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Drinnik Shoehorn sat in the burnt out remains of the Malodorous Goat Tavern. That part of history had repeated its self, it seemed. But it was if it had never happened, that none of it had mattered. What had happened? Why had time reverted? Why had everything been as it was before?
      Well, not everything, he thought sadly as he walked towards the next place on his yearly pilgrimage. No one back in Darkon understood why Drinnik went to Barovia every year, in the autumn. Drinnik never offered any explanation, and anyone that tried to follow the kender either lost him or lost their lives. Drinnik trudged through the deserted streets of Vallaki. Now, as then, no one dared venture outside after dark in Barovia. Evil ruled the night, evil like Drinnik. But his next stop always caused him pain, always made the spark of decency in his chest explode in a fountain of self loathing and desperate longing. 

      He left the streets of Vallaki, passing through the wooden barricade that served as a barrier against the encroaching forest. The crunch of gravel became the crackle of twigs and leaves as he left the road and followed the path that he and the others had made to the clearing. It warmed his dead heart to realise that other people still remembered to visit the clearing, that not everyone had forgotten.

      He knew the locals shunned the place, despite Garudos Celestar’s charm of protection on the place. The sudden appearance of a grave made Barovian’s edgy and nervous. They had tried to destroy the place many times, but the sheer goodness of the place caused them to forget. Grown men could be forced to weep when they thought about destroying it. The Vistani called the place Die Staakivsta Borishkovina, which translated roughly as The Weary Angel’s Rest. Drinnik, despite his contempt for the gypsies, liked the name.
      The white marble of the grave marker came into view. Drinnik gulped down a sob that had formed in his throat. He wiped bloody tears from his eyes. He had been coming here now for years, since he’d found himself back after the Last Battle. He and the others had to know if the place was still there. He remembered the sigh of relief as he saw the marble, remembered Anna’s cry of “Praise Ezra.”

      He had seen Anna recently. After the atrocities the young anchorite had seen, she had started following members of the Darkonese sect of the Ezran church around. Drinnik felt sorry for her. He remembered her when Jasper had first introduced her to the Taverners. So meek, so placid. Drinnik had marked her for a meal, but Evee had made him promise not to feed on innocent people. 

      He’d agreed. He’d have done anything for the young Barovian wizardess with the bewitching smile. She’d died in his arms and it had affected him worse than any wound a sword could inflict, burnt him more than holy water. He remembered Castor running away. He loved Evee too, but not in the way Drinnik did. Evee to Castor was his first taste at love. Teenage fumblings at the most. Drinnik’s love was pure. He was willing to deny his very nature for Evee. Could Castor say that?

       The light of the marker shone in Drinnik’s eyes. He was there. He couldn’t read, but he had long ago remembered the inscription on her grave, having made Trebor recite it over and over; “Evee Beiderbecke, In the End, the Love You Take is Equal to the Love You Make.” And he had loved her.

       Drinnik knelt down in front of the grave. He cleared the headstone of dead plants and wiped dirt off of the marble. When it was cleaned to his satisfaction, he bowed his head in silent prayer. He only prayed once a year and he prayed to a god who had no compunction to listen, to a god who would have cast Drinnik into the Abyss if he could. But Drinnik never prayed for himself. He always prayed for her. “Benevolent Paladine, Great Platinum Dragon of the Heavens, I, your fallen and lost child, beg that you watch over this innocent child’s soul. Protect her from harm and watch her. Guide her footsteps so that she may never slip and allow her to play with he brother for eternity beneath the apple trees, I beg you, Radiant One, do this for your lost son.”

       It was the same prayer every year. Drinnik never knew if Paladine could hear him, or even if the god was listening. But he had to pray, he had to remain grasping at the hope that she was safe, and not lost in the mists like where folk said the dead roamed. She had suffered true death, not the mockery of death he was forced to endure.
      There was a sound behind him. Drinnik refused to turn. He chanted his prayer over and over, wishing that he could know if Paladine heard it or not. He heard the noise again. It threatened to distract him. He tried to blot it out. A woman laughed.

       “Praying, Shoehorn? For whom, I wonder? Surely Miss Beiderbecke’s soul is safe, so you must be praying for your self. Such a selfish and ignoble creature, you never change,” a lilting female voice said.

       Anger coursed through Drinnik at that voice. He knew it, recognised it for what it was. It was the sound of evil, the voice of doom. It was the call of the she-devil that plagued his thoughts constantly; it was the sound of long overdue judgement. Drinnik stood and turned. He looked at the woman standing behind him, “And what would you know about nobility, Amelia?”

       The woman was Vistani. She was wearing the long, multilayered skirts that most Vistani women wore. Her long black hair flowed over her shoulders, accentuating her long, well formed neck. Dazzling green eyes pierced Drinnik to the spot. Though there was a smile on her well formed lips, those eyes showed nothing but hate. Amelia Vorenaev danced a few steps around the grave. She pulled a small figurine from a pouch and placed it on top of the headstone. Drinnik looked at it suspiciously.
      “Calm yourself, Shoehorn,” Amelia chided, “I would not spoil Evee’s memory any more than you would.”

      “Then what do you want? This is no place for you!” Drinnik hissed.

      “I want what I’ve always wanted, Shoehorn.” Amelia said, “I want vengeance.”

      She walked towards Drinnik, her eyes burrowing holes in Drinnik’s soul. “But this is not the place for such a meeting,” she cooed, “The cards told me that tonight the revenge I seek will be wrought. They told me you’d be here, the beast by the innocent. Tonight, tonight I get me vengeance!”
      Drinnik snorted at Amelia, “You are still thinking about that tarokka reading? It happened years ago in a time that no longer exists.”

      Amelia nodded, “It happened in a past has changed, a past that leads to an unknowable future.”

      “Unknowable? Has it happened? Please say it has, you twisted witch. They have cast you out! The Vistani have branded you a Darkling, have they?” Drinnik cackled.
      “No, my little pet,” Amelia smiled, “Simply I cannot see the future of the Taverners, seeing as though their fates have been rewritten. What is supposed to happen and what is actually happening are not one in the same for our little band of adventurers.”

      Drinnik frowned, “Our futures have changed?”

      “Yes, and now they are for no one to see,” Amelia said, “Now come, Shoehorn. I have in my vardo my deck of cards. They might be able to see your future, because you and I are intertwined. The strands of our fate weave together in a mysterious tapestry. Perhaps, then, with the two of us together, we can unravel why the future is unknowable.”

      Drinnik looked at Amelia with shock, “You want my help? You, Amelia Vorenaev, need the help of me, Drinnik Shoehorn, your sworn enemy?”

      Amelia laughed, it was a pleasant sound. It annoyed Drinnik more than anything, “I never need your help, Shoehorn. I merely suggest this because I know it will appeal to you. You will finally know what justice the Vistani will bestow up on y-“

      Drinnik spat in Amelia’s face, “That is what I think of your justice. You come here, to this place and demand I help you? You defile this site by your presence. I may be dead, but you are the monster. Things have happened. Let them lie, Amelia, let them lie.”

      Suddenly, Drinnik fell to the ground. He looked old in the way only the eternally young can. “I’m tired, Amelia, so very tired. Why must we continue through the same dances? Why must we continually fight the flow of time? We did it twice. Arianthe forced us through time twice. I watched my friends die, I watch my enemies win. I watched my child be destroyed. They’re all dead, Amelia. Let them lie.”
       Amelia knelt in front of Drinnik. She took his hand in an almost caring way, “Death is not always the end, you should know that. They are not all dead, merely scattered. There’s proof enough here that they live. They all visit this grave, they all pay respects.” Amelia stood. Drinnik stood with her, still holding her hand, “I merely suggest we see if we can end it. Make sure Arianthe is gone; make sure that Galen has truly been destroyed.”

      Amelia led Drinnik towards her Vardo. The pair climbed inside. The caravan was cramped. Drinnik could hardly move for books, scrolls and parchment. A small table was set in the middle of the room. Amelia sat opposite him and drew forth a carved wooden box. She opened it and pulled out a bundled of silk. Drinnik knew her tarokka deck was inside the bundle, knew it now like he did when she read his future the last time. Amelia unwrapped the cards and handed them to Drinnik. Silently he shuffled them. When they felt comfortable he handed them back to Amelia. She put them face down on the table and drew nine cards. She laid them out in a large cross, with two cards on each side of the middle card. 

      She looked at the cards, “The torturer, the innocent, the anarchist, the hangman, the hooded Man, the ghost, the elementalist, the Mists and the traitor,” she said aloud.
      Drinnik frowned. “That’s the same reading as last time. Is that even possible?”

      Amelia shook her head, anger creased her delicate brow, “Not if what I suspect is true.”

      Drinnik waited patiently for her to continue. After a few minutes silence he asked, “And that is?”

      Amelia shook her head, as if she had been lost in thought, “After that battle in the Carnival you had, when Trebor pushed Arianthe out of time he altered the fabric of her existence.”
      “But we know this.”

      “What we didn’t know is that she planned this. Think about it, Shoehorn. Trebor used to tell us about how he was a well known face in that city of his. Before her entry to these lands she could have known who he was. What if when she discovered the existence of the clone, she made sure you’d find Galen. What if it was her plan for Trebor to push her out of time? He said he was eliminating her from time. What if she knew he was going to try this, what if she counted on him doing this?”

       Horror crept over Drinnik’s face. “She planned it all, the curse to bring us together, the dwarf, Hellspont…”

      Amelia nodded, “She hired Hellspont to retrieve Galen, to make sure you protected him, to make sure he survived. Think about it, think about the Goat. Look at how powerful you all were compared to the rest of the world. She did it, you all played into her hands and when she was made a being of time by Minntt, her plan started.”

      “But the battle in the cathedral, when she tried to use Galen to escape the Mists?”

      “She realised that the babe wasn’t powerful enough. He had to grow older. But at that point he had enough power to survive on his own, he no longer needed the Taverners.” Amelia was pale. She took a long pull from a wineskin. When she had finished, she wiped her mouth. “He grew into an adult. When he did, he wanted the Taverners dead for what he percieved as abandoning him. He gathered them all together, ready to slaugter.”

      “And Arianthe,” Drinnik said, “Arianthe fixed it so Dottir could summon her back into that mirror. Then she manipulated the Carnival, she had a deal with that creature in the mirror. She had him fool that Pacali into bringing the mirror to the Carnival so she could escape it.”

       Amelia nodded, “Arianthe knew that Galen would be at full strength now, that his power would be phenomenal. He was stronger than any of the rulers of the land, stronger than Strahd, stronger than Malocchio, stronger even than Azalin.” Amelia paused, she looked at Drinnik, “Arianthe used Hellespont again, she had him keep watch on the Taverners. She had him approach Galen, saying he could gather them togther again.”
       “Megan, Jasper, Trebor, they all died in that last fight,” Drinnik whispered, “Galen brought us together, I remember. Castor was there, but he wasn’t Castor. There was something different. Jeris, Jeris was killed by Mo’Dahl. He ripped her mind from her, left her dead. I saw it. Galen vapourised Trebor, there was nothing left but dust. Megan was too old, far too old. She died because of her magic. Galen stood there, like some kind of triumphant god. He laughed at us, called us weak.

      “Then she appeared behind him. She cackled, by the Gods, I’ll never forget that cackle. She plunged her hands into Galen’s skull like his flesh was butter. You could feel the power enter her. She chanted something, sigils and writing appeared on the walls, I remember. Galen’s flesh sagged. It was like he was being phyisically drained.

      “I cried, I ran for him. But it was too late. She had destroyed him. The child rotted before me. I could see his bones, his organs. But she used the power, she cackled and shouted weird words. I remember a light like the sun, a burning cold, then silence. She was gone.

      “And they were all dead.”

      Amelia nodded. “They all died. One or two remain, but they rest…”

     Drinnik wiped away a tear. “This is your vengence? This? Wounding me with the past? Hurting me with my memories?”

      Amelia shook her head. “My revenge is far worse, Shoehorn.”

      The pair sat in silence for what seemed like an eternity. Amelia drew in one long breath, then exhaled. “Galen is not dead.”

      Drinnik frowned, “You lie.”

     Amelia shook her head again, “He is not. If he was, we would not be sitting here. The Goat would not be burnt down. Your friends, our friends, they would not be dead.”

     Amelia stood. She stared at Drinnik, “My revenge is complete. Galen still lives and you will suffer the fate to know that there is nothing you can do but suffer the agony of loss.”

       Drinnik looked at Amelia. “You suffer too!” he shouted, “Galen’s existence is thorn to you! Admit it! His existence is why you can not see the future! He is the reason you are blind and outcast! Yes, outcast! You think I am blind? I see that no one has attended to this vardo, I see that you are alone, I see the lonleyness in your eyes. You didn’t come for revenge, Amelia. What did you come for?”

      A tear ran down Amelia’s cheek, “I came for help. I came because you are the only person in this entire forsaken land that I can trust to do the right thing. The Zarovan, they would not understand, the giorgios would kill Galen or worse, keep him alive to study. My people cast me out because of the ritual I have devised to destroy Galen. They say I was bordering close to being cast out. But I left first. I left to find you. I need you, Drinnik, I need you. You had the strongest connection to Galen, so only you can sever his connection to the land.”

       Drinnik looked dubious. “How?”

       Amelia sat, “Let me explain.”

       Drinnik sat, and listened.

They stood, the two of them, looking at the grave. Both knew here was the right place. Amelia whispered something under her breath. “It is time,” she said finally.

       Drinnik nodded. He stood at the foot of the grave. Amelia started to dance. Then she started to sing. The wind rose up, causing her skirts to flow wildly. Lightning forked through the sky. It struck the ground near the headstone. Drinnik never flinched, Amelia never stopped dancing.      Then everything went quiet.

       Something gurgled. A wet, slurping sound. “Father,” a voice gasped, “You finally call me home, father.”

       Drinnik looked upon the form of Galen, what it had become. Tears welled in his eyes. “Hello, Galen.”

       His child was now an adult. But a twisted, mockery of an adult. Galen’s white hair was matted. It fell into his face, covering empty eye sockets. His grey skin was now mottled and oddly textured. Some looked like the perfect skin of the babe he used to be, some was weatherbeaten, like that of a man who had worked a field in the blazing sun for twenty years and some was rotted like that of a corpse. Amelia stopped dancing.

       Drinnik and Galen stared each other down. “Your going to kill me father?” Galen asked, a mocking smile on its face. “But you are nothing, father. Look at you. I could break you with one hand.”

       Before Drinnik could act, Galen swiped at him with his right hand. He caught the kender by the shirt and pulled him close to his face. With his free hand he ripped Drinnik’s hoopak out of his hand. Galen threw Drinnik at a tree. “Poor father,” he said, “Poor, weak father.”
      Galen snapped Drinnik’s hoopak over his knee. Before Drinnik could move, Galen thrust the broken point through Drinnik’s chest, staking him in the heart. Drinnik’s blood poured out of his body. It seeped into the soil of Evee’s grave. Shock filled Amelia’s face. She scrambled for the Symbol of Shining Death that hung around her neck, but Galen was behind her. He crushed the Symbol with one mammoth hand. His other wrapped around Amelia’s throat. “Poor Vistani,” he whispered, “All for naught.”
      Galen pushed Amelia into the gravestone. She fell and cracked her head on the corner. Dazed, she turned to see Galen towering over her. His foot was raised, ready to smash her head in. Amelia screamed.

       “If anyone gets to kill that Vistani whore, it’s me,” a voice called from the trees.

       Galen turned. Anger creased his features. “Who’s there?”

       “Careful,” another voice said, a soft female voice, “I can feel the Beast. She wants blood.”

       A figure stepped from the woods. It was a halfelf. His transparent face creased in anger. A longsword hung at his hip. “Hello Galen.” It said.

      Castor punched Galen. The creature fell backwards, landing heavily on the floor. Galen growled at Castor. “That’s enough of that,” the first voice called.

     Galen’s right shoulder exploded in agony. A ghostly shortsword pinned him to the ground. Trebor, ghostly like Castor, looked down upon him, a happy smile on his face. “Boo,” he said.

      Drinnik watched in amazement. He could feel his blood pouring from him, but as he died he watched as each and everyone of the Taverners stepped from the trees, all ghostly, all angry, all there to stop Galen. Something tugged at the stake in his chest. He looked. She smiled at him, her long, black hair glowing in the light of her gravestone. Her hands tugged at the stake. Drinnik felt the wood move. It came free.

       Drinnik stood. His eyes glowed red. He roared with rage. He looked at his saviour, his love, his reason to live. “Go get him, lil bloodsucker, he lost his innocence a long, long time ago,” Evee said, sorrow filling her voice.

      Drinnik charged at Galen’s prone form. His fangs extended, his eyes bright with the thrill of the kill. He sunk his teeth into Galen’s throat. Amelia shrieked with triumph. “I can see!” she shouted, “I can see the future!”

       As Drinnik drank the Taverners disappeared one by one. Galen became thinner and thinner as Drinnik sucked the very essence from him. Finally only Evee remained. Drinnik stopped drinking. Galen was dead.

       Evee looked at Drinnik, “Well done, lil bloodsucker, well done. Galen was an abomination, not the child we knew. I’ve got to go now, but I’ll be watching. You did well, Drinnik. Don’t forget your promise.” Evee faded until Drinnik was alone with Amelia.
       Then the world went black.

It was hot in the tavern. Trebor regularly complained, but Mr Pann never extinguished the fire. Drinnik looked around, he could see it in their faces, all of them. They knew. All the Taverners were there, except one. Evee was missing. Everyone in the room knew it, they could see she was missing. They where back at the beginning, waiting for that fateful knock at the door, waiting for Galen to enter their lives. And they all knew, they all knew that the babe was about to enter. Every now and then someone would glance at the door, but it never shuddered with that forceful knock of many years ago. But she wasn’t there, Drinnik’s love, she wasn’t there. Drinnik glance at Trebor, “Why?”
       “She had to stay behind, to make sure Galen could never come back,” Trebor said, “But her grave’s still there,” he closed his eyes, “I can feel it.”
       There was a knock at the door. Brom Von Tassel stood  and went to ansewer it. He came back with a large bundle of rags. Grigg Deadbreaker, the half-orc with the golden soul, hurriedly cleared the largest table in the room. Brom set the bundle down on the table with great reverence. They all crowded around it, eager to see if history would repeat. No one said anything for a long time. The room was silent. Slowly, Castor reached for the rags..

      “Wh-what’s in it?” Jeris tentatively asked.

     Castor carefully opened the bundle. He pulled at the rags, removing them gently and slowly, not wanting to upset anything that was inside. Finally, he got to the centre of the bundle. There was the basket the babe was in.
      “Well?” Jeris asked, biting her lip with her nerves.

      Castor pulled the last rag away.

      “Nothing,” he answered sadly.
