Sand.

More sand.

Oh, there's a surprise !!  More sand !!

B'rok, Son of Arg frowned, his face taking on the comical, exasperated cast that only an Ogre seemed able to muster without looking malevolent.  Heaving a mighty sigh, the 8 foot tall teenaged Ogre peered once more into one of the crystalline lenses that lined the Argopolis Scrytower.  Absently the boy reached down and scratched the eye ridges of his pet megagriff, a four foot tall gargantuan griffon chick that had just learned to fly.  "Why, Heries ???  Why do we keep watch so closely ??  Are we not in a city full of battleogres and obscenely powerful wizards ?  What is there to worry about ?"

The boy looked down at his pet, not really expecting an answer.  The megagriff was paused with one leg outstretched, as if shifting position, when the teen started scratching his eye ridge and froze in place.  The avain's eyes were closed and it made a soft gurgling noise as it was being rubbed in just the right place.  As he grinned down at his pet, a flashing caught his eye from the far side of the room.  B'rok frowned, looking around for the other watchguards, then shook his head.  "Assholes are probably off playin cards."

The young ogre straightened up and walked over to the strobing crystalline lens.  He placed an eye to it and saw a far off mountain peak that the dwarves had a manned outpost atop.  One of the dwarven sentries was using a magical flashmirror to flicker light across the Scrytower in a dwarven signal style.  B'rok jotted down the number of long and short flashes, cursing the whole while.  "Damn dwarves and their self-centeredness.....Signal in common ??  NOOO....gotta signal in Old Dwarvish...."  The ogre continued to grumble as he ponderously translated the dwarven language.  "Trouble on Mount Zagrien.  Intruder sighted."  B'rok reached down and pressed a stud protruding from the viewing apparatus directly below the flashing lens.  A predetermined reply flashed to the dwarves on the far Mount Velarun, and the lens stopped flashing.

Wasting no time, the dedicated son of Arg walked over the the lens designated with the ZAG rune and peered within.  Mount Zagrien was an uninhabited mountain in the range surrounding the center of Anauroch.  It had but a single guardpost with 6 dwarves on duty at all times.  As the lens focused on the outpost, B'rok saw dead dwarves strewn on the ground and several holes punched through the stone wall of the outpost itself.  "Uh-oh.  Dis ain't good."  Reaching out to one of the pan spheres, he spun the globe forward and the view zoomed down the mountain.

A short way down from the outpost, a single dwarven figure clambered skillfully down the slope.  B'rok watched intently as the dwarf swung himself down the mountainside, seemingly without a care in the world.  Knowing full well what was coming, B'rok smiled as the stout figure reached a steep dropoff which had been chiseled into the side of Mount Zagrien.  The short figure glowered as it peered down, then pulled a rope and grappling hook from his backpack.  Setting the hook in a convient niche in a nearby boulder, the dwarf swung himself over the side and began to rappel down the carved face of the mountain.

"One.....two.....three....four.....five !!" cried the ogre gleefully, as the boobytrapped boulder started rolling towards the dwarf below.  "Stupid intruder.  Did you really think 'dat boulder wasn't 'dere for a reason ??"  He watched, smiling, as the boulder's niche closed around the hook and rolled off the side of the mountain, plummeting towards the now falling dwarf.  His smile turned quickly to a look of disbelief as the dwarf gave a tremendous tug on the rope, the sinews of his arms flexing impressively.  The boulder accelerated down at the dwarf and the dwarf seemed to "spring" up to meet it.  B'rok gaped wordlessly as the dwarf pulled a large warhammer from his belt and swung once as he met the swiftly falling boulder.  A loud crack could be heard as the boulder exploded into dust.  Not rocks, not chips of stone, dust.  The dwarf serenely tugged on a cable coming from his backpack and the thing mushroomed out into a gigantic blanket, which caught the air and left him slowing sailing towards the sand below.  Landing, the intruder calmly replaced his hammer on his belt and began winding up his rope and hook, whistling.

B'rok snapped out of his daze and seemed to come back alive.  He dashed over to an oddly shaped crystalline structure and depressed a sapphire set into the wall.  "Alert quadrant 9, quadrant 9 alert !  We have an intruder coming in for an aerial landing from Mount Zagrien.  Intruder has destroyed outpost Zagrien and all inhabitants.  Smoke the sum'bitch !"  After a moment, the crystal changed from a bluish hue to a greenish one.  "Quadrant 9, Athos squadron moving in for the kill.  Watch us flush this bastard, Command !"

B'rok ran back over to the viewing lens and zoomed in on where the dwarf had landed in the sand.  Panning back and around, he saw from the viewpoint of the mountain itself and watched the patrol roll in.  The dwarf brushed the sand from his clothes and started packing up the thin blanket which flew from his backpack, stuffing it back inside, seemingly oblivious to the approaching patrol.  The muls, half-giants, battleogres and dwarves which made up Athos squadron quickly surrounded the figure, ringing him in a wall of steely death.  The young ogre could see a lone figure, mul by the stature, sitting behind a sand dune several hundred feet off.  This figure was the commander of the group of warriors, a Psion by nature, that was synchronizing the movement and actions of all 20 of the warriors.  Three of the dwarven warriors began chanting, and an aura of magic swirled around the defenders of Argopolis.  The commander's lips moved as he mentally spoke, while the largest of the half-giants echoed his words.

"Intruder, you have breached the outer wall of the defensive ring surrounding Argopolis, the free city of Ogres.  Surrender your weapons or die right now.  You have no other option."  B'rok watched from above as the dwarf snorted and squinted at the giant.  Pulling out a small, palm sized rock from his clothing, the dwarf looked at the hulking figure.  "All right, here's the first weapon.  Catch !"  The short figure hurled the rock at the halfgiant, who looked down at the dwarf with distaste and made no attempt to dodge the flying stone.  The stone didn't do what the giant presumed, however.  It passed effortlessly through his armor as if it was air, and hit the giant in the chest with a meaty thunk.  The behemoth grunted once, blinked twice, and fell over - stone dead.

Without another sound, the mul warriors moved in to attack.  One of the two surviving halfgiants frowned at the dead one, while the other halfgiant concentrated and his form shifted to that of solid steel.  The three dwarves kept chanting and the remaining four took quadrant positions around the muls, hoping for an opening.  The four battleogres shimmered in the heat of the desert, their psionic defenses coming online simultaneously.  The six muls were a curtain of weaving, stabbing blades, all moving so fast that they appeared to blur around the location of the dwarven intruder.  So intense was the training of the six, that with the aid of their commander, not once did a mul strike another mul's blade.  The dwarf within howled in pain or anger, B'rok couldn't tell which.  Then, with an angry screech of tearing metal, the six muls flew apart.  Arms and legs scattered like twigs and six bald heads rolled back to the ring of dwarves and battleogres.  Six muscular torsos hit the sand at approximately the same time, and the dwarf glared at the remaining circle of defenders.

"Uh-oh," spoke the teenaged ogre again "looks like we may have a rule of one situation here.... yup yup yup."  He continued to stare into the viewpiece as the next wave attacked.  The four dwarven warriors bellowed a warcry and charged the figure, striking at its lower body while the four battleogres swung two-dimensional shovels at the bearded intruder.  The steely form of the first halfgiant nodded at the second halfgiant, and both enormous figures disappeared beneath the sands.

Bellows of dwarven rage carried across the sands of Anauroch as the stout mountain defenders sought a weakness in their enemy.  Axes swung in from side to side, scything across the foreign dwarf's legs and lower torso.  A strange whickering sound was briefly heard as the four battleogres struck the figure with their infinitely sharp shovels.  A loud thunderclap echoed noisily in the bowl of Anauroch's core as four Mauls of the Titans shattered against the newcomers helmet.  B'rok's eyes widened in the city watchtower and he ran for the comm crystal.  Depressing a black obsidian stone, he shouted hoarsely "Attention Troubleshooter Squad - We have a Rule of One alert !!!  Single dwarven intruder is decimating Athos patrol in quadrant 9 !  Repeat, Rule of One in quadrant 9 !"  Releasing the comm crystal, B'rok sped back to the viewstation.  

He saw that the four dwarves attacking the intruder were dead at his feet.  There were no signs of the battleogres, but 4 splintered Mauls were scattered about the field of battle.  B'rok knew what was coming next.  The three dwarven clerics charged the intruder, foam flying from their lips and eyes glowing white as they entered a divine berserk state.  The intruder set himself to receive the charge and right as the clerics swung, a steely pair of enormous hands popped out from the sand and grabbed ahold of the foreign dwarf's left leg.  A fleshy pair of hands the same size grabbed ahold of his right leg and B'rok grinned at the lens.  "Make a wish, asshole" he whispered as the three clerics struck the enemy's breastplate and the two halfgiants beneath the sand both tugged in opposite directions.  With a sickening spray of black gore, both of the intruders legs tore free from his hips and an involuntary scream of pain echoed all the way back to the outskirts of the city of ogres.

B'rok might not be the brightest of ogres in the city of Argopolis, but he knew the protocol's by heart.  His eyes crinkled with glee as he zoomed back to where the commander of Athos squad sat against the sand dune.  The four missing battleogres were standing nearby, just having reactivated their Dimension blade power on their backup Mauls.  The mul commander closed his eyes and a ripple of energy flattened the nearby sand dunes.  The teenaged son of Arg panned back to where the gigantic hands were withdrawing under the golden sand and watched as a sinkhole opened up at their location.  Right now, two wormholes had just drained a lot of sand from the surface of Anauroch as well as both of the intruders legs, one going to the infirmary for analysis, the other going to the Obelisk.  Most of the time, the great Obelisk didn't care what appeared and just teleported whatever it was elsewhere in the city for further study.  Apparently, this time was different....

Out in the sand, the legless figure's eyes flashed a brillant emerald green.  "ALL RIGHT !!!  NOW I'M FUCKING MAD !!" roared the stranger as his black blood pumped into the sands of Anauroch.  Raising his arms, he slapped the caked sand where his blood had spilt and the sand started to move.  The stranger's coagulated blood broke apart into little scurrying clumps of an odd, bluish-black hue and swarmed up the legs of the 3 dwarven clerics.  A moment later a whitish glow outlined the form of the 3 dwarves, who vanished from all creation, erased from existance itself.

The four battleogres jumped through a dimension door and landed beside the annoyed figure.  Operating in unison, the spiky figures swung infinitely sharp blades, simultaneously aiming for the exact same spot on the dwarf's helmet.  As one, the blades struck the otherworldly helmet and cracked it right down the middle.  The ogres winced, expecting an explosion, but none occurred.  

"DAMMIT !!!  THAT WAS MY FAVORITE HELMET !!!" the dwarf raged.  B'rok snickered at the dwarf until the Obelisk sounded an alarm siren, which quickly wiped any trace of amusement from the youth's face.

The bass, booming voice of the crystalline entity echoed across the city.  

"ALERT - HOSTILE EIGHTH DIMENSIONAL INTRUDER IN QUADRANT 9.  

EMERGENCY PROTOCOLS DELTA-TANGO-BRAVO.  

ALL AVAILABLE ARCHBEINGS REPORT TO FORGE PRIME FOR DISPATCH."

B'rok sprinted to the communication crystal and began shouting orders.  "Athos squad !! Troubleshooter squad !!  Return to the city !! Bravo protocol initated !"  As he spoke the last word, a reddish strobing light began flashing from every crystalline surface in the tower.  Dozens of ogres ran, phased, or popped into the room.  Quickly, the scrytower became a bustling beehive of activity.  Outside, several large gateways opened to different points of several worlds and young children were hurried through.  A triad of glowing blue lesser PowerOgres followed to establish a perimeter defense around the youths of Argopolis, and a squad of 20 battleogres were also assigned to each insertion point as babysitters.

Returning to his viewpiece, the son of Arg peered at the four dead battleogres, their chest cavities exploded from within.  Large white rib-bones lay strewn haphazardly about the battle site.  Twirling the small crystalline sphere, B'rok zoomed back to the commander whose voice was echoing across the comm crystal.  "Athos squad returning to base.  Heavy casualties."  The mul's forehead twitched once, and a dimensional gateway opened in front of him.  Without hesitation, the two halfgiants jumped in and the commander followed, deactivating the door behind him.  The ogre panned back to the dwarf who was grumping and grumbling about "damned mortals and their halfgiant pets" as he shaped a pair of legs out of sand.  Hands splayed outward, he intoned strange syllables that B'rok didn't know and the youth watched in amazement as the sand shapes took on the properties of flesh.  Glaring darkly at the city of Ogres, the short figure attached each leg to his hip joints, where they merged seamlessly with his skin.

Still growling, the figure jumped to its feet and wobbled for a moment, gaining its balance on brand new legs.  Abruptly, the figure turned and stared straight at B'rok.  "Whadda you lookin at, boy ??"  Sensing something bad was about to occur, the teenager ducked and hit the floor.  Above him, the crystalline eyepiece cracked and shattered, gem fragments blowing across the room to stick in the flesh of the other Ogres.  The affected ogres turned and frowned at the huddled youth, but the shards were little more than an annoyance to the hardened forces of Argopolis.  "Whew," muttered B'rok "that would have really, really sucked."  Brushing gemdust from his clothes, he stood and walked over to a different viewpiece that stared across the city and spun the orb to zoom in on the forge of Damar, the servant of Reorx/Damien.  Mustering outside were a handful of the eldest blue PowerOgres, along with three duplicates of Daren, three copies of B'rok's father, a cluster of Magnesti elves huddling around a taller elf with a knot on his forehead, and an old man with scads of magical items whirling about his personage.  Standing behind the arrayed forces, Damar the Masterforger looked at the assembled beings from atop the shoulder of his buddy, General Ralax.

Clearing his throat, the powder white elf spoke "Okay people, here's the situation.  The obelisk has somehow identified this intruder as an eighth dimensional being.  Being the smartest person here," he spoke quite un-humbly "even I don't know what an eigth dimesional being is.  So all bets are off.  It seems obvious that we can hurt him, but our ability to do more is still untested.  Our best battle strategy is surprise.  Should it come down to combat, use every weird, off-the-wall, dirty trick you know."  Zap nodded his head to Ralax and continued "It seems the General's battlestrategy for fighting dwarves works particularly well.  Congratulations, Ralax."  The figure which towered over even Arg beamed with delight at the compliment.  "Daren, you and the other powermasters will provide the magical support."  Heaving a great sigh, the magnesti reached into his robes and pulled out a brand new tome and handed it to Daren, whose eyes grew wide.  Zap raised a finger and opened his mouth, but before he could so much as utter a single syllable, that Daren vanished for several milliseconds into a room where time did not exist, then returned grinning.  The magnesti lord frowned as he continued his preparatory speech "This is .....asshole....a spellbook that I WAS going to give you for your birthday.  You may need it in this battle."  With divine eyes, Zap watched the information update across the SDDS links between the other two darens, who also broke out grinning.  Shaking his head, he turned to the Ancient.  "You will be our last line of defense.  Stand guard over the obelisk and do not let the dwarf come near.  Do what you must."  The old man nodded and vanished in a twinkling.  Finally, he turned to Damar.  "You will accompany me to attempt communication with this short little shit.  Your divine status will help you survive should it turn ugly, just as my status will possibly allow me to lay a little smackdown on the bastard."  Damar slipped back into his adventuring mentality and nodded at the Magnesti, who in his eyes was the second in command after Daren.  "Right, boss" he spoke gruffly, and in but a moment he was clad in the reddish armor and weaponry of the Sons of Damien.  Without another word, the white figure and the red figure strode across the sands towards the intruder.  The hulking figure of Arg stuck out his bottom lip and said "Luck to ye, lads" as they walked away, then joined Daren who still had a shit-ass grin on his face.

B'rok changed viewports three times as they walked along.  An hour later, as they approached the point where Zap had calculated they would meet the intruder, a large black ogre materialized beside the two beings walking along above the sand.  Sneering, the magnesti shot a scathing glance at the huge figure "I sincerely hope you're here to help.  I'm really not in the mood to teach you humility at the moment."  Ignoring the tone of the slender pointy eared fellow, the ogre rumbled "Blow me, cueball.  This asshole is intruding on my home and I wanna know why."  The three figures walked on, eventually meeting the foreign dwarf that stomped his way towards the distant city.  Approaching the three incoming figures, he rolled his head about and cracked his neckbones, then bellowed out in a baritone voice "You fuckers want a piece of me too ?"

Smiling mirthfully, the elf replied "Actually we've already got a piece of you.  Two pieces, to be precise."  Zap's forehead twitched as the dwarf glared murderously at him.  The black ogre grinned as the elf continued.  "But no, we are here to find out if you are in a conversational or confrontational mood.  Even now, we have the foremost item crafter in the world back at the city whittling, enchanting and crafting your left thighbone into a Bolt of Slaying with your name on it" Zap lied.  "So we truly hope you are in the mood for talk and not violence."  Zap knew that with a single, mental command he could have the Obelisk send the Ancient to a special room of Diniscus' shop that only he and a few other beings in the multiverse knew about.  This special chamber was a "quantum twist" in reality, where for each day you spent inside, an other dimensional copy of yourself appeared to help you work.  Zap had spent eons in that chamber, doing nothing but reading thru the accumulated knowledge of Candlekeep and synchronizing the information across hundreds of himself.  From the standpoint of the "real world" only one second passed for each year spent in that chamber.

The dwarf glowered at the magnesti, then barked "I'm not disarming myself for nobody.  Not you, not them, nothing in this sphere will make me surrender my armaments."  Zap shrugged "Given the powers of your armaments, you cannot really expect us to allow so hostile an intruder into the city.  I guess the big question is 'what do you want with Argopolis?' stranger."  The stout figure sneered at the elf "Tis dwarven business, but if ye must know, i've heard tell of a forge within yon city where one of the 'greatest forgers who ever lived' resides.  I be here to challenge that claim."  Damar's eyes shifted uneasily between Zap and the stranger.  "Ahh, you must mean Damar of Reorx ?  Yes, I've seen him a few times in that forge you mentioned.  He's tall for a dwarf, always wears red armor and carries twin red longswords.  He looks a lot like this fellow right here."  Zap pointed at Damar, who closed his eyes with a resigned sigh.  Firing off a series of mental commands, he reached out and opened a warp in reality.  "Hop thru," he bade the figures at his side as well as the intruder "this will take ye directly inside Damar's forge."  The red armored figure at Zap's side glared at the magnesti, then hopped in to warn the dwarves to clear out.  The lumbering ogre merely grinned and popped away, while the elf made a show of climbing slowly into the warp.  "Come on, no tricks, we just don't feel like trekking across the sand all afternoon."  The dwarf grimaced with distaste and growled "Fine, elf.  If this is a trick, I'm gonna pop that little braincell in your forehead like a soap bubble."  Concern evident on the magnesti's features, Zap's face sunk into the warp.  The intruder leapt in afterwards, and the warp closed swiftly behind.

B'rok scurried over to an earlier viewpiece and noted the greater forces of Argopolis arrayed around the forge of Damar.  Several were incanting protective magics while others threw spells to enhance the combat effectiveness of the battleogre Powermasters.  All seemed tense, waiting for something to happen......

Inside the forge, the stranger stalked about the forge, peering at everything with a critical eye.  Damar squirmed uncomfortably as the dwarf shook his head and made "tch-tch" noises while giving the forge a once-over.  He did, however, stop before the Earth Stone fragment and quirk an eyebrow at it.  "Hmmm....ain't seen one of these in a stars age."  Reaching out, the dwarf laid a hand atop the supramagical rock and closed his eyes for a moment.  Moments later, even Zap's eyes grew wide as a two foot diameter black sphere with blue flames wreathing it appeared in the center of the room.  The forge darkened to almost zero visibility and the dwarf's voice echoed through the blackness.  "Behold, I give you a minature Anti-Star.  Most people never get to see what beauty lies in the anti-multiverse, so get a good glimpse."  After a minute passed, the darkness shedding orb winked out of existance and the forge relit with the reddish glow of a dozen hot fires.  Damar blinked and looked up at Zap, who was rubbing his eyes and focusing on the stranger.  "Forgive me for asking, but exactly who are you ?" queried the bewildered elf. 

Taking his hand from the Earth Stone fragment, the dwarf turned to face the pair.  "Before I answer your question, it's important that I know something."  Striding up to Damar, he said in Auld Dwarvish "All right, son.  Show me what you can do."  Nodding grimly, Damar walked over to "his" area of the forge and pulled out some Admantite stock.  Shoving the bar into the flames, he stoked the bellows to make the flames hotter.  The rhythm of the bellows caused Damar to lapse into his old, familiar pace and he started humming a dwarven forge ballad as he worked - stoking, pumping, striking, bending, quenching, and so forth.  To no one's surprise, the stranger broke into Forgesong as he watched Damar work, his deep bass voice ringing out across the wave of would-be combatants stationed outside.

"A father's forge, to ply my trade

A father's axe to guide my way

A father's plate to save my hide

A father's trust I hold with pride

Let hammers fall and steel ring

As fire melts the ore we bring

Taught to make most anything

As we strike true the dwarves do sing

We fill our bellies with ale each night

We strike our friends in drunk delight

We're stronger than a dragon's bite

We're dwarven men, we love to fight

Ho-oo-oo-oo, let sparks fly out, for have no doubt, when axes fly, our foes will die.

Ho-oo-oo-oo, the forgers claim, in Reorx's name, with fire or flame, you'll die the same.

Ho-oo-oo-oo, we've done the task, as you have asked, we want our gold, or else your soul.

Hey-ha-hoo-ah, so give us beer, to keep us near, and keep it cold, to make us bold."

As the dwarven forge chant echoed throughout the city, General Ralax frowned down at his dwarven forces that, to a man, were tapping their feet along with the rhythm.  Noticing the focused look on the dwarven faces as they readied for battle, the half-giant general was amazed to note the dwarves didn't seem to realize what their feet were doing.  Ralax, being a wiser than normal fellow, knew the futility of shouting at dwarven feet so kept his sentiments to himself with merely a "damned dwarves" comment.  Across on the other side of the forge, several of the big blue powerogres were dancing merrily around, blissfully unaware of the General's hard stare.

Inside the forge, Damar was hammering, chiseling, and filing like a dervish as the strange dwarf chanted on.  Within the space of an hour, the stout form of Reorx's planetar had produced a fine quality battleaxe +6, balanced for a dwarf's stature.  Handing it to the stranger, the sweating forger announced "Now, I can make one a little bit better than that, but it'll take me a whole day or three to finish.  That's the best I can do on such "short" notice."  Damar smirked as he cracked the diminutive joke at the expense of his guest.  The odd little dwarf turned the axe this way and that and peered at it with a critical eye.  Tossing it in the air with one hand and grasping the haft, he threw it mightily at the forge wall, where it hit and passed on through with a satisfying screeethunk noise.

Outside, an annoyed looking Daren sat up and frowned at the axe buried halfway through his torso.  For some damned reason, the axe had gotten itself wedged halfway into the internal admantine sphere that made up his framework.  With a grunt of pain, the doppleganger removed the axe from himself and studied the sphere, which appeared to have been swallowed by the axe in question.  "Humph....that's never happened before....."

The short stranger stared at Damar, who looked him steadily in the eye.  Abruptly, the stranger nodded and said "Well, that's not bad work for a beginner.  But you've got a lot to learn yet, boy."  Spinning around, the short figure pointed a rock steady finger at a barrel of water.  "You !!!  Ogre !!  Summon me a green dragon of the largest size."  Turning back around, he didn't see the large black hand with a single finger raised defiantly emerge from the surface of the water.  "Ya see boy, most everybody knows that a green dragon's skin makes for good armor, but what most nobody knows is they make better weapons."

A gigantic shadow fell across the crowd outside the forge, and General Ralax peered up in the sky.  The great Obelisk chimed a warning as a massive dimensional gateway opened above Anauroch.  A horrible screech issued from the glowing disc of magic as a titanic Green BattleDragon flashed through the sorcerous opening.  Daren grimiced from where he sat on the sand "Oh this is just LOVELY."

Inside the forge, the black hand withdrew back into the barrel of water and a whisper of "How's that, ya fuck" was all but inaudible against the roar of the enraged dragon.  Looking out the window of the forge, Damar blanched and the stranger's eyes widened a bit.  He looked up at Damar with a hint of respect in his eyes "Your world sure grows big'uns, don't it ?"  Casting a dirty scowl at the water barrel, the planetar readied himself for battle and the two dwarves stalked out of the forge.

An acidic chlorine mist was settling over the city as the dragon circled overhead, billowing forth from the dragons outstretched wings.  Arg the PowerOgre watched as the first traces of mist reached the top of the BeerDwarf's warehouse and seemed to eat away at the structure of the building.  A scream almost louder than the dragon's bellowed from within the brewery and immediately got everyone's attention.  Incanting a word of power, the father of the city's ogres released a MegaGust of Wind and promptly blew himself ass-over-elbows down the street - looking for all the world like a big ugly tumbleweed.  Fortunately his spell also lifted the corrosive miasma of gas from the city proper.  Many of ogres present giggled merrily as their father's bellow of anger carried back to them over the sound of the blasting wind which carried him off across the sand.  Daren made a mental note to himself about remembering to psionically Immobilize himself before trying a similar feat.  Reaching out with what was probably the most powerful psionic mind on the planet, Daren tried a MegaSoften in reverse on the leaning structure of the failing warehouse.  The doppleganger winced as the power flux reverberated across his framework, causing his distributed brain to hemmhorage in several locations.  Nearby blue ogres stuck out their big bottom lip as they contemplated the warehouse, unsure how stone had changed to tectonic bedrock.  Holding his throbbing head, Daren muttered dark imprecations about Magnesti quality testing programs and focused his bloodshot eyes on Damar and the stranger.

Damar watched as the odd little dwarf scowled up at the massive green, fumbling with a strangely made crossbow.  The dragon swooped around and breathed a cloud of black ultragas down at the forge.  The planetar watched, horrified, as the dark cloud enveloped dwarf and ogre alike - converting their dying bodies into more black ultragas.  Damar and the stranger were enveloped as a trio of halfgiants vaporized into the evil cloud, and only his divine essence kept the planetar intact.  The stranger grumbled something about a green archwyrm and loaded a long dark green bolt into his crossbow.  With a loud clack, the bolt fired into the air and sailed out of the expanding cloud of ultragas.

The obelisk flared like a beacon and every being still alive near the ultragas cloud found themselves outside the city's border.  A small crystalline dome formed over the cloud and into the sand below, completely enveloping the forge and the two dwarves in a minature crystal sphere.  Three light-orange beams shot into the chests of three nearby Darens, and the crystal sphere sealed with a soft pop as it was separated from the reality of the Forgotten Mess.  Dumbfounded, the Powermaster looked down at the beam in his chest and back up at the Obelisk.  "Hey Crystal, when did you learn how to pirate my reality bubble trick ?"  A strangled scream from above told all that the dwarf's bolt had found its mark, even as the obelisk seemed to wink at the bewildered blue doppleganger and a chiming voice spoke "When my avatar visited Zap's sphere and studied your motherboard manuals."  Daren frowned at the great Obelisk and replied "Well try to keep it a secret, eh ?  I don't need any liches pulling this stunt when i'm trying to steal their spellbooks."  The doppleganger watched nonchalantly as the Green BattleDragon dropped like a stone onto a nearby barracks, smashing it flat in the process.

Inside the minisphere, the stranger looked about at the sphere surrounding him, even as Damar's divine essence fought against the power of the dark gas.  "Say, that Obelisk has a few really nifty tricks up his sleeve.  I wonder what kind of magic item he'd make."  The planetar's essence slowly stabilized his heightened dwarven constitution, rendering him not immune to the gas but impervious to its fatal effects.  It still burned painfully however.  Within the forge, the barrel of water frowned at the horrendous gas pervading throughout the forge and grumbled "I guess I gotta fix 'dis too....".  Making a few simple gestures, the DarkOgre conjured up a small sphere of annihilation which quickly rid the small sphere of all gases, hostile or otherwise.  Swirling around the outside of the forge, the sphere sucked up all the infected sand and then attacked Damar.  Sighing loudly, the young mul grabbed a rod from his backpack and hurled it unerringly towards the incoming sphere, which burst with a soundless explosion in the vacuum.

Outside, the crystalline entity noted the absence of dangerous gases within the sphere (as the sphere was a part of the Obelisk) and dropped the containment beams, releasing the Darens.  The sphere itself held for a few moments, then twinkled out of existance.  The forge resettled a few inches lower into the sand and the stranger looked over at the obelisk.  "Nifty trick that, haven't seen it a'fore.  And given that I'm old enough to have witnessed the birth of this universe, that's sayin somethin."  Daren's mind boggled and even Zap's eyes widened at that comment as the two dwarves stomped over to the smashed barracks and dead dragon.  A full score of ogres were already hard at work, harvesting blood from the massive reptile.  They paused their work as the dwarf's glare passed over them, and he frowned at Damar.  "Don't tell me you've got Ogre Alchemists here, boy" he growled.  Thinking quickly, the planetar hurriedly explained "NO, er no, of course not," he looked pleadingly at the green Arg, who nodded.  "These ogres are harvesting the dragon's blood for use in brewing beer, not potions."  This seemed to pacify the dwarf, and he seemed unaware of a few dozen dematerialization gems fired off elsewhere in the city.  "Dragonblood beer, something else I haven't had the pleasure of.  Humph.  It's nice to be surprised again."  Motioning to Damar to bring the body, the stout dwarf grabbed two barrels of harvested blood from the ogres and stomped back into the forge.  Giving a mighty groan, the planetar lugged the humongous dragon after the dwarf.

Arg looked at Ralax as they returned to the forge, then shrugged his shoulders.  "Well, we know he's not here to kill us or Damar.  I guess we should get everybody back to work and stop standing around here like a bunch of rocks."  General Ralax nodded once, then started bellowing orders, directing various squads off to send messages to the dwarves, patrol the area and clean up the smashed barracks.  The blue ogres were ordered to the infirmary to begin a molecular reconstruction of the vaporized troops and the rest of the townsfolk began to disperse as orders were given.

--------------------------

Damar struggled to get the dragon through the main doors of the forge where battlewagons were made, cursing and bellowing as a leg or horn got stuck hither and yon.  Once he successfully got the enormous wyrm inside, he walked over to the chest of the beast and yanked the strangers crossbow bolt free.  Coated in green dragon blood, the bolt was ornately made and seemed to have minature dragon scales painted along its length.  Walking into the forging area, he stopped dead and watched the dwarf coating his very best hammer and primary anvil with a paint of the green dragon's blood as he chanted in some strange dwarven dialect.  Continuing on, the stranger painted dwarven runes across the floor and around the anvil, only some of which were familiar to the planetar - a fact which struck him as very odd indeed.  Early in his avatar days, Damar had to learn every language and sublanguage of the dwarves back to the creation of both this sphere and Reorx's home sphere, Dragonlance.  Once the dwarf had used up the first barrel of blood, he stalked over to the dragon's corpse, yanking his bolt out of Damar's hands.  Returning the crossbow bolt to its spot in his quiver, he pried open the jaws of the dragon and clambered inside grumbling.

Ten minutes later, still grumbling, the dwarf emerged from the dragons mouth dragging a pair of bags and two large flat bones.  Working with some glistening wire and a strange liquid, he heated the bones in the forge fire and strapped the bags between the two bones.  An hour later he had fashioned a workable bellows from the bones and bags, which Damar finally realized were the dragon's airlungs.  "Ya need the right tools for the right job, me lad.  Now first, we need the dragon's spirit."  The stubby figure grabbed the dragon's tail and wrapped it around the base of the anvil several times.  "Dragons is odd folk, they keep their spirit in their tails, which they consider their pride and joy.  Whack off the tip of a dragon's tail and you've made an enemy for life."  Damar pictured a dragon with a truncated tail and couldn't help but laugh aloud, which caused the stranger to nod.  "Ya see ?   A bobtailed dragon wouldn't get no respect anywhere he went."  As he talked, the stranger walked over to a pile of Damar's forged longswords and pulled four from the pile, stacking them on the anvil - hilts together, points out, blades facing down at the dragon's tail.  Holding his hand over the center of the 4 hilts, he closed his fist and the swords remained standing on edge, perfectly balanced.

"Most folk also know that dragons are innately magical creatures, and their spirits are no different.  So to draw out the spirit of the dragon, we must create a magical "magnet" of sorts, something the spirit will instinctually try to draw into itself."  Raising the planetars best hammer (now impregnated with the dragons own blood), the dwarf brought it down HARD, once on the anvil causing it to ring like a gong and making Damar's ears hurt.  Raising both arms together, he brought the hammer down a second time on the anvil, causing it to vibrate more intensely and resound louder.  Damar felt a tremendous pain shoot through his body and realized that the side of his anvil had two wincing eyes, then gave a start to recognize the eyes as none other that Reorx's own.  "Spying, Forgefather ?" the planetar thought loudly.  The stranger bellowed angrily as his arms fell for the third time, this time striking the four swords where they met in the center.  The four blades bit slightly into the anvil and then shattered, releasing flying shards across the room.  The anvil was vibrating so hard it almost warbled, and the magic that was imbued into the swords somehow reacted to the dragons blood on the anvil.  Suddenly, Damar saw a translucent serpentine head rise up towards the anvil from the dragon's corpse which lay curled about the base.  Reacting too fast for even immortal eyes to see, the strange dwarf grabbed the translucent dragon's head and wrestled it to the surface of the anvil, where magic still glowed softly.  Pulling back his arm, the dwarf smashed the anvil one final time and the dragon's translucent spirit seemed to coalesce and solidify, looking like a smaller green statue of a dragon.  "Callim Halik Shaar, Vendruthian" spoke the dwarf as he tossed Damar's shattered hammer aside.  Reaching out, he took the planetar's second best hammer and dunked it in the remaining barrel of blood, then started pounding and folding the small statue into a more easily worked form.  The stranger frowned at Damar and nodded towards the dragonlung bellows, which made Damar jump to and start pumping.  "I've not worked the bellows since my earliest Avatar days" he groused.

Sweating profusely, the planetar pumped the bellows, creating a stream of forced air across the forge where the stranger worked.  Clanging and smashing, the stout dwarf hammered the metal into shape, crafting it into a dozen long bars of green metal that sparkled in the forgelight.  "This," spoke the dwarf "is Green Spiritwyrm Steel, which serves as the core of the weapons we'll be making.  The base metal we'll make from the rest of the dragon's body."  Walking over to the Earthstone fragment, he placed both hands on it and winked at Damar.  "Having one of these around makes life sooo much less difficult."  Damar stood watching as the dwarf concentrated his attention on the stone, the jumped back as a massive cauldron of sparkly white metal came into being.  The planetar frowned and gave the cauldron a lick for identification, then started stammering "Ult...ult....that's....ult....ult....ultranium."  The dwarf nodded sagely at this "Aye boy, tis easier to cast with the stone than to shape.  No fire in this universe is hot enough to make it workable.  C'mon, we need a volcano."  Grabbing Damar's arm, the stranger threw him into the cauldron and touched the metal with one hand, and the dragon with the other.  In the blink of an eye, without slightest hint of magics, Damar found himself sinking into molten lava.  Treading liquid rock, he looked up at the dwarf, who was cutting and stuffing the dragon's carcass into the big metal pot.  Taking up the planetar's second best hammer, he smashed it against the cauldron's side in each of the four cardinal directions, speaking "Auriach" and "Septanian" and "Fasgorth" and "Burgant" after each hit.  Then, leaning back for more strength, he cast Damar's hammer as hard as he could, up into the sky above the volcano.  The planetar watched as it whickered up into the clouds, only to see it come back down at terminal velocity.  Streaking down from the heavens, it struck in the center of the cauldron and clanged loudly against the bottom of the silvery metal.  "Farsheesh Callik Truuugath" finished the strange dwarf, whereupon the dragon's body seemed to solidify from flesh into the more recognizable form of admantium - albeit with a greenish hue.  As the dwarf completed the ceremony, he winked at Damar and jumped in a different lava pool and lay back to soak.  "Ahh son, forging is hard work.  So, what questions have ye ?"

Damar blinked, then swam to the side of his lavapool closest to the foreigner.  "Well, first I'd like to know your name stranger.  Then where you came from, if it's not too much to seek."  The dwarf smiled at the mul, his voice grating like two boulders rubbing together "I've had more names than I can remember, throughout the eons - but my favorite is Ardan Axefather.  That's what I was called when I ascended the mountain of immortality.  Since then, I have presided over the forging of over a hundred different spheres and thousands of worlds."  Damar closed his mouth and stuttered "F...f...forge spheres ?"

"Aye lad, 'tis what I do nowadays.  Did ye never wonder what happened when Gods get tired of watching over followers and babysitting clerics all day long ?  Most of 'em graduate to another job elsewhere in the multiverse.  When a deity ascends twice, he becomes an overgod," the dwarf peered at the heavens above "seems you're shy of one at the moment.  I wouldn't worry about that, a new one is bound to turn up, all full of commandments and rules."  Ardan shook his head, disdain evident on his face.  "Anyway, this new overgod either makes his own sphere or if he's not feeling creative, he'll come and purchase one from us at the Forge of Eternity."  Damar grinned as the rolandite sympathetic side of his persona flared up.  "What does an omnipotent being pay with ?" he queried the dwarf.

Repressing a snicker, Ardan smiled at the planetar "Why, with abundance for dwarves in his reality.  We desire the well being and spread of our people just as any other, and if he buys one of our handmade spheres he must live under that one rule.  Worlds where dwarves live miserable lives are inside foreign spheres, not one of ours.  Now you're probably wondering about this one, ain't ya ?"  Damar nodded in reply.  "Well, it is of our creation, but it got exploded and rebuilt - which voided our contract.  Bloody clever bastard you had for an Overgod, time before last.  He's not well spoken of at the Forge."  The planetar repressed a shitass grin from taking over the lower half of his head.  Damar was all too aware of how sneaky Roland could be if he needed to.

Rising out of the lava, the dwarf reached out into nothingness and his arm disappeared from the elbow down only reappear moments later with Damar's admantium ladle in his fingers.  As he stirred the dragon bits in the cauldron, the planetar couldn't stop himself from asking "How exactly did you just retrieve my ladle ?  I didn't see any psionic, magic or anything."  Still stirring, the dwarf muttered "Intraspheral Space Folding, more commonly known as Tesseracting."  Mathematical formulae suddenly appeared, scribed on every square inch of the volcano's walls.  "Tis pretty simple if ye know the right math equations."  Damar shook his head and pretended not to see the suddenly interested wizard eyes which hovered above them.  "Thats okay, I never much liked math" he tried to say, but the words "And how do you use this to travel between spheres ?" seemed to echo from his lips.  Not noticing the puzzlement on the face of the planetar, the dwarf continued to stir the kettle.  "Ah, to bounce from sphere to sphere, or across the multiverse you have to apply a more complex equation across a fifth dimensional matrix, like thus."  With a wave of the ladle, the air inside the entire volcano was filled with numbers and formulae.  Damar contented himself with glaring murderously at the wizard eyes, which were spinning in place so fast they started to hum.

Noting the odd noise, Ardan looked up from his work and glowered at the floating spheres overhead.  "Damn and doubledamn, some mages never learn."  Withdrawing two pairs of dark forge glasses from his shirt pocket, he tossed a set to Damar.  Puzzled but compliant, the avatar drew the shades on and was immediately engulfed in darkness so complete it made his bones ache.  Then abrubtly, a horrible white light flashed into being and blinded the avatar momentarily.  (( Safely ensconced outside the sphere of the Forgotten Mess, a lone Daren screamed like a Hosenfeffer as the sphere he was standing upon grew bright enough to melt his eyes from his head.  Without a thought, he bellowed the keyword that activated his DireContingency spell, opening gate after wormhole until he was dozens of spheres away from his home.))  Removing the shades, Damar blinked for a minute until his sight returned.  "Uh, what...." Further words died in his throat as he saw the partially melted cauldron which still held stewing metallic dragon parts.  Said dragon parts had been bleached white from some unknown force, probably the bright flash, but Damar had no clue about the drooping cauldron.

Ardan grinned evilly at Damar "A mere second's worth of radience from the Forge of Eternity.  Had you not been wearing goggles, you'd have no eyes in your face, if you had a face left.  Right now there be a lot of panicked wizards running into walls and bellowing for clerics, neither of which will do them any good.  Your lump-headed friend will be lucky to restore HIS sight, i'm thinking."  Damar smiled openly at someone daring to call Zap "lump-headed".  The strange dwarf stirred the pot a bit more, then returned to recline in the lavapool and admire the now white volcano walls.  "I like white volcanoes better 'n red ones, they're so bleedin gloomy."

The planetar pursed his lips in thought, then blurted "So do you work much with Ultranium at the Forge of Eternity ?"  Ardan seemed to think for a moment, then replied "Oh, once every decade or so a bloke comes by with a request for it, but normally we just use it on the core of crystal spheres.  Look, all this talkin is makin me thirsty.  I don't suppose you've got any of that dragonblood beer you mentioned a'fore ?"  Damar smiled at the dwarf across from him "Of course good sir, just give me a moment and I'll fetch you some.  Back in half a twiddle."  Not wanting to waste a single, precious second with this Forgemaster, the planetar dematerialized to the open doorway of Diniscus' shop and leaned across the temporal threshold.  Throwing a bag of 1000 gold on the counter, he swiped a key to the out-of-time room numbered 312.  Whistling nonchalantly, he walked down the corridor, let himself in, and locked the door behind him.  Focusing his powers, he used his innate gift of bladebarrier coupled with a limited wish to generate a Reorxian BladeGate - which appeared as a metallic colored portal with sharp blades spinning along the outside of the gate and buzzing like a chainsaw.  "In the name of Damien the Red and Reorx the Forgefather I summon forth Erok, Son of Arg !!  OGRE !!!  I NEED A FAVOR ASAFP !!!"

Far across the ocean, inside a well constructed vaultroom beneath his brewery, a broad halfogre looks up as if hearing something.  Suddenly he hears a horribly loud buzzing noise and feels his back muscles begin to shred.  "GAAAA!!" bellows the creature as it dives under a workbench and rolls around, trying to dislodge whatever's trying to eat him.  Across his bloodied back a shovel breaks free of its housing and whirrs across the flagstones away from the half-ogre.  Then, stopping, the rabid giant shovel seems to bellow "OGRE !  I NEED A FAVOR ASAFP !!"  With a flash of white energy, Erok's shovel turns red and swings unerringly at the son of Arg, who vanishes as he's touched.  

Blinking stupidly, Erok looks around the outta-time room and notices the planetar staring at him.  Cracking an infectious grin, Erok walks over to shake hands with Damar.  "How's it going, old man ?" he queries the servant of Reorx/Damien.  Damar winks at the son of Arg and snaps his fingers.  Instantly, an unseen figure hidden against the wall stiffens and dies as all the metal he's wearing burrows its way to his heart.  "No spies Diniscus !!!"  Leaning conspiratorially towards Erok, he continues "I've gotta ask you for a favor, Erok.  A favor that involves your secret brews."  Erok frowns as his gaze travels around the room, then nods at Damar "Me casa es su casa, my friend.  Anything I have is yours for the asking."

The planetar smiles at Erok, having predicted that response with unerring accuracy.  One good thing that nobody could deny about Arg's children is they weren't selfish or greedy - every one he had met would happily give you the shirt off his back if you truly needed it, without so much as a second thought.  Damar quickly outlined what had occurred thus far to Erok, including the strangers request for some dragonblood beer.  "So you see, I thought it'd be nice to impress him with what the best of your brews taste like.  Knowing how the beer dwarf thinks and how paranoid he hides his personal "stash", I figured you might have the same thing."  The son of Arg nodded, his voice shriveling to a whisper "Aye, we've made small quantity runs of a few non-standard brews."  Erok reaches into his big-ass backpack, withdraws an odd-looking chest and sets it down on the floor.  Pressing certain studs on the exterior of the box, he speaks a keyword, then repeats the process six more times depressing different studs each time and speaking keywords that Damar couldn't understand.  When he finished the seventh sequence, the top of the box sprang open and the planetar saw a portable cottage within.  Erok winked and stepped in, returning moments later with a quad of barrels inscribed with Erok's sigil.  Returning within, the son of Arg carried out another quad, and yet another quad - each set of 4 inscribed with a different glyph below Erok's sigil.  Pointing at the first quad, Erok spoke "Those four are made from the blood of gold dragons.  It has some rather unusual effects when ingested, depending wholly on the body chemistry of the drinker.  Still, the dwarves we tested it on enjoyed it immensely, so both of ye should as well."  Pointing at the second set of barrels, the son of Arg intoned "Them are made with Prismatic dragon blood.  Any creature with magic in their soul will find this brew.....Energetic, Enlightening, and Enlivening.  Standard dwarves didn't care for the brew in our taste trials, but the dwarven clerics swore by it."  Beaming like a proud father, Erok motioned towards the third set of barrels.  "And these beauties are my masterwork.  Brewed with the blood of red Rift dragons, this brew will not make you ascend the divine ladder, but you'll feel powerful enough to wrestle any two-bit deity to the floor.  I personally witnessed a newbeard on this brew take down a battleogre WITH his kinetic control up."  Erok shudders at the memory, "I hope never to see a dwarf eat a battleogre again.  I DO recommend that you snarf up some eats afore you return to the volcano, that riftbeer will give ya the munchies."

Damar grins at the son of Arg suggestion.  "I can generate three heroic feasts per day, so that's not a problem."  Erok blinks as he ponders that, then mutters in exact imitation of his father,"Oooh, 'dat's a lotta ham sammiches."  Damar repressed a grin, then quirked an eyebrow at the halfogre.  "Hey, I don't suppose your dad's got any of his stew made up ?"  Erok shook his head ruefully "No, 'da got tired of makin dragonstew all 'da time, said he wasn't gonna make anymore for a while.  He was supposed 'ta make hotwings for the city today for lunch, I t'ink."  Damar stared dumbly at the halfogre for a moment "Hotwings for the CITY ?  I need to get outta my forge more.  Okay, mebbe I'll go see if I can steal a batch.  Thanks for the help, Erok.  You're alright."  Winking at the son of Arg, he vanished in a twinkling back to Argopolis, leaving Erok chuckling in his wake.  "I don't think you'll need a batch, old man.  Nope, nope nope."

Bypassing the obelisk, the servant of Reorx/Damien appeared in the doorway of his forge and stomped off, following the tantalizing aroma of spicy fowl to the ogre's fishin hole in Argopolis.  The squat, dwarven made tower rose up 50 feet to a flat, crenellated roof where the ogre could sit with his feet dangling over the side and fish in the pool surrounding the tower.  Now, a huge crowd of dwarves, muls, halfgiants and ogres crowded around the perimeter of the deep lake, engaging in militant sporting contests and the like while their father cooked the largest damn hotwings Damar had ever seen.  Each wing measured 45 feet tall and over 20 feet across, and stood dripping with a fiery hot sauce that came from a pot, apparently crafted from the skull of a Balor.  Two blue Args and one green hovered in a triangle around the tower, concentrating on the titanic wing, cooking it from within via molecular agitation.  The two lesser Args that were, in fact, living magic items turned the wing slowly while the last blue ogre flew up and over and around the wing, dripping hot sauce across the wing's surface.  When drops of the sauce slid down and off the wing, they fell into the pool hissing and spitting angrily.  Suddenly, the basting ogre's voice boomed out across the gathered legion "YOU KNOW, SOMEDAY THEY'LL MAKE AN EASIER WAY TO DO THIS !!!"  

Somehow sensing that the wing was almost ready, the city's beloved Beerdwarf appeared on the scene.  A hundred of his flunkies were rolling a titanic keg of brew behind him, concentrating on the course of the large barrel and keeping it from going too fast.  The Beerdwarf stopped at the sight of the mighty red hotwing and bellowed "NO NO NO, Stupid dumbass blue ogre, you're doing that wrong !!!"  Unmindful of the situation in front of the barrel, his flunkies kept moving, even as the Beerdwarf bellowed "YOU'VE GOT to use MORE pepper and LESS of the red AAAGH!!!"  A loud crunch was heard as the barrel kept right on rolling, right over the Beerdwarf and down to the waiting cradle where the troops waited eagerly.  Standing up from the sand, the furious dwarf bellowed at his flunkies "YOU THRICE DAMNED DUMB MOTHERFUCKS JUST RAN ME OVER !!!  OH !!  OH OH OH!!  COME BACK HERE !!!"  Still unaware of his ranting, the hundred dwarves completed their task and tapped the giant keg, whereupon half of them started waiting on the troops.  The other half set out to search amongst the troops, bellowing "Boss !  Eh Boss !!  Where ya at ???  The beer's here !"

As one, the two blues and one green surrounding the tower stretched their arms and yawned, even as the swooping blue lifted the titanic wing into the air and lowered it to the waiting metal grill.  The hot coals beneath the grill kept the meat warm while forgedwarves in metal sandals ran across the surface, slicing away hunks of the flesh, catching it on large silver trays, and skidding to a stop on the other side.  Damar joined his boys in cutting meat, teleporting hunks and slices of the Roc to the waiting volcano.  After a few minutes of this, he noted another massive wing being cooked on the tower's heights, smiled to himself, and dematerialized back to where the strange dwarf waited.

Arriving in the fiery white pit, he found the dwarf lounging right where he had left him, albeit looking at the pile of sauced Roc meat hungrily.  Damar waved his arm at the meat and tapped the first keg of Bloodweiser Gold.  Ardan looked at the planetar, with rare delight evident on his grizzled features.  "Well, I do have to say you lads know how to treat a feller in this sphere.  Is that Balor Hotsauce I smell ?"  Damar nodded, and the old dwarf almost crooned with delight.  "Ah lad, there's no better thing in all the spheres than Balor Hotwings.  I think I might just have to come back and visit ye from time to time if you keep spoiling me like this."  Letting the dragon bits percolate, the two dwarves tore into the wingmeat and Bloodweiser like fiends.  Damar summoned a heroes feast of the tastiest dishes he'd ever eaten, and they fed like kings.  The Balorwings lit the planetar's mouth afire, so hot that he felt like he'd just bitten off a hunk of white-hot steel.  Throwing back a mug of Bloodweiser Gold seemed to dampen the fire in his mouth temporarily, even as his divine body reacted to the power of the brew.  Abruptly, every cell in his body seemed shiver, then swell to twice it's normal size.  His armor creaked and the straps split as his entire body seemed to FLEX, and he felt more alive than he ever had, with the possible exception of his investiture by Reorx/Damien.  His muscles twitched and he seemed to feel every stream of blood singing in his veins.  His mind was utterly clear and he found that he could recall with total clarity the tesseract formulae first shown on the walls of the volcano.  This felt unbelievable.

At his side, Ardan Axefather stopped scarfing chicken for a moment after downing his first glass.  "Kreeeeist, that's an amazing beer.  I'm wishin' we had a few dwarven goddesses here right now, know what I mean ?"  He waggled his eyebrows at the planetar.  "And you say that's made by a bleedin' Ogre ???"  Damar nodded, a bit dazzled himself.  "Aye, but he's half-ogre and half-dwarf.  A runt amongst ogres, an abomination amongst dwarves.  Still, ye can tell he's got at least some of us in him, eh ?"  The grizzled old dwarf nodded sagely as the master of Argopolis' forges continued "Plus he was taught how to brew by the best of the best dwarven brewers we've found on this world, so he comes by it honestly enough.  His name is Erok, and his dad is the cook of this chicken."  Ardan shook his head ruefully "Seems that clever bastard that ran the clock here liked messing with racial profiles."  Holding up a slice of meat, he pondered aloud "Anything that makes dwarves want to drink more than they already do has to be a good thing."  The two ate until their bellies were full of fire and they could barely taste the beer they steadily drank.

After stirring the dragon bits, they returned to lounging in the lava pool and drinking the rest of Erok's Bloodweiser Gold.  After a half-hour, they nodded to one another and, as one, leapt out of the pool and over to where the cauldron was.  Dipping a finger into the molten metal, both dwarves nodded again and Ardan spoke "Now for the hard part.....  back to ye forge, and I hope you've got more beer."  Damar shifted home as the stranger lifted the partially melted cauldron and tesseracted back to Damar's forge.  Setting the cauldron in the coals of the forge fire, he ladled out some of the green admantium onto the anvil and blew across it to cool it a bit.  Taking up the planetar's third best hammer, he dunked it in the barrel of dragon blood and started pounding the metal into shape, bending it, folding it, flattening it and repeating the process until the metal cooled too much to be shaped well.  Damar worked the bellows as the stranger stuck the cooler metal back into the coals, then withdrew another quantity of metal from the cauldron and began working it as well.  Pumping the bellows furiously, Damar watched in openmouthed amazement as the stranger shaped the forms of the classic ten weapon types (being axe, dagger, flail, warhammer, lance, mace, morning star, polearm, spear, and sword) and then added an eleventh, something that looked like a metallic hotwing.  He did all 11 in a matter of minutes, then frowned at Damar since the first wasn't hot enough yet.  Frowning back, the planetar redoubled his efforts and added a haste spell to himself, which seemed to satisfy the old dwarf.  After a minute of frantic pumping by Damar, Ardan withdrew the axe and started pounding the metal again with an intensity that put most forge dwarves to shame.  Damar heard a pair of axes on the far wall muttering to one another "Damn, this guy is good."

After what seemed like dozens of trips around the circle of the forge, working each weapon steadily into shape, the stranger stopped and wiped his brow.  Damar, his sides and arms aching from the ceaseless pumping motion, dropped to the floor with a groan.  "Enough, enough," growled Ardan "eleven hours has made me thirsty."  Pulling each weapon from the coals, he quenched them in the barrel of dragonblood, raising a stench in the forge worse than the dwarves themself usually generated.  The planetar stared up at the stranger and coughed "Eleven hours ?  Lord I'm thirsty."  Ardan nodded sagely at this pronouncement "Aye lad, and hungry too.  I don't suppose there's any more hotwing left ?"  Sticking out his bottom lip in unconscious imitation of the ogres, Damar scratched his head.  "No, i'm sure the troops finished eating long ago.  But I might be able to find something."  The planetar vanished in a twinkling.

Stalking across Argopolis, Damar prowled into the entrance of the dwarven tunnels that ran beneath the city.  Arriving at a specific point, he concentrated and shifted his physical body into stone form, passing easily through the bedrock that Argopolis rested upon.  Casting about for a few moments, he found what he sought - a tunnel leading to the immense cavern of the Giant Ice Emerald which provided cool air to the city proper.  Keeping his legs anchored in bedrock, he was still buffeted about by the 150+ mph winds blowing across the surface of the enormous gem.  Peering across the cavern, he spied the inside of Arg's refrigerator up high in a cavern wall.  Climbing through the stone, he approached and saw dozens of white boxes that had been stained red by the greasy sauce from within.  Placing an ear close to one box, he heard the telltale grumbling and chattering that Balor hotsauce made when refrigerated.  Swiping four boxes of refrigerated roc meat, Damar grinned as he pictured Arg's confusion on the morrow and vanished back to his forge.

Taking down a pair of black iron skillets, he dropped both in the forge and gave a few pumps of the bellows.  Thats when Ardan's glower erupted into an angry bellow "Tain't a cookfire, you twit !!   That's a forge !!!"  Damar glanced at the enraged dwarf, then showed a half amused smile as he pulled the red hot skillets from the forge fire.  "Aye, sir.  That's why we don't cook on it, we just preheat the metal pans so the cookin is faster.  Why wait for a piddly cookfire to warm a pan when a few seconds in a forge will do the trick ?"  The planetar had to repress a laugh as the dwarf's mouth snapped shut and he fought to cover his assumption.  "Er, yes, well, uh, of course." Changing the subject as fast as he could, Ardan pulled the cooling weapon that looked like a wing from the anvil.  "Ever seen one of these ?"  Damar emptied a box of meat into each skillet and put them on a nearby stove which held hot coals.  The meat quickly stopped chattering and resumed its normal grumbling and spitting.

Walking over to Ardan, the planetar peered at the metallic form.  "It appears to be some sort of throwing wedge, similar to a kreen's koreytchka.  Self returning I take it ?"  The dwarf looked impressed and smiled at Damar "Good guess, 'tis called a boomerang though I don't know why.  No booms, ya see ?  Anyway, I included this because it takes on some unusual properties when combined with draconic spiritsteel."  Damar nodded absently and strode off to get the second quad of Erok's brew.  Rolling the barrels out to where the dwarf waited, he spoke "This is another 'specialty' brew that Arg's boy made from the blood of prismatic dragons."  Licking his lips, Ardan viewed the kegs greedily.  Tapping the first, the planetar of Reorx/Damien drew off four mugs and sat down on a bench beside the old dwarf.  Passing two across, he chugged the first and took a healthy drink of the second even as Ardan did the same.

From without, it seemed that both dwarves took on an internal glow, as if someone had shoved a million candle power spotlight where things ought not to be shoved and turned it on.  Their eye sockets actually cast light beams where they looked, and the orbs themself appeared almost afire with energy.  Both divinities coughed and gasped, trying to speak.  "Seems this brew is meant for spellcasters, no ?" asked Ardan in a dry, squeaky voice.  Damar nodded and replied in an equally rusty tone "Aye, Erok said that the dwarven clerics liked it.  I think I know why, but I would've thought it'd be less sour tasting.  I'll have to make Erok work on that."  The old dwarf nodded and finished his mug as Damar continued, "Still, I'd wager the blue boys outside would have a field day with this."  Damar was quite unused to feeling afire with magic.  He didn't seem to enjoy it much.  Gesturing with his free hand, the planetar waved into being a Firestorm, which flashed through the forge doing very little damage.  Frowning down at his hand, he gestured again and another Firestorm obediently appeared.  Chugging the rest of the sour brew, he put the mug down and waved both hands, summoning a pair of Firestorms.  "Hmmmm.... I'm only gifted with doing that once a day normally.  I think Erok's brew somehow connects the drinker to the weave of magic and lets IT power their spells for a short time."  As the glow in his eyes faded back to normalcy, he continued "About five rounds, it appears.  Daren would kiss his rosy red ogre butt for a kegger of this stuff."

Ardan frowned sourly at the remaining kegs of beer.  "I don't suppose your beerdwarf has any better stuff than this ?"  Damar grinned evilly at the dwarf, "Oh aye, he keeps his secret stash hidden well.  Unfortunately for him, Damien and Reorx usually find it before too long.  I'll go nick us a few barrels."  With a twinkle in his eye, Damar vanished.  Across town, he reappeared by the lake where Arg fished from atop his tower.  No fishing pole poked out this morning, so the planetar knew that the great behemoth was still snoring in his bed.  Taking up four empty barrels, he filled each with water and sealed the lid.  Cackling evilly, he telegonked over to the cavern beneath the beerdwarf's home.  Reducing his size to one twentieth of its norm, he flew up the garbage chute and pressed an exposed stud halfway up.  A panel slid across and a magic mouth whispered "What's the password"

"Gopherguts" replied the planetar.  Soundlessly, another panel slid open and exposed a third wall, where ten small rock studs were evenly spaced below the numbers zero to nine.  Punching in a twelve digit code, the third panel slid away.  A wish effect hit Damar square in the face, and dissipated against divine dwarven antimagic.  The final door slid open and a small room was within.  Passing inside, the planetar went to the back of the room and peered at the barrels there.  Spotting a telltale nick on the brim of several dozen, he selected four without the mark and replaced each with a barrel of water, placing a nick upon each.  Backing out of the small chamber, he spoke the phrase "Marchella's divine" and the walls all reset.  Chuckling, he returned to his forge.

Tapping the first, he poured out mug after mug and the pair consumed the still burning hot roc meat.  In a matter of minutes, the divinities decimated three of the barrels of the beer dwarf's finest brew.  "Now THIS," bellowed Ardan "is a proper dwarvish brew.  Oh hell yeah."  The look of bliss on the dwarf's face spoke volumes, and Damar decided to make a gift of a full dozen barrels to Ardan before he left.  Thumping his belly, the dwarf stood up and stalked over to the forge again.  Sighing, the mul strode off to his bellows.

Throwing all twelve bars of Green Spiritwyrm Steel into the forge, Ardan waited impatiently while Damar spun up his haste and resumed his frantic pumping.  Once the bars had reached a yellow-white intense glow, he pulled one from the flames and started banging furiously upon it, shaping the metal.  The dwarf went round and round the forge again, working each weapon into shape, folding, flattening, refolding until he was satisfied with the result.  Taking what little remained after the eleven weapons were made, Ardan cast them into a smelting trough for later use.  Damar noted that the new weapons were somewhat thinner and smaller than the first ones crafted.

After quenching each in the almost empty barrel of dragon blood, he returned them to the flames a pair at a time.  As each one heated to a brilliant red, he picked them up barehanded and touched the blade of the second to the back of the first.  Flexing his mighty arms, sinews bunched as he forced the two axes together, magically parting the lesser with the greater and creating a whole, single item.  Going around the perimeter of the forge one final time, he repeated the process on the remaining ten weapons.  Nodding to Damar once the task was completed, Ardan selected the longsword and walked over to the engraving bench.  Damar stretched his back and peered at the roof of his forge, noting that noon had come and gone while they were at their task.  Walking over to the old dwarf, Damar watched as Ardan went through the familiar motions of engraving dwarvish runes into the blade.  As each rune was finished, Ardan spoke the rune's name - which caused the carving to flare with a reddish light.  As the blade cooled, the planetar could see the green spiritwyrm metal along both edges of the longsword in a wavy flame pattern.  Each rune that Ardan carved out of the blade exposed the spiritwyrm metal as well.

Damar waited and watched as the dwarf chased and carved the blade, inlaying certain runes with mithril and silver.  At one point, Damar began to rise from his seat when the dwarf carved a closing rune upon the sword, but the dwarf snorted and continued etching the steel.  The planetar of Reorx/Damien grew excited as the dwarf carved runes that were unknown to him, and took up a scrap of admantium stock to practice etching the new runes and learning their names.  Once the stranger had finally finished carving, he took the sword and looked down its edge with a critical eye.  Nodding absently to himself, he walked over to the sharpening stone and began giving the blade a rough edge.  As he worked, cranking the wheel with his foot, he hummed old dwarven forgesongs.  Walking to a second wheel of different stone, he honed the edge of the sword ever finer, finishing it on a third and smaller stone.  Grabbing a whetstone, the old dwarf set to sharpening the blade to a razor's edge.  Taking up a file, he scoured away at the metal burrs that inevitably showed up when engraving metal.  Once he had finished, he glanced around the forge, looking for something.  Noting only steel wool, he frowned and stalked over to the Earthstone.  Laying a hand atop it, he closed his eyes and a silvery metal gauntlet appeared, followed by a small quantity of whitish metal wool.  Donning the gauntlet, he used the wool to polish the blade to a mirror finish, doing in minutes what took most folk hours.  Damar repressed his urge to hoot as he noted the ultranium wool sitting on his bench.

Smiling, the dwarf tasted the flat of the blade and nodded his head.  Running the edge across the top of his well muscled forearm, the blade sank effortlessly into his skin and blood welled around the cut, staining the blade temporarily red.  Holding it above his head, Ardan intoned "I pronounce thee, WYRMSPLITTER !!!"  Green radience flared from the blade, bathing the forge with its momentary brilliance.  As the glow faded away, Ardan looked at Damar, grinned, and tossed the blade to him hilt first.  Easily catching it, the planetar closed his eyes and concentrated on identifying the weapon's properties.

--------------------

Wyrmsplitter - this semi-sentient longsword +10 contains some rather unusual characteristics.  The edge of the blade continually seeps with dragonvenom, which causes every successful hit against a creature with a functional circulatory system to inflict quadruple damage.  Once every five rounds, the sword can unleash a cloud of acidic chlorine gas that will completely envelop any creature struck by the sword.  This gas hits for 24d8+12 damage and will corrode items.  Twice per day, the sword has the ability to unleash its most devastating attack.  Activating this command word will cause the surface of the blade to turn red and black clouds can be seen billowing across its surface, making the blade look like a sword shaped gate to some infernal dimension.  The next creature struck has a chance to make it's magic resistance at -20% of normal (-2% per plus of the sword) or collapse in upon itself and become a cloud of black ultragas.  This cloud will immediately travel in a straight line away from the wielder of the sword and is immune to any effect to change its course (MV 3).  Any creature struck by the cloud can make it's MR at -20% to avoid becoming black ultragas itself, and increasing the size of the cloud of death.  While holding this sword, the wielder is immune to all gas attacks he has ever been subject to before.  Forged by a dwarven Eternal, this blade only properly functions in the hands of a dwarf or dwarven-kin race (muls, halflings, gnomes, etc.)  In the hands of any other race, the blade functions as a normal +6 sword which radiates hostility at it's wielder.  In this mode, the blade hums with restrained menance and will only use it's venom when it's wielder fumbles.

---------------------

Letting out a low whistle, the planetar opened his eyes and peered warily at Ardan.  "NIIIIICE sword.  Methinks you've got a few nasty surprises stuffed in that quiver upon your back."  The dwarf grinned merrily and winked at Damar.  "Aye, lad.  That I do.  Shall we continue ?"  Damar smiled a feral grin "Hell yes, this is the most fun I've had in a good long time."  Bustling happily about the forge, the pair resumed construction of the boomless boomerang.  Engraving runes with a much smaller chisel, the dwarf squinted in the reddish light of the forge.  "Nope, this just won't do.  I'm too used to working the in the Forge of Eternity."  Grumbling in dwarvish, he stood and strode over to the Earthstone fragment.  Laying a hand aside the rock, he closed his eyes and concentrated a moment.  A brilliant flare lit the interior of the forge, as if a giant magnesium flare had been set afire.  Damar stumbled around blindly until he found a heavy pair of forge glasses, only to have a pair of lightweight glasses bounce off his chest.  Trusting to Ardan's intentions, he donned the glasses and noted a miniature white dwarf star enclosed in a translucent glob of some gooey liquid.  The glob obediently floated in front and above the dwarf as he walked back to the bench.  Peering out a window, Damar grinned at the wincing ogres outside shielding their eyes.  Following Ardan, he watched the elder dwarf engrave first dwarvish runes atop the bent shape, then draconic runes upon the underside.  Taking up his admantium notepad, Damar learned a few more dwarvish runes and a whole list of draconic ones.  "Dragons," growled the dwarf "mistakenly believe that they are the firstborn race in the multiverse.  And while their arrogance pisses us off, their knowledge of magic truly is second to none.  They WERE the first race to learn magic, that I'll give 'em.  Thus, the oldest spells and most potent magics come from dragons."  Looking up at Damar and noting his scribblings, Ardan shook his head.  "Ye, and your 'sponsors' need to treat with the wyrms more, if you wish to learn better rune-crafting skills."  The planetar could practically feel the twin axes behind him frown at one another.

Muttering to himself, he finished carving the dragon runes and added a single, elvish rune at the head of the boomerang.  Smiling at Damar's crooked eyebrow, he pulled his arm back and whipped the weapon at the planetar as hard as he possibly could.  Wincing and bracing for the impact, the mul watched in amazement as the odd weapon neatly swerved around him and flew out the forge window.  Running to the window, he noted three elves on the ground, gasping and seeming to deflate as he watched.  Hearing the whickering noise of the boomerang in flight, his head jerked to the left and he saw the blade strike first one elf, then swerve to miss two battleogres and nick a drow before it flew around to the other side of the forge.  Damar heard two screams of pain and one bellow of anger before the blade flew back into the window to be deftly caught by Ardan.

Grinning evilly, the dwarf stomped over to lay the weapon next to the longsword he forged earlier.  Damar watched the elves dying with anger evident on his features.  The planetar had no love for the elvish races, but slaughtering allies of Argopolis generated an intense dislike in the mul.  Looking out another window, he saw a pair of sun elves and a hairless magnesti dying in the sand.  Wincing, he wondered what umbrage Zap would take upon the visitor.  Thankfully, before the elves expired completely, a trio of blue ogres in nurses uniforms and fishnet stockings appeared on the scene.  Disgust souring his face and making his eyes water, Damar turned away from the ugly ogre women.

-----------------

Bladewing - this is a semi-sentient boomerang +10 in the hands of a dwarven forger and is practically indestructible.  This exotic throwing weapon is the bane of all elves, thirsting for elven blood over any other.  Possessing a native 170% magic resistance, it has the ability to ignore such paltry magics as stoneskin, and it's edge is a permanently honed dimension blade.  It has the innate gift of dragonflight, and moves at 60 (600' per round) around the battlefield, striking every elf it can reach in each round before returning to it's wielder's hand.  The weapon itself hits for 2d10 damage plus applicable bonuses, and poisons any creature it harms with toxic dragon venom.  This causes the victim to take an additional d10 damage per round as the poison consumes all the moisture from within, and unfortunately for the victim, the venom cannot be overcome by magic (as it shares the boomerang's innate magic resistance).  If sufficient testing is done, it will be found that there is a non-magical cure for this venom - you must drown the poison in a sufficient quantity of Ale (say five gallons or so).  

----------------

"Heh heh heh.... pansy hairdressers, not a one of  'em worth a tinker's damn." Ardan chuckled while Damar maintained an indifferent poker face.  "Right !  Well, I think you're gettin a pretty good idea how this is workin, so why don't you start on that axe while I work on this spear.  Put all your heart into it and show me what you can do, but don't inscribe the locking runes when you're done.  I wanna show you a trick."  The planetar nodded and strode over to the other side of the forge, missing the dwarf's muttered voice "B'cuz I can'na tell you the secret of these runes I'm gonna put here, lad.  We don't need a repeat performance of the last fuckup these runes engendered," he spoke with a tinge of sadness in his grinding voice.

----insert damar's axe creation here ----

Finishing, Damar turned to see Ardan not only done with the spear, but preparing to enrune the strangely spiked mace.  Unlike normal maces featuring a metal ball with spikes evenly spaced around and across the surface, this mace had one large spike upon the very top surrounded by a 'crown' of spikes, a ring of spikes below that in an equatorial line, and an inverted crown along the bottom in a wider angle than the top crown.  Hurrying over so as to not miss any of the new runes, Damar watched as each one was carved.  Only three new dwarven runes on this weapon, but several odd runes made up of slashes and circles accompanied the dwarvish glyphs, with names such as Gth'lok, Ka'del, and Jiss'tar.  As the dwarf finished, Damar noted a tiny mothlike shape flutter into the room and land upon Ardan's back.  Peering closely at it, he could see that it was no insect, but two tiny chips of bone wired together with a stranged dull metal that impregnated the chips.  When it landed, the dwarf seemed to sink a bit into the sands of Anauroch.

As the dwarf finished polishing and filing his work, several more moth-like shapes fluttered into the room and landed on the dwarf's back.  Each time it happened, he sank a little further into the sand.  Damar would bet his favorite axe that the Magnasti was to blame.  Whistling innocently, Damar went over and examined the enchanted spear that Ardan had wrought.

----------------

The Psion Deflector - this unintelligent artifact is a spear +9, enchanted with arcane magics from eons ago.  Inscribed down the length of its composite haft are runes from the original Illithid homeworld, which exploded countless millenia in the past.  If thrust into the earth point first, it encapsulates a 30-foot radius in a Psionic Dead Zone which prevents any psionic effects from functioning within.  If thrust butt first into the ground, the runic sequence is lit from within by an unholy purple radience, igniting 9 runes per round until all 36 are active, awakening the most awesome and dangerous power of the staff.  At this stage, the staff will cause ANY being trying to use a psionic power upon its wielder to be caught in an endless psionic feedback loop.  As the psionic power begins feeding upon itself, this endless loop will continue growing stronger and stronger, cannibalizing the psion as it keeps growing.  Once begun, this feedback loop cannot be broken even via divine magic.  Obviously, this is very bad news for any communal mind.  It is believed that this very potent runic spell was a contributing factor, and possibly the direct cause of the destruction of the illithid homeworld.  

--------------

"Sweet Moradin, where did you learn these runes ?" asked Damar.  "Runes from the bloody Illithid homeworld ?"  Ardan turned as another bone-moth landed on him and faced the mul.  "Well, we captured one of the Illithid deities that escaped the destruction, and "coerced" what it knew out of him.  Now it's a helmet sitting in the Grand Hall of Knowledge back at the Forge of Eternity."  Frowning as a few more bone-moths landed on Ardan's back, Damar spoke "Coerced.  A deity.  Oh, yeah, gotcha.  You probably just peeled his head off one tentacle at a time, eh?"

"No, of course not.  That's too messy.  We cut off all 4 tentacles, mettalized 'em, then made 'em into Omega Pain Needles.  After being transfixed by a few dozen and left to scream for a month, he decided to tell us what we wanted."  Striding towards Damar with the mace in hand, he looked down at his feet and said "What the hell, somebody messing with a gravity generator around here ?"  Knowing full well what was coming, Damar closed his eyes in resignation as a distinct electric hum filled the room.  The loud hum quickly became a screech of pain as Zap poured EVERY last volt of electricity from all his magnesti cities right into the stranger.  Clouds of poisonous ozone billowed from the forge, sickening folk all across the city of Argopolis, and still the power intensified.  All across the sphere, every dwarf on every world felt a strange prickling in their extremities, as if their legs and arms had fallen asleep.  Looking around his ozone soaked forge, Damar noted that the incredible electric field was beginning to magnetize the weapons on his walls.  Peering warily at the newly forged items, he watched as they began to shake as the ambient

electricity ratcheted up ever more, then repressed a grin as the Bladewing skittered off the anvil and flew at Ardan.  The repressed grin quickly faded, however, when he realized the EMF was generating enough power to magnetize his Armor of Reorx.  As the twin axes holding the spying forms of Damien and Reorx flew into Ardan, Damar shifted form and dropped into the sand below, waiting.

Across the wide world of the Forgotten Mess, arcane bolts of lightning and called divine lightning failed as the planet's connection to the positive material plane was wrenched to a far off city of ogres.  Ancient blue dragons grabbed their chests as something seemed to constrict around their hearts.  Even in a lonely mountain of dwarves that had forsaken magic for technology, lights flickered on and off as the power draw from the Lord of Lightning grew ever stronger.  Finally, with a thunderous crash that rattled teapots on faraway Krynn, the electricity cut off.  

Rising from the sand under his forge and peering into his desmense with one wary eye, he noted the large puddle of glass which had formed underneath a cooling metallic cocoon surrounding where Ardan once stood.  Walking gingerly over to the metallic shroud, Damar's eyes narrowed as he looked suspiciously around the forge.  Summoning a length of admantium stock from his warehouse, he grounded it in the sand and let it fall across the cocoon.  As he suspected, a bright arc of electricity vaporized the admantium as it touched the metal of the shroud.  Brow furrowed, the planetar tapped his shoulder comm crystal.  "Damar to Obelisk, can you drain off the energy left on this damned cocoon ?"

Moments passed, then the ringing voice of the crystalline entity replied "Sensors reactivated.  Obelisk to Damar : Yes, just throw any convenient gemstone at the metal and i'll take care of it."  Rummaging around in a drawer, he pulled out a 1000 gp diamond, shrugged, and threw it at Ardan's cocoon.  As the gemstone touched it, a bright glow surrounded the shroud and the gemstone exploded.  Waiting a moment and hearing nothing from the Obelisk, the planetar summoned another bar and repeated his earlier process.  This time, the admantium stock rang dully as it hit and bounced to the glass puddle below.  Walking across the glowing hot sand, Damar tapped a finger on the outer skin of the cocoon and said "Hullo !!"  A crackling noise followed, and he stepped back as a fissure appeared, breaking open the shroud.  A glowering Ardan stepped out from the metal, bereft of hair and beard, as hairless as a newborn.  Damar studiously avoided grinning and said in a measured tone "Yes, I'm sorry I forgot to warn you.  Zap takes any assault on his people as an attack upon himself.  He's a mite touchy about people killing his minions."  Still frowning with denuded eyebrows, Ardan glared and started freeing weapons that were stuck in his body.  Damar took the time to examine the new mace and to move in replacement anvils and tools as the dwarf grunted from extracting the artifacts.  

----------

Blindstar - this semi-intelligent mace +10 is a bane to all beholders.  It's spikes can extend and retract up to 10 feet from the central core of the mace.  The mace itself absorbs antimagic shells and rays when exposed to such, and when the top spike is stuck into a beholder's central eye, all of the spikes in the upper crown fire forth to pierce the beholder's remaining eyes.  This automatic attack cannot miss, but it could be deflected by certain magics.  It's hatred for eye-tyrants is so great, that it will actually vibrate and hum with malice when in the presence of one (within 200') even if the beholder is hidden, disguised or the like.  If raised above the head of its wielder and the command "Astraxx" is uttered, the equatorial ring of spikes fire out, doing 3d6+10 damage to all in a 10' radius, then retract into the mace's head.  If the word "Holast" is uttered instead, the lower crown of spikes fire forth to surround the wielder of the mace and all the colors of the rainbow are visible along the metallic cage.  This prismatic cage functions just as the spell, with the added bonus that it saves versus spell at +10 if exposed to disruptive magics.  Strangely enough, this mace dosen't seem to care what race wields it, but if the wielder isn't actively working to destroy eye-tyrants or their objectives, it will withold it's attack bonus, gradually becoming a -10 cursed weapon if not sated with beholder blood regularly.

------------------

Still muttering darkly about upstart spheres and Omega pain needles, Ardan stomped over to look at the axe Damar had enruned.  Squinting at a pair of runes, he placed two fingers on each rune and pulled them apart, shifting them in the metal.  Damar blinked several times and whispered "That's a nice trick."  Reaching down to two larger runes, he unwove them and spoke their names backwards, destroying the enchantment.  

"Hey !!!  What'dya do that for ?" queried the puzzled mul.  Patting Damar on the shoulder, Ardan smiled.  "Because, 'me boy.  The rules in this multiverse state that these weapons can'na be above a +6.  Some things are more stable that way."  

Winking at Damar, the dwarf began to sketch a complicated runic circle in the air, with a different major rune at each of the 8 compass points, speaking "Occularum, Feyadar, Annihilatum, Jarseer, Hellivrak, Elonier, Ogarian, Hoborken" as each one finished.  After the last one was activated, the runic circle began to spin and shifted across the visible spectrum of light, growing brighter and brighter.  Putting on a pair of forge shades, the planetar watched as the circle spun faster and faster until it dropped abruptly onto the blade of the axe and etched into the metal.  In the center of the runic circle was a large blank spot, which Ardan tapped his finger against.  "Now for the biggun !" he said as he waggled his eyebrows at the planetar.  Raising his hands to the heavens, he closed his eyes and traced a complicated, overlapping rune in the air and bellowed "INFINEOUS ARCANIA MANNAUS" in a deep, gravelly voice.  The glyph began to glow with a golden light, and a voice deeper than Damar had ever heard queried "WHO ASKS ???" as the ground shook with each syllable.  "Damar of Reorx/Damien, with Ardan Axefather" replied the dwarf.  "Damar of Reorx/Damien, do you consent to the sacrifice ?" boomed the earthshaking voice.  Eyes widening, the planetar looked askance at Ardan, who winked and nodded in a fatherly fashion.  Hoping for the best, Damar took a breath and spoke "Aye, I consent."  The shaking started again as the voice spoke "Then take your axe, Damar, and strike this glyph."  Gulping nervously, he took up the runed axe and smashed it as hard as he could against the rune.  

Outside the forge, time seemed to stand still for a moment.  Everybody walking down the streets of Argopolis paused in mid stride, their eyes widening as something held them utterly still for a moment.  From outside the sphere, the blinded Daren who was watching everything in the Ultraviolet spectrum started in surprise.  The planet below seemed to just stop, it's rotation interrupted for a brief moment, as if Time had hiccuped. 

Damar felt the axe hit, felt a strange rippling in the reality around himself, and felt something vital within himself tear free.  Screaming in abject agony, he vocalized his pain for all to hear.  After a few moments, the pain vanished and he was holding his new axe, eyes shining bright with the wonder of a new father.  "Behold, " spoke Ardan reverantly "the Axe of Power."

------------

Axe of Power - +6 double-moon two-handed axe - Int 22, double damage vs elves and mages, triple damage vs orcs and goblinoids, quad damage vs ogres and giants.  Has the ability to cleave spell/psion effects, including spellfire and the like, draining it away for its own purposes.

  -  Steal MR - any time a natural 20 is scored, the axe drains 1% MR from victim per hp of damage inflicted, though they may resist at 1/2 norm MR.  and yes, this steals Deific MR if used on a deity.

  -  Scramblespell - twice per day, the wielder can use the axe to trace a reality ward in the air, which will cause all spells within a 250' radius (and any spells cast outside but targeted within the radius) to convert to a wildmagic surge

  -  Spellwraith - releases a spirit from within the axe (of a creature it killed) as a Spellwraith (able to drain random memorized spells instead of XP, any spell cast at it also is drained from the caster's memory along with another random spell - (you're creating a "short" between you and it)).

  -  Poolshatter - causes the next strike against a spellcaster or psion to destroy their power pool.  this prevents them from being able to ever hold energy again until they get it fixed (via a wish or the like) 

  -  Manaquake - causes equal damage as physical hit to all manapools in 1' radius / point of damage, any manapool hit echoes the damage outwards for 1' radius / pt of dam, possibly causing cascade effect.

  - Spectral Strike - if the wielder chants a forgesong while swinging the axe, it will release crescent arcs of energy the size of it's axe head, which will fly forth and strike their target (normal attack roll) for normal melee damage at a range of 10' per str point or 20' per str point for a dwarf.

-----------

Utterly awestruck, eyes glimmering with unshed tears, Damar barely heard the twin axes behind him fall to the floor.   He ignored the unconscious forms of his superiors and looked at Ardan.  "I.... I don't know what to say.  Who....how....." the planetar shook his head, then banged it against a nearby anvil several times.  "Okay, okay.... head's clearing now...." returning to Ardan, Damar thought for a second and then knelt before the old dwarf and held the weapon before him.  "I do not know how or why, great one, but I thank you for this most precious of all gifts.  Words cannot do justice to the debt I feel I owe to thee...."

Ardan smiled down at the kneeling mul, then bade him stand.  "Up, up young one.  I had my fill of kneeling and such when I presided over my sphere.  This was not a lesson with a price tag, this was to show ye that the upper ceiling you perceive is just a layer of clouds, nothing more."  

Damar got to his feet, eyes downcast.  Then, he peered into the dwarf's eyes and asked "I know that the current items of power were fashioned by a being who resides over clockmakers.  How is it that you can achieve this without his intervention ?"  

The dwarf grinned, then spoke "He is not the ceiling, as i've said before.  Before I started the Forge of Eternity, I held the position he holds now, just in a different region of the Infiniverse."  

Damar pondered this, then asked "So the Forge you speak of isn't in just 'his' multiverse then."  

Ardan nodded.  "That is correct."  

The planetar begged one more question, "If all you have told me is true, then why bother dealing with a lowly forging planetar yourself ?  Surely you've got thousands of minions who could do it for you."

The dwarf thought for a moment, then tapped the side of his nose.  A solid red crystalline sphere materialized around the two, separating them briefly from seven different dimensions.  Damar felt like a fly trapped in amber, as a thick gooey substance seemed to be where the air was before.  "I'll tell you a secret, Damar.   It's a secret that not a single living entity in this sphere knows.  Mortals always strive to get lesser mortals and creatures to work for them, Gods strive to lead mortals, Clock makers lead gods by the nose, and DM's boss around clockmakers.  After going through all of that, you get a little tired of 'You'll do this because I said so and I'm bigger than you.'  My cohorts and I don't choose to have minions, we have choose to have equals.  We don't abuse our power, we don't fight in wars, and the only time we get midevil on someone is when we are attacked, pissed off, or cheated.  We have learned that the greatest joy in the Infiniverse is not getting others to serve you, but finding ways to serve others.  It seems that most beings never understand that truth.  Forcing others to do your will makes only you happy, helping others achieve their will makes them happy and you happy by proxy.  There's a lot more of them than there is of you.  Think on that."  Snapping his fingers, the red sphere collapsed and they were returned to normal space.

Drawing in huge gasps of fresh air, the planetar spoke "Not that I'm complaining, but what sort of  'sacrifice' did I agree to back there ?"

Ardan grinned, his eyes twinkling with mischevious glee.  "Nothing worth mentioning, really.  The sacrifice you agreed to shortened your life span by one quarter."  As Damar started to blanch, the dwarf punched him in the shoulder.  "Nothing to worry about, old boy.  It only shortens your lifespan as it is today.  Consider it an incentive for 'going up the ladder'.  You honestly weren't planning on spending the rest of eternity as a lowly planetar, were you ?"

"Umm, well not exactly, no." replied the shaken mul.

"Good,"replied the dwarf "you've got much brighter things ahead anyway.  So you sacrificed a quarter of your quasimortal life span.  Once you hit demigod status your lifespan extends to near infinity.  Once you hit greater god status, it becomes infinity.  Each time, you live longer and longer, until as a "overclocker" as some call them you've got multiple infinities for a lifespan.  When you hit that stage, you can make as many of whatever you like as pleases you.  Which is why the current "Power" items in this world came from the being you know as a DM level entity."

Ardan walked over to the forge and picked up the warhammer he had made, peering at it closely as he continued.  "Now, I wouldn't advise you to go cranking out more all willy-nilly, especially as you've only got about 45% of your life span remaining.  However, once you hit demigod status you should ponder what the next type you'll make will be.  Perhaps a sword ?  Who knows."  The dwarf shrugged as he unscrewed the head, and stuck both of the hammer's pieces into the forge fires, frowning at Damar until he started pumping the bellows.  "What matters is the here and now.  Worry about the future when it arrives."

The Axefather heated the head and haft until they glowed softly, dunking both into the barrel of dragon blood to cool over and over again, until Damar finally asked "Why do you keep doing that ?" as he huffed and puffed while working the bellows.  "This will be a special hammer," replied the dwarf.  "We must slake it's thirst for blood before we begin enruning it."  Damar quirked an eyebrow, but said nothing.  Ardan dunked the hammer's parts dozens of times, until finally the metal took on a noticable black hue.  Then, nodding to himself, he tossed the head of the hammer to Damar and growled "Inscribe the runes for the most basic combat enchantment."  Taking up the haft and walking to the workbench, he began engraving the selfsame runes on the hammer's haft.  The planetar seemed reluctant to inscribe such unworthy runes on such a potent weapon, but did as commanded - grumbling the whole time. 

Once the simple runes were inscribed and the runic structure sealed, the old dwarf took the head and haft back over to the forge and began reheating the metal.  As he worked, his deep baritone sang a different, darker forgesong than Damar had ever heard before.

"Blasted mage, and cursed priest

Hated psion, beholder beast

Those who craft, and those who build

Will ne'er fall from magic's thief

Light of the 'verse, crafted true

Not be broken, always new

In dwarven hands, show your might

Everlasting, everbright

Old as flame, old as time

Old as crystal, old as mines

Against all foes, on life it dines

Forged in blood, and blood it finds

Old as hammer, old as war

Old as rock, old as dwarf

Strike in darkness, strike in light

Eternal last, eternal fight"

As the dwarf's voice faded away, the two pieces of hammer seemed to liquefy, white hot metal pooling in the forge.  "SHIT !!" bellowed Damar.  "Look, it melted away !!"  Ardan grinned at him, then blew across the metal and pulled the shapeless lumps from the fire.  "That's the idea, me boy.... now, pound that bastard back into the exact same shape it was before."  The short figure turned to an anvil and began reshaping the molten mass back into a resemblance of a handle.  The mul, realizing that a) he'd been given the easier job and b) just how fast Ardan worked, quickly turned about and started beating upon the lump of metal, and watched it take form.  Working from memory, Damar barely completed the task by the time the Axefather finished his haft.  The mul sadly realized that the handle was an exact duplicate of the first one, whereas the head he'd finished only bore a strong resemblance to the original.  If the old dwarf noticed, he didn't let on.  "Now, inscribe the second set of combat runes upon that head...."  Damar picked up a file and groover, and swiftly inlaid the second runic structure upon the hammer's head.  Once the structure was sealed, the old dwarf nodded and returned to the forge.  Casting the two within, he again began heating them as he chanted.  Damar was dismayed when the two collapsed again into molten pools.

Over and over again, the old dwarf and young mul melted and reforged the hammer, each time inscribing stronger and stronger combat runes.  After the tenth runic structure melted back into a pool, Damar asked "Now that you've reached the top of the heap, what next ?"  Ardan snorted and glowered at the mul.  "Ain't no top to this heap, fool....  but there is two more steps above the last that i'll show you today."  He handed Damar the molten head and he started reshaping the haft yet again.  The planetar sighed and reforged the head, which now looked identical to the first one Ardan made.  After both had been remade, Ardan inscribed the 11th combat runic structure upon the haft and watched the mul carefully as he did likewise upon the head.  Then, after another melting/reforging cycle, the 12th and final combat runes were placed upon the warhammer.  After that runic structure was sealed, Damar watched with interest as the dwarf inscribed dozens of runes unknown to him.  The planetar could tell they had something to do with breaking magic, but wasn't sure.

Once he had sealed the second runic structure, which interwove around the first, the dwarf screwed the head of the warhammer back onto the haft and added the third structure, which was comprised of 36 different sealing runes.  Once finished, Ardan set the hammer down, yawned and walked over to the beer keg.  Peering within and only finding half the keg remaining, he dove headfirst into it and drank it down to the dregs.  Drawing an arm across his lips, he belched happily and sighed.  "Pretty good stuff, lad.  We'll be needin more 'a that !  But first, methinks i'll nap a spell.  Crafting takes its toll on an old dwarf...."   Damar suddenly realized his arms felt like lead, and he too was exhausted.  Holding back a mighty yawn, he murmured "So what does this hammer do ?"

Ardan spun the warhammer in the air, and beamed happily at the weapon.  "Tis' a Allbreaker Hammer - capable of holding it's enchantment in any sort of environment.  Antimagic will only supress the top +12 layer of enchantment, dead magic will take two, divine dead magic three.  It'll also crack open or punch holes in any sort of magical barrier, prismatic or otherwise.  Its unbreakable and cannot be affected by any other magics - the energy you know of as spellfire might catch it aflame, but will only be dangerous to the hammer after a prolonged period."

Damar stuck out his bottom lip and nodded his head.  "I can think of a lot of uses for such an item...."  A yawn broke free of the mul's control, making Ardan yawn once more.  "Ta'morrow i'll teach you how to craft a halberd from gold dragon teeth and ki-rin horns called a Demonic Annihilator.  But for now, it's nap time for this old man."  Crawling into the roaring furnace of Damar's forge, he lay flat on his back and almost immediately started snoring.  Damar stumbled over to his workbench and slid underneath it, his snores joining Ardans in an echoing chorus....

