñSlave City, most likely,ò he answered.  ñIt is almost a straight line from here 

to there, that is if we continue traveling northeast.ò 

 ñAre you afraid?ò she asked. 

 ñNo,ò he answered, with no doubt in his voice. 

 ñHow can you not be?ò 

 Grayskull looked to the sky briefly before he answered.  ñI feel that my 

Goddess is with me, just as you said.ò 

 ñShe is always with you,ò Veena countered. 

 Grayskull nodded.  ñI have felt her presence more as of late.ò 

 Veena was silent for a long moment before speaking again.  ñWill we be 

separated once we get there?ò 

 ñI do not know, though I suspect that we will be, yes,ò he answered, catching 

a brief look of sadness in her eyes before she looked away from him and back 

toward the rest of the caravan ahead of them.  

 In time, she turned to face him again.  ñThen we should make the most of 

our time here,ò she said. 

 ñWhat do you mean?ò he asked. 

 Making her way toward him, she took his face in her hands and brought her 

lips to his.  The priestessôs kiss was gentle at first, like the light brushing of rose 

petals against the skin, before increasing in its intensity.  After what felt like forever, 

she pulled away breathlessly.  ñForgive me, but I knew you would never be so bold 

on your own,ò she said, smiling. 

 ñYou are a priestess of Zoar,ò he replied, bewildered by her actions, ñand so 

I did not dare to be.ò 

 ñMy heart leapt the very moment I first saw you, DôVann Grayskull,ò she said.  

ñI had thought that I understood love, but being in your presence has shown me 

how naive I had been.  I soon knew that I had never felt true love at any time before.  
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I would make any sacrifice to be with you, DôVann; to be one with you in the eyes 

of the universe.  Were I the Goddess herself, I would find a way to be with you.ò 

 ñBut your dutiesðò 

 ñBegin and end with carrying out the will of Zoar,ò she interrupted, ñand how 

could it not be her will if I, her servant, feel this so strongly?ò 

 ñI donôt, Iðò he stammered. 

 ñDo you not feel the same?ò she asked, pulling away further still.  Her eyes 

welled with tears, embarrassed at her own boldness. 

 ñI do,ò he said without hesitation, wishing to put her mind at ease.  ñItôs just 

difficult for me to articulate my feelings while shackled.ò 

 She laughed quietly.  ñYes, I suppose that it would be.  This is an odd 

situation in which to proclaim my feelings, surely, but these quiet moments are 

fleeting.  Soon we will be at Hissôs door and in much greater danger.ò 

 ñYes.ò 

 ñThen let us embrace these moments while they are ours to do with as we 

please.ò  Leaning in, she kissed him once more and this time he returned it 

vigorously.  She embraced him tightly and he welcomed the warmth of her body 

pressed against his own.  Perhaps the previous night had not been a dream after 

all, but what followed felt equally as ethereal just the same. 

é 
 

 The convoy had traversed the Valley of Barathru in the light of day with no 

incidents and the sun was now sitting low in the sky.  Grayskull could not see ahead 

due to his chains, but Veena was able to make out what was before them if she 

placed her head through their transportôs bars.  ñWhat do you see?ò he asked. 

 Peering through to the best of her ability, Veena looked ahead, using her 

right hand to shield her eyes from the sun.  ñI see a large structure, what looks like 

an arena, surrounded by smaller buildings.ò 

 ñSlave City,ò Grayskull confirmed.  ñAs I suspected.ò 

 ñWe are nearly there,ò she said, a hint of sadness in her voice.   
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ñEverything will be alright,ò he assured her, ñin time.ò 

 ñI believe you.ò 

 They crossed the border into the city just before dark.  As the convoy 

stopped, Snake Men from the city met them and began gathering the newly 

acquired slaves, of which there were many, from the transports.  A half-dozen 

guards came to the car that held Veena and Grayskull.  Veena was held tightly by 

two of them, leaving the other four to tend to Grayskull, unchaining him.  On his way 

into the city, the four guards surrounded him, one on each side, holding his arms in 

iron grips, the others positioned ahead and behind him.  With his excessive 

strength, he could have escaped easily, but that was not the plan.  Keeping this in 

mind, he fought to control his temper as Veena was pulled into a separate building 

with the other slaves.  Grayskull, it seemed, would be getting his own private cell.  

Veena called out to him as they took her, but he merely smiled in return.  ñDo not 

fear,ò he said.  In that moment, she was gone from his sight.  He prayed to Zoar 

that she would be alright, vowing that Hiss would pay dearly if any harm came to 

her. 

 He was then led into an adjacent building.  It, like the others, was made of 

sandstone, common in this arid place.  The building itself was squat, already lit by 

torchlight.  He hadnôt had a chance to take in the view of the arena, but assumed 

that he would be seeing it up close soon enough.  His escorts lead him to a cell 

recessed into the walls, the door made of iron bars.  The floor of the cell was simple 

dirt.  ñIf you attempt essscape, we will kill the woman,ò the guard ahead of him said 

matter-of-factly as it slid the door to the side, the rest of them quickly ushering 

Grayskull inside.  The slam of the door closing echoed throughout the building, 

followed by the sound of the lock catching within it. 

 ñWhen do I get to see Hiss?ò Grayskull asked.  ñI demand to see him.ò 

 The guard who had spoken previously hissed with anger.  ñThree thingsss, 

human.  The first is that you will address him as your king, the second is that no 

one sees him unless he wishes it, and the third is that you are in no position to be 

demanding anything, especially if you care about the companion that you brought 

with you.ò  The guard paused for a long moment, eying him sharply.  ñUnderstood?ò 

it asked.  

ñI understand,ò Grayskull replied.  ñBut only because I want no harm to come 

to her.ò 

The Snake Man scoffed as it turned away from him and began to walk away.  

ñYou humansss are so weak.  Itôs pathetic.ò  The guard stopped at the end of the 
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hall and joined several others who appeared to be remaining there, as extra 

insurance that Grayskull would not seek to escape.  Their presence was of little 

importance.  With Veena in danger, Grayskull could do very little except maintain 

his patience until their serpentine King decided to show himself, and he would.  

Grayskull was sure of it.  He just wondered how long he would have to wait. 
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13. 

THE ARENA 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 Grayskull awoke on the cold floor of his cell, the dirt sticking to his skin as he 

sat upright.  It had been three days since his arrival, the sunlight which filled the 

hallway his only means of keeping time from within his windowless cell.  Heôd been 

given two meals a day, each of them nothing more than stale bread and dirty water.  

Thankfully the power of Zoar that flowed through him gave him strength despite his 

hunger.  Heôd spent the first day waiting to be brought before Hiss, but it had never 

happened.  The second heôd spent worrying about Veena and his friends back in 

Talok City.  What had become of them?  The Council of Elders had entrusted 

Grayskull with this private mission, but would they be so bold as to free his friends, 

or would that be too brazen?  Too much of an open affront to King Hiss?  Were they 

still sitting in their own cells back in that place?  Veena, his guards had claimed, 

was still safe so long as Grayskull didnôt make any attempt at escape.  He knew 

that the Snake Men could not be trusted, but he wouldnôt risk her well-being in any 

case, and so he remained where he was, silently waiting.  The third day is when 

the anger set in.  Hiss had hoped for despair, surely, but that was an emotion as 

alien to Grayskull these days as any other that would cause him to lose his way.  

Heôd spent far too long feeling abandoned by the Goddess.  Here and now however, 

she had sent him many a friend, fine warriors all and, in Veena, something more.  
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All was going according to Zoarôs plan.  He would not give into despair again.  The 

anger he felt was righteous and soon enough would be unleashed upon those who 

deserved it; who had earned it. 

 Just as the thought had passed, Grayskull noticed a commotion brewing 

outside.  If he werenôt mistaken, heôd swear that it bore the sound of a large crowd.  

Heôd been so lost in thought that heôd not heard it before.  It was then that he 

realized why heôd been made to wait.  Hiss had given his followers a chance to 

travel to the city and assemble in the hope of humiliating Grayskull in front of them 

all.  He wondered what type of spectacle Hiss had in mind.  Grayskull chuckled to 

himself as several guards came for him, unlocking the door to his cell and sliding it 

open.  If Hiss had expected to confront an exhausted and weary foe, heôd clearly 

underestimated Grayskullôs resolve. 

 ñYou are to come with usss,ò one of the guards said. 

 ñI gathered as much,ò Grayskull replied.  ñLead the way, then.ò  Knowing that 

Grayskull wouldnôt risk any harm coming to Veena, the guards didnôt bother 

shackling him, instead clustering around him, weapons at the ready.  They lead him 

out of the squat building that had held him for the past three days and out into the 

streets of Slave City.  A crowd of Snake Men and Snake Women had gathered in 

the streets to meet him, cursing him and throwing detritus at him as he passed.  To 

them, Hiss was a conquering hero, Grayskull the wandering vagabond who had 

attacked them time and time again over the years.  To Hissôs people, Grayskull was 

perceived as a coward, for that is the picture that their king had painted of him.  

Soon enough, they would learn differently.  He just had to remain faithful that Zoar 

would see him through the obstacles which gathered before him. 

 His escorts walked him the long way around the arena to make sure that all 

the loyal citizens of Slave City, those who were the worst of the Snake Menôs lot, 

saw him and had the opportunity to shout obscenities at him.  Their words did not 

faze him, for he had his end goal within sight, and he was in a better position than 

Hiss or anyone else would admit.  Once theyôd reached the open archway that led 

into the heart of the arena, the guards directed him through it.  To either side were 

passages that led to the seats that surrounded it, but he was led down to the lower 

level that made up the arena floor itself.  Once heôd reached the center of the large 

circle, the guards left him, sealing the entrance to the arena floor and locking it 

behind them.  Grayskull now stood alone in the center of the mass of his enemies, 

awaiting his fate. 

 A loud cheer erupted as King Hiss himself walked out onto a balcony that 

overlooked the killing floor.  The crowd chanted his name as if he were a living god, 
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and Grayskull knew that to them, in many ways, he was.  Hiss had made it clear 

that heôd been chosen by Serpos to lead.  Grayskull now knew that Serpos had 

nothing to do with it, but Hissôs people were convinced and that was all that 

mattered.  Next to Hiss stood his general, Rattlor.  The beastôs arm had now fully 

grown back, though the scales that covered it were lighter in color than the rest of 

him.  The new scales were still young and fragile.  As the roar of the crowd showed 

no sign of stopping, the king raised his hands, commanding silence.  He was still 

disguised in his human garb, which Grayskull found surprising.  Surely, he was safe 

here, among his own people.  The choice to remain in his human form was odd, 

Grayskull thought. 

He put the thought in the back of his mind when, with an authoritative voice, 

the king began to speak.  ñWelcome, my brothers and sisters!ò Hiss shouted, the 

acoustics of the structure carrying his voice to even the farthest corners.  ñYou see 

before you, the enemy.  DôVann Grayskull was once a slave, like those other 

humans whom you clothe and care for and, much like some of them, an unsettlingly 

growing number, I admit, he did not see my benevolence; our benevolence.  In fact, 

he insulted our hospitality by running away like a rat!ò  The roar of the crowd 

renewed, and Hiss silenced it once more.  ñBut we always catch our prey.  While it 

is true that it is not this manôs fault that he was born of a lower species, he must 

learn his place in the world, lest others like him rise up and upset the balance our 

lord Serpos has set.ò 

 ñKill him then, my king!ò a voice from the crowd shouted. 

 Hiss smiled coldly.  ñPatience, my people.  First, Grayskull will serve as a 

lesson for those slaves who wish to revolt, who wish to turn up their noses at the 

opportunities that we give them, but one of you will act as another lesson altogether.  

One of you will serve as a lesson of what happens to those who would fail their 

king.ò  A quiet murmur spread through the crowd, wondering the meaning of their 

kingôs words.  They got their answer when, with a gesture, a swarm of guards 

rushed Rattlor, tossing the general from the balcony to the dirt floor below, where 

he landed with a violent thud. 

The fall would have killed a human, but Rattlor raised up on a knee before 

standing fully.  He looked up at his king with fury in his reptilian eyes.  ñWhat is the 

meaning of thisss?ò Rattlor demanded. 

ñWhat is there to explain?ò Hiss asked.  ñI commanded you to kill Grayskull 

and you failed.  Now is the time for you to make up for it; one final chance to destroy 

him.  Do it, and you may rejoin me at my side.  Fail again, and if Grayskull doesnôt 

kill you, then I will seal your fate myself.ò 
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With a ferocious hiss, Rattlor spun and faced Grayskull.  It wasnôt the serpent 

that Grayskull wanted to kill the most, but the world would surely be better off 

without him.  Spreading his arms wide, Grayskull, still stripped nearly bare, with no 

weapons in sight, gladly accepted the challenge.  ñNo use crying over it, General,ò 

he taunted.  ñWe may as well finish this.ò 

ñIôll finish you!ò Rattlor shouted as he rushed the man, his talons coming 

dangerously close to Grayskull as the warrior ducked and rolled to the right. 

ñYouôll have to manage to strike me first,ò Grayskull retorted as he nimbly 

sprang to his feet.  The crowd erupted with laughter, despite their allegiance, the 

sound of which angered the general even more.  Rattlor hissed violently, tongue 

flicking the air, his massive tail slapping the ground aggressively.  Without a word, 

he rushed the human again, and again Grayskull narrowly managed to avoid the 

blow, this time leaping over the generalôs tail as the serpent attempted to take out 

his legs.  Rattlor roared in anger when he missed, quickly lashing his heavy tail at 

Grayskull once again.  This time, the warrior wrapped both arms around the 

appendage and began to turn with such speed that, aided by the power of Zoar, he 

lifted the Snake Man off his feet and, after spinning fully around several times, 

hurled him into the side wall of the arena, just a dozen feet or so below the 

spectators.  Rattlor collided into the wall with such an impact that it cracked.  Several 

members of the crowd grew wide-eyed at the sight of a human with such strength. 

Grunting, Rattlor once again gained his footing.  ñYou may be ssstrong, you 

may be fast, but you are human filth and alwaysss will be.ò 

ñI wouldnôt have it any other way,ò Grayskull replied, spreading his arms wide 

a second time.  ñTry to actually land a blow this time.ò  Rattlor glanced up at his 

king, who merely gave that cold, emotionless smile of his.  With another primal 

scream, the serpentine general once again launched himself at Grayskull, tagging 

him with a blow from his tail that the man failed to block, the impact of which sent 

Grayskull flying into the adjacent wall, which also cracked as he slammed into it.  

Rattlor had regained a bit of his pride by mirroring Grayskullôs feat of strength.  

Shaking off the effects of the strike, Grayskull stood, raising his right hand to move 

the hair out of his eyes.  When his vision cleared, he saw that Rattlor was already 

upon him, throwing him hard to the dirt floor, which kicked up a cloud of dust as he 

landed. 

Rattlor rained blows upon Grayskull until blood trickled from a split in the 

manôs lower lip.  ñSo, you do bleed,ò Rattlor said, loud enough for the crowd to hear.  

ñPrepare to bleed much more!ò he shouted, the arena cheering in response as their 

general clasped his clawed hands high in preparation for a clubbing blow.  Before 
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he could attack again, Grayskull balled his right hand into a tight fist and struck 

Rattlor directly under the jaw, knocking the Snake Man backward and off of him.  

The beast rolled himself over onto his hands and knees, but Grayskull quickly leapt 

up and atop of him before he could stand, wrapping his right arm around the beastôs 

neck and grabbing it with his left in a chokehold stronger than any Rattlor had ever 

felt, much less from a human. 

The brutish general managed to struggle to his feet with Grayskull still riding 

upon his back.  Wrapping his legs around the snakeôs abdomen, Grayskull applied 

even more pressure as the reptilian creature stumbled about before falling to his 

knees and ultimately collapsing to the ground on his stomach as he lost 

consciousness.  With a final jerk of his powerful arms, Grayskull snapped the 

beastôs neck, the sickly crack echoing throughout the arena as the crowd fell silent 

in shock.  Grayskull unwrapped himself from the generalôs body and stood upright 

once more.  He flung his long hair over his back and groaned.  His breathing was 

labored, a result of his lack of food in harsh alliance with the feeling of exhaustion 

the battle had brought upon him.  ñTry growing that back,ò he said with a grunt as 

he stumbled, falling back to the ground.  Slowly, he raised himself up again and 

faced Hiss, who still stood high on his balcony.  ñWhy not come down here and try 

to finish me yourself?ò he shouted.  The crowd let out a collective gasp. 

Hissôs smile, which heôd worn throughout the battle, had faded.  ñPerhaps.  

In due time.ò  He clapped and the gate behind Grayskull opened, four guards 

dragging Veena inside of it and throwing her down violently to the earthen floor.  

She regained her footing and stood, rushing away from her captors toward 

Grayskull. 

ñAre you alright?ò he asked her. 

ñFor now,ò she said.  ñIt is good to see that you are still alive, despite the 

circumstances.ò 

ñI feel the same,ò Grayskull replied, and he meant it.  She was safest here 

with him than anywhere else.  He damned his own thoughts as the guards then 

rolled two cages out to the center of the arena.  Each cage contained a griffin, both 

large enough and ferocious enough to kill a dozen men.  With two, even Grayskull 

would be challenged, especially if he also had to keep Veena safe. 

ñI promised you that no harm would come to her, so long as you obeyed me,ò 

Hiss said.  ñI lied, of course.  It is time for you to be broken.  Irreparably.  Will Zoar 

save you, Priestess, or will you die like so many others she has ignored?ò  With 

another clap of his hands, he shouted ñrelease them!ò and the crowd rejoiced as 

the guards opened the cages simultaneously, releasing the griffins onto the killing 
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floor.  Three of the guards were killed by the escaping griffins immediately, their 

razor-sharp beaks tearing into the Snake Menôs scaly flesh in an effort to quell their 

hunger.  The fourth guard ran for his life, making it a quarter of the way toward the 

exit before the leftmost griffin pounced and sliced the Snake Man in half with its 

powerful back talons.  The crowd erupted at the sight of the gore that theyôd come 

to see.  For all its violence, Grayskullôs battle with Rattlor had been fairly bloodless, 

and the crowd was quickly growing impatient at the lack of spectacle.  Judging from 

the volume of their cheers, the griffins were a most welcome sight. 

ñGet behind me,ò Grayskull shouted to Veena as he faced the beasts, which 

were now focused purely on them.  As she did so, he caught a better look at the 

griffins and pitied them, seeing that their wings were chained down to their sides to 

prevent their escape.  Griffins were by no means peaceful animals, but it was 

uncommon for them to attack humanoids without provocation.  The chains, along 

with their highly aggressive behavior told Grayskull that these animals had been 

severely abused by Hissôs men in an effort to make them even more dangerous, all 

for the serpentsô own entertainment.  He wondered how Veena felt about it.  As a 

high priestess for the goddess of all life, he imagined that she felt for these creatures 

even more than he did.  He never had the chance to ask her. 

ñLook out!ò Veena shouted as the griffin on their left attacked suddenly, 

swiping at them both with its powerful front legs, the sharpened claws jutting out 

from its lion-like paws missing by mere inches as they lunged backward, landing 

roughly on the ground. 

ñYou need to run,ò he told her as they both quickly leapt to their feet.  ñGet 

as far away as you can and Iôll do my best to keep them occupied.ò  She did as he 

said without a word, retreating to the rear of the arena as the two griffins paced 

back and forth, toying with Grayskull as a cat would a mouse, occasionally even 

attacking each other in their aggravated states.  Grayskull balled his hands into fists 

and prepared for the worst as the griffin on the right lunged at him.  He leaped high 

into the air, the griffin sliding into the dirt below him as he sailed overhead.  He 

landed with a grunt.  Both animals then whipped around to face him and, despite 

the danger he found himself in, he was simply glad that they seemed to be ignoring 

Veena and focusing on him.  The other griffin, now on Grayskullôs right, attempted 

to make the same attack its companion had, diving quickly toward Grayskull, low 

near the ground.  Once again, the warrior leapt into the air, but this time he dropped 

down hard, slamming feet first into the top of the griffinôs head, rendering the 

creature unconscious with his tremendous strength.  He felt no guilt at having 

destroyed Rattlor, but these creatures were not at fault here.  They deserved to be 

freed, if possible, not killed; at least not maliciously.   
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He had a feeling that the second griffin wasnôt going to make that easy for 

him.  It squawked loudly as it reared up on its hind legs and lunged at him, its clawed 

front paws narrowly missing Grayskull as he rolled to the left.  He wasnôt so lucky 

the second time, as the griffin quickly followed up with a strike that sent Grayskull 

into a tumble.  Blood poured from his chest before the wounds quickly healed due 

to the blessing of Zoarôs power that flowed through him.  The crowd saw only the 

blood, however, and erupted into a roar once again.  Angered, he stood and faced 

the griffin, the beast now circling him, ready to deal what it thought would be a death 

blow.  Before it could strike, Grayskull leapt toward it, fist cocked.  As he soared 

toward the creature, he struck, the impact of his punch sending the griffin down 

hard; joining the other in unconsciousness. 

Glancing down at the motionless bodies of both griffins and his general, with 

Grayskull standing victorious, King Hiss grunted his annoyance.  ñImpressive,ò he 

said, loud enough for the crowd to hear him.  ñIt seems I will have to find a worthier 

foe for you.  Perhaps tomorrow.  Take them back.ò  With a clap of his hands, the 

gates opened once again and a large group of guards took Veena and the bloodied 

Grayskull and returned them to their separate cells, the noise of the crowd growing 

fainter as they began to disperse. 
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14. 

DECEPTION 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 Grayskull awoke with a start as he heard his cell door opening.  Several 

guards, weapons drawn, motioned for him to get up and follow them.  ñBack to the 

arena?ò he asked.  They remained silent as they lead him not to the arena, but to 

one of the other buildings that surrounded it.  The building itself was rather 

nondescript, but he felt a sense of dread as he was brought into a throne room and 

saw Veena already there and in chains, surrounded by several other human slaves.  

His feeling of dread increased when Hiss entered, sat upon the throne and looked 

down upon him with contempt.  He still bore his human face and once again, 

Grayskull wondered why he kept up the disguise. 

 ñI thought it was time we met face-to-face,ò Hiss said, his voice sounding 

deceptively like that of a charming human and not the snake that he truly was.  ñIôve 

had your friend brought here along with some of the other slaves, so that you donôt 

try anything stupid.ò 

 Grayskull gritted his teeth as his enemy spoke, for he knew that this could 

be his only opportunity to assassinate Hiss, Veena or no Veena; slaves or no 

slaves.  He was willing to die for his cause, but was it worth sacrificing their lives 
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along with his, even to save thousands more?  Conflict raged within him as he 

weighed his personal desire to keep Veena and the others safe against the needs 

of the rest of the world.  Unconvinced that he would be able to voice his 

understanding in a convincing manner, he merely nodded instead. 

 ñGood,ò Hiss said.  ñItôd be a shame to have to kill her.ò 

 ñDo not worry about me, my love,ò Veena said.  ñZoar will protect me.ò 

 Grayskull smiled at her bravery, but it was cut short by the laughter of Hiss.  

ñSo, youôve found solace in each other? How truly touching,ò the reptilian despot 

said, absentmindedly tapping his fingers on the arm of his throne. 

 ñWhy am I here?ò Grayskull asked. 

 ñI told you, I wanted to meet you,ò Hiss replied.  ñI was impressed by your 

performance in the arena yesterday.ò 

 ñYou enjoyed my killing your general?ò Grayskull asked defiantly. 

 ñActually, yes.  Rattlor was weak.  Heôd already proven that when he failed 

to kill you, not once, but twice.  The end of that particular battle was a foregone 

conclusion, really.  You did me a favor.  No, it was your defeating my griffins, rather 

handedly, I might add, that impressed me.  I had to have them slaughtered, of 

course.  I will abide no creature that serves me and fails in its duties.ò  Grayskull 

clenched his fists tightly as the serpent spoke, angered that this creature had so 

callously thrown the beastsô lives away.  ñI donôt want you to think me stupid, 

human,ò Hiss continued.  ñI know full-well your desire to see me destroyed.  Itôs the 

reason I keep this one around,ò he said, indicating Veena with a nonchalant flick of 

the wrist, ñas Iôve told you.  Still, Iôm intrigued by you.  Do you really think that 

humans are the higher species?  Do you believe that your kind will one day rule this 

world, instead of the serpent?ò 

 ñYou snakes are the ones who are wrong in your belief that youôre the rightful 

rulers of this world,ò Grayskull replied.  ñI believe that all life is equal in the eyes of 

Zoar.ò 

 Hiss chuckled quietly.  ñAll lives?ò he asked.  ñEven mine?ò 

ñI said the in the eyes of Zoar, not my own,ò Grayskull replied. 

ñAhh, yes, Zoar.  Your bird-goddess.ò  Grayskullôs eyes narrowed in angry 

response.  Amused, Hiss raised his eyebrows.  ñWhere is your goddess now, 

Grayskull?  Why does she allow me to torture you so?  Tell me about the loneliness 

that must come with being one of her last remaining followers.ò  When Grayskull 
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remained silent, Hiss pressed on.  ñNo matter.  Soon you will learn the truth of 

Serpos and kneel before me as your rightful king.ò 

 ñIôll never kneel to you!ò Grayskull yelled.  Silently praying that Veena would 

forgive him, Grayskull knocked his guards away and leapt into the air towards Hiss, 

landing upon the king before the serpent could react.  ñFor freedom!ò he yelled as 

he wrapped his hands around Hissôs neck and violently jerked it to one side, the 

vicious snap echoing within in the throne room.  He looked deep into the eyes of 

the king, expecting the creatureôs camouflage to fail and his serpentine features to 

reveal themselves, but they did not.  He heard laughter from behind him as Veena 

gasped.  Spinning, he saw that sheôd been grabbed by one of the human slaves, 

who held an ornate blade to her throat.  None of the guards had moved, despite 

Grayskullôs having killed their king mere seconds before.  ñWhat is this?ò Grayskull 

asked, moving closer to Veena and her captor. 

 ñDeception,ò the slave holding Veena replied.  As the man spoke, he drew 

the blade across her throat, opening it.  Blood sprayed forth from the wound, 

covering Grayskull as the woman he loved dropped to the floor in a moment that 

felt like an eternity. 

 ñNo!ò Grayskull shouted as he leapt at the murderer, but the guards were 

faster, catching and restraining him.  Grayskull knew that they would not be able to 

hold him long, but it was already too late.  Veena was dead. 

With a sinister smile, the male slave closed his eyes.  When they reopened, 

they were green and serpentine.  The slaveôs smile warped and twisted, his canine 

teeth elongating into fangs.  Suddenly, the human disguise exploded outward in a 

shower of flesh and gore as the real King Hiss revealed his true form; humanoid 

from the waist down, a writhing mass of snakes from the waist up, the largest of 

which settled in the center and eyed Grayskull as the other heads slithered about 

in every direction.  It was a thing of nightmares that Grayskull would never have 

believed existed if someone had tried to describe it to him.  ñYou fool!ò the creature 

hissed.  ñDid you really think that I would allow myself to be so vulnerable?  Did you 

really believe that you were in control?ò 

Grayskull dropped to his knees as he saw the woman heôd grown to love 

lying lifeless on the stone floor, a pool of her blood spreading around her.  He knew 

that he should fight.  He knew that this was his opportunity.  Instead, he merely 

stared into Veenaôs lifeless eyes as he was dragged from the throne room, covered 

in her blood.   
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15. 

CONFESSIONS 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Adam was restless.  It had been days since Grayskull and Veena had been 

removed from their cells and he and his companions had no idea where theyôd been 

taken.  They knew that it was Snake Man territory, and that was all.  While Grayskull 

had originally been put in a cell by himself here at the Hall of Elders, Adam and the 

rest of his companions were placed together, save for Adora, who was in the 

adjacent cell.  Despite their getting along quite well, being kept so close together 

for so long had about driven the civility out of each and every one of them.  

Thankfully, after two days, theyôd been released.  None of the Elders had spoken 

to them and theyôd spent the last day or so trying to formulate some type of plan to 

locate their lost friends.  Adam and Adora felt that Grayskull and Veena had been 

taken back to the Temple of Serpos, but Gorr the Red had disagreed.  Knowing 

how Hiss operated, Gorr was convinced that the pair had instead been taken to a 

place called Slave City.  The very name sent a shudder through Adamôs body.  As 

it was, the six of them now sat in the same tavern in which theyôd first met.  Gorr 

had knocked back several large bowls of mead and had a furious look in his eyes.  

He hated Hiss with a passion, and it took all the effort he could manage to sit here 

while they tried to decide which direction to head in pursuit.  The man rubbed his 

bald head and stroked his beard annoyedly before finally slamming his fist down on 
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the table hard enough to startle even his three burly friends.  ñAye, this really takes 

the hiss,ò he seethed.  ñUs, sitôn óere while our friends are likely eaten whole by 

those beasts.  Iôve had enough of it.ò 

ñWhat are we supposed to do?ò Adora asked.  ñJust flip a coin to decide 

which direction to head in?ò 

Gorr huffed.  ñEven thatôd be preferable to just sitôn óere getôn drunk and I 

have to say, those are words these ladsôve never heard me say in all our years 

together.ò  He finished another bowl of mead and cast it aside.  ñWe need to make 

a decision.ò 

ñI agree,ò Adam replied, ñbut we canôt just rush off in the wrong direction.ò 

ñIôm tellôn ye, theyôve been taken to Slave City,ò Gorr argued.  ñHiss plays 

with his food first, do ye understand?ò he asked.  ñThô arena there; Iôm sure itôs 

where theyôve been taken, so he can have a bit óo fun with óem before they meet 

their ends.ò 

ñBut it makes just as much sense that heôd take Grayskull and Veena to the 

Temple of Serpos,ò Adam countered, ñsince thatôs where we took Veena from in the 

first place.ò 

Adora, listening to the conversation without participating, as she felt that both 

men made valid points, began to feel an odd vibration against her chest.  Looking 

down, she gasped as she realized that the sensation was being caused by the 

amulet that hung around her neck; her gift from the Oracle.  Heôd told her that it 

would show her the way.  Perhaps this was the moment heôd anticipated?  As she 

took the amulet in her hand, the pink crystal surface began to glow fiercely, 

accompanying the vibrations with a sense of urgency.  ñGuys?ò she said, sounding 

confused. 

ñWhat is it?ò Adam said before seeing the amulet for himself, his eyes 

focusing on the mysterious gift as it glowed. 

ñI think itôs trying to tell us something,ò she answered. 

Gorr and his companions likewise gazed at the artifact, particularly the Gar 

sorcerer Kordus.  ñWhere did you get that?ò Kordus asked, his voice full of curiosity. 

ñIt was a gift from The Oracle,ò she replied. 

ñYouôve met The Oracle?ò Kordus asked, impressed.  ñNo one gets to meet 

The Oracle.ò 




