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Foreword

Origins

Kaffeklubben @ is a small island on the tip of Greenland which
has been determined to be the northernmost point of land in the
world. Actually, that is not quite right—there is a small area that
barely rises above the water’s surface within walking distance of
Kaffeklubben @, called Oodaaq that a person can balance on one
foot without touching water, but for all intents and purposes,
Kaffeklubben @ it the place to be for northerness. The name
means, as one might guess, “coffee club”.

Stanley and Angelee Anderson found reference to this place
years ago when perusing their copy of the National Geographic
Atlas of the World (a pleasant pastime they are known to engage in
from time to time). There was a note on the Arctic Ocean view
map identifying it as the northernmost point (we later discovered
that the note really referred to the very cramped identification of
Oodaaq). It seemed like such a humourous word and so fun to say
(we could only guess at how to pronounce “@”) that it became a
catchword. In fact, in an actual occurrence, the following exchange
was heard in our house:

Stanley: Angelee, do you know where my car keys are?
Angelee: I think they’re on the coffee table.

S: You mean the Kaffeklubben?

A: (smiling) Yes.

S: Oh. (with mock pronunciation of “@”)

At one point, I related this story (for what reason I cannot now
remember) on the “Into the Wardrobe” website forums and the
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name caught on. In a series of lighthearted posts, the forum
regulars soon developed a kind of fantasy meeting place at
Kaffeklubben @ consisting of a quaint and cozy coffee house with
roaring fireplace and large viewing windows that looked out over
the Arctic Ocean with wonderful displays of the northern lights,
singing polar bears and other fabulous creatures and places. The
setting seemed to conjure longings and hints of C.S. Lewis’ Joy
that much of Perelandra readings bring. And since one of Lewis’
sources of Joy was a thing he described as “northerness”,
Kaffeklubben @ seemed especially appropriate as a kind of icon
for the Lewis fans that regularly visited the Into the Wardrobe
forums.

The Nor House is a real place, by the way — in fact, it is the
oldest Christian church in Greenland. However, the location of the
real Nor House is nowhere near the location of the real
Kaffeklubben @. It, like Kaffeklubben @ is simply a fantasy setting
to help conjure similar dreamings as our fantasy Kaffeklubben @&

A narwhal (also spelled “narwhale”) is an actual species of
whale found in the waters of the Arctic circle that possesses a
fabulous unicorn-like horn at the tip of its snout. They are rarely
seen and do no live long in captivity
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In an email to me, Butch Olmstead, one of the forum regulars
that I corresponded with, had attached an image of a walrus sitting
atop a strangely shaped iceberg. In my reply, I had suggested the
possibility of a sort of communal story, not unlike some others that
I had started on the forums in the past. In this particular concept,
each contributor would take on the character of an animal, perhaps
not unlike the tone of Wind in the Willows, and add their own
parts onto the developing tale. Not knowing what kind of variety of
arctic animals other readers might be aware of, I thought the ship
in the background of the original image might have its hold full of
a variety of animals being shipped to a zoo elsewhere. Some of
these could escape, allowing each contributor to choose the animal
of her or his choice from anywhere in the world.

When I first conceived the idea, I thought it would be a rather
lighthearted romp in the snow and ice around Kaffeklubben @, and
indeed, my first few posts added bits of silliness like muftlers and
polar bear musings on quantum mechanics and such. But Butch,
master story teller at heart, ’'m convinced, soon took the tale into
deeper waters and it rapidly became a Serious Story. None of us
knew where it would lead, but we could sense that there were
profound theological underpinnings lurking nearby.

Being a real-time posting process, we had a few missteps and
plot contradictions, but we worked around those and kept trekking
onward. Aside from an attempt to correct obvious typos and
grammatical errors, we have left the tale pretty much “as is” to best
capture the flavour of the adventure in the storyline itself, but also
perhaps to capture a bit of the enjoyment of the actual writing of it
and the community that that process engendered.



8 KAFFEKLUBBEN @: THE DREAMING

Although I very much enjoyed contributing my portions of the
story, the most enjoyable part for me was seeing what other
contributors would add to the tale and seeing which direction the
story would head.

—Stanley Anderson (Eugene the Polar Bear)
C

(--:=0-)

Kaffeklubben began simply enough- just shy of a capricious whim
about a "communal story-writing exercise", no one- (least of all
Stanley and I) imagined it might blossom into something that
seemed intent on becoming a folkloric saga!

The communal aspect to the writing of "Kaffeklubben" was
fostered within the environment of an on-line open-forum site
called "Into The Wardrobe", which is shared by those who love the
writings of C.S. Lewis... and who themselves love to write! The
story was "communal”, in that separate persons (within a group of
13) contributed segments to the telling- an endeavor that was at
once quite imaginative, and perilous... as one could not know, from
twist to turn, where the story might go. At times it was rhythmic-
as if being written by one soul. And at others, it could have the
orderly graces of a dogfight! From behind the exercise- a lovely,
magical, and passionate story insisted itself.
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Kaffeklubben is a real place in the northernmost part of Greenland.
Indeed, Kaffeklubben- and its tinier offshore point called Oodaaq,
are the farthest points north in the world. Here- animals began to
dream they were men and women. With their dreams came the
troubles of man- and the waking to a universe of good and evil...

—C.W. Butch Olmstead (Gwufbuff the Walrus)

When it became apparent that Stanley and Butch were intent on
launching a story about northern animals the character of Inky
sprang into my mind and, seal-like, when I saw the ball that the
two other creatures had brought into play, I could not resist
balancing it on my nose. Gwufbuff and Eugene, graciously made
room for me when I nudged inquisitively into behind-the-scenes
discussions of ideas and plot.

The story soon became more than any of us had expected, full of a
richness of imagery woven by the beauty of the experiences of all
those who contributed. This for me was the real joy of the thing --
to see a little into the hearts of the writers and to be freed by our
animal and child characters to play together as is so seldom
possible in our "real" world.
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I found the poignancy of some moments very true, if not real:
Eugene throwing himself into the breach of the wall; Gwufbuff’s
steadfast reliance on the Narwhal; Mini’s bravery; Otto’s humility;
Fenster’s honesty; and Inky’s friendship. All of these qualities and
others were most genuine and I thank you all for sharing
yourselves in this way.

—Melodee Lovering (Inky the Harp Seal)

Acknowledgements
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Prologue

Alice, a Walrus, and a Polar Bear

Alice's Adventures in Kaffeklubben
Posted By: Stanley Anderson
Date: 7/31/2000 19:29 GMT

"Oh dear me!" exclaimed Alice after she had slipped and fell into
the icebox and woke up on a large block of ice floating in the
ocean. "Wherever am 1? It looks like I must be somewhere near the
North Pole"

"This is Kaffeklubben @00000", said an odd warbling voice.
"Who said that?" said Alice.

"I did," said a voice coming from a nearby platform on a hollowed
out iceberg. Since the only thing on the iceberg's platform was a
large walrus, she assumed the voice must have come from it.

"Who are you?" she asked.

The walrus scratched his chin with a flipper and pondered the
question for a moment. "Hmmm...tricky question, that," he said,
finally. "My name is Gwufbuff the Walrus, but I am a sort of
Kaffeklubben @ incarnation of Wardrobian Butch Olmstead. He
and I are one, you might say."

"Why are you here?" she asked.

"I'm not exactly sure," he said. "All 1T know is that other
Wardrobians are inhabiting various animals in the area here. For
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instance, I've been talking with that Polar Bear over there on the
actual island of Kaffeklubben @. His name is Eugene, but he is
also another Wardrobian by the name of Stanley Anderson.
Apparently we are here for some specific reason, but we have yet
to find out what the story is behind that reason. Do you know?"

"Not me," answered Alice. "But I do know that it's too cold for me
to stay here. I think I'll wake up now and finish getting that ice
milk I went to get from the box and leave you guys to it." At this,
she knocked herself on the head with her knuckle and promptly
disappeared, leaving Gwufbuff and Eugene to themselves.

"Well, I like that...," began Gwufbuff across the water to Eugene
who was just thinking of looking for some fish to nab for a snack
(he was thinking that all those fish down in the water that he could
see were really just the quantum mechanical wave function of one
fish taking all possible waterway paths and that if he scooped his
paw into the water, they would all collapse into one delicious
mouthful held wriggling in his long claws).

But before Gwufbuff could say any more or Eugene do any
scooping, a cargo hold opened up in a ship off in the distance and a
variety of strange animals came bounding and crawling and flying
out, and over the water muffled voices from the ship could be
heard saying things like "...you idiot -- you've let our cargo of
animals for the zoo escape. Oh, it's no good going after them now.
We'll never get them back. Just close the hold before any more get
out and let's get going. We're already late on this delivery because
of that stupid 'short-cut' you insisted on." Soon the ship sailed off
into the distance and disappeared too.

"Now what do you suppose all this means?" asked Eugene.

--Stanley Anderson (AKA Eugene the polar bear)
sangreal @jps.net



Chapter 1

On Kaffeklubben @

Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 8/1/2000 01:41 GMT

"Well one thing it means for certain", said Gwufbuff with a tinge
of worried disappointment, "there will be 'guests' for supper this
evening, and I've nowhere NEAR the rum and sardines to feed that
brawl!" At that he nodded toward the spray and splash of hooves,
claws, feet, pinions and paws that made their way toward them
across the icy low-tide shallows.

"But we really must show hospitality!", insisted Eugene, who was
well more given to company than Gwufbuff. "And besides, old
tusk- what we might lack in rum and sardines, we can surely make
up in conversation!!" (Eugene was the consummate
conversationalist, and always eager to share his thoughts on such
things as the "the mathematical cosmos", powers of ten, and the
awesome prospects of a universe that was at once infinitely large,
and infinitesimally small.)

"Indeed", said Gwufbuff, "and when our grog is dredged away, and
the last sardine is sucked down, you'll no doubt have surplus of gab
for all! I can hear you now... 'Wench! Pub-tender!! Gab for the
house!! Gab for all!!" And come morning, when the mob leaves us
steindry and the floor littered with heads n' tails- no fear!! There'll
be plenty of gab left over... huwah!!

Eugene barely heard a word, for the old tusk often went on and on
like this, and his blusterings, which almost always started or ended
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with a "huwah" blown through his bristly whiskers, would end as
quickly as they'd begun. And more often than not, there was
something else that disturbed him, which had little or none to do
with what he was "huwahing". In this case, it was the "new
creatures"”, now quickly approaching- and not that they'd dredge all
the rum and suck down all the sardines. "But are they like us?",
thought Gwufbuff. By "us", he meant Eugene and himself, and at
least a few others among the spiral-horned narwhales, musk oxen
and reindeer who, like them, had also begun to dream they were
people. It was not the sort of thing one could hide- for from the
creaturely side, there was a certain "scent" that gave the dreamers
away- and to explain it to a dreamless creature was impossible.
That is not to say creatures do not dream, for they do! But of food,
and romping, and fleeing nameless terrors. But never of being a
person... and least of all a person who is dreaming they are a
creature!

Posted By: Fenster
Date: 8/1/2000 11:40 GMT

Gwufbuff and Eugene were probably thinking, "Oh great, the rats
have jumped ship too," when they saw a rat-shaped creature
running in a very ungraceful manner towards them, lifting it's four
paws as if they were being burned and squawking something over
and over again. As it got closer Gwufbuff and Eugene could make
out what it was saying.....

"Ooh, ouch, ouch, cold, cold, ouch."

The creature was heading straight for Gwufbuff and looking very
intently at Gwufbuff flippers. It stopped right at the point of one of
his outstretched flippers.

"Do ya mind if I stand on your flipper a bit? My feet are freezing. |
forgot my shoes. You're not gonna eat me are ya? Do ya mind?
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Gwufbuff leaned his body away from his flipper, which was still
firmly planted on the ice and said with dignity, "You may."

Gwufbuff, moving his head as far away as possible from this pushy
creature and looking down his snout questioned, "You're not a rat,
are you?"

"Gee whiz, just because I have a naked tail, everyone assumes I'm
a rat. I'm not a rat, I tell ya. I'm a possum, and my name is
Fenster."

He looked from Gwufbuff to Eugene as if daring both of them to
call him a rat again.

Fenster sniffed the air and detected nothing familiar. Where am 1
and what has happened? I was happily snoozing, stowed away in
the cargo hold and the next thing I knew I was being tumbled by a
stampede out into the freezing cold water. This is NOT the warm,
sunny climate I was headed for. I hope there's some food around
here.

Fenster (chris v.)

Posted By: carol
Date: 8/1/2000 11:42 GMT

[Just to digress - is that Fenster 95 or 98, or possibly Fenster 3.17]

Posted By: Fenster 2000
Date: 8/1/2000 12:44 GMT

It's the very latest version!!!
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Posted By: Otto Matt
Date: 8/1/2000 12:59 GMT

"...or possibly that 60's TV sitcom, 'T'm Dickens, He's Fenster'?" he
thought as he slid down the ship's gangway into the refreshingly
brisk northern swells once again. "Not quite like the mudslides on
my favorite riverbank back home, but guess it'll have to do," he
barked over his shoulder as he turned and see-sawed back up the
ramp to do it yet again.

After nearly half an hour of incessant trips up and down the ramp,
Otto noticed his fellow passengers on the deck growing
increasingly perturbed.

"'Ere now, gere on wit yah. We gots other folks h'yer what wants
to make landfall afore sundown..."

"Sorry, my good man. Being cooped up in a bothersome little cage
down in steerage for an entire month is simply no place for an otter
like me. A fellow like me oughta have freedom, and water, and
well, plain on slip 'n slide FUN."

Suddenly glancing under his fellow passengers, Otto's terribly
short attention span fixed itself on a large object just above the
railing on the port bow: "Wuh hey, look, an iceberg! Why sure,
Wow, wuh looka the size '@ that thing. Think I'll paddle over and
see what the slopes are like..."

"About time," grumbled a very cross-looking ostrich, fluffing her
flightless plumage for emphasis. "Some animals have absolutely
no sense of civic responsibility."

God bless,
Otto (Rick B.)
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Posted By: Melodee
Date: 8/1/2000 14:25 GMT

Gwufbuff groaned when he saw the next creature begin to descend
from the ship -- a harp seal, no less. Not for nothing did fishermen
encourage the seal hunt. "We'll never have enough sardines!"

But Inky turned out to be a practical sort, and, with flippers and
snout she nudged a crate, clearly labeled "cod", over the edge. She
followed its splash into the icy waters. She swam about doing
somersaults and sudden leaps, clearly in her element before
fetching up on shore near to Eugene with her cod. "Hi! I've brought
lunch."

possum-bilities
Posted By: Stanley Anderson
Date: 8/1/2000 16:27 GMT

"Wow! You caught all these?" said Eugene. "I bow in humility to
your cod pieces." He stood up on his hind legs towering over the
others and rolled his right paw in circles as he bowed low to the
harp seal.

"Don't be silly, you big snowboard," said Inky and true to her
accusation everyone laughed when, as Eugene had bowed over,
Otto jumped up on his back and slid down it like a slide ending
with a plop! into the water. Eugene quickly stood up bewildered
and looked around to find out what everyone was laughing at.

Wishing to change the subject, Eugene pointed at the crate and said
"Hey, that'll do more than just food". He pried off one of the
boards of the crate and with a sharp blow from his paw, he
smashed the board into a thousand splinters. "Move your blubber
off that iceberg and get over here, Gwufbuff. I need a few of your
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whiskers". Gwufbuff swam over to the shore and waddled over to
the group.

With the aid of nimbler hands from the smaller animals forming
and curving and weaving the wood splinters along with some
plucked whiskers from the walrus, they had soon fashioned a fine
pair of snowshoes for little Fenster to wear (who had by now
learned, like most of the others in this magical place to stand
upright (although she could still scamper off on all fours if
suddenly threatened or in a real hurry). In addition, Eugene tore off
a couple little pieces of cloth from his muffler (that he always wore
in the winter -- polar bear fur or no, it gets stinkin' cold in
Kaffeklubben @, don't you know; sometimes even colder than
Canada), and these were quickly made into a pair of warm socks
for the ra--er, possum, that is.

"Aaaah, that's much better. Thank you very much," she said.

Eugene nudged Gwufbuff and murmured into his ear "Hey,
whadduya say we all come over to your place tonight for some
cappuccino and cod fillet hors d'oeuvres to watch the northern
lights? I'll bring my bongos and you can pull out your nose flute
and we can play the Icelandic folk song you just learned last week
from that passing arctic tern."

--Stanley Anderson (Eugene the polar bear)
sangreal @jps.net

Posted By: macwilson
Date: 8/1/2000 17:39 GMT

Just then a small, yellow (you could almost say blonde) canary
flew over and landed on Gwufbuff's shoulder.
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Why does everyone want to sit on me?, thought Gwufbuff to
himself. Everyone else was thinking is this a male canary or a
female canary?

"My name is macwilson," twittered the canary.

Ahhhh - Mac Wilson, the other animals murmured to each other. It
must be a he.

"No, not Mac Wilson - macwilson. I'm a she," came the plaintive
cry from the feathery songbird. "Perhaps you could call me Carol."

"No good - there is already a Carol here."

Well, the canary thought and thought, and shivered and shivered.
Her little feathers were no match for the icy cold of Kaffeklubben.
"Maybe," she said through chattering beak, "you could call
me...Brrr, I'm freezing"

The other animals thought that Brrr I'm Freezing was an unusual
name. But as they were anxious to eat, they barely heard the
canary’s protestations that she hadn't meant to say that at all.
Eventually she was too cold to protest any longer. She accepted
Brrr I'm Freezing as her name in Kaffeklubben, but hoped that
everyone would shorten it to Brrr.

Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 8/1/2000 18:10 GMT

"And a right fine lunch it seems!", said Eugene enthusiastically.
His eyes were wide, and muzzle pulled up into a telling grin as he
licked his chops. Like Inky, he could not actually read the
manscrawl on the crate that read "Cod", but they both read the
sweet meaty scent that wafted from the cracks.
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"The very least I could do!", replied Inky- as though the crated cod
were pulled from her own pantry. "One doesn’t just descend on a
neighbors hospitality without bringing a little something along you
know!"

Her magnanimity was lost on Eugene who, eyes fixed on the crate,
was now quite unconsciously rubbing the pads of his paws together
with anticipation. "Oh!", he slavered, "..and quite thoughtful of you
to be sure! Quite thoughtful indeed!!"

But none of it was lost on the already annoyed Gwufbuff- neither
the magnanimous Harp Seal, Inky, nor(as he was thinking in that
moment)"that blandishing bear!" The mounting heat of his breath
was ensconcing his bristles in ice. With one round eye on the
shivering Possum Fenster, still astride his flipper, and the other on
the circuitously approaching Otter, who himself had yet other
unseen beasts in confused train- Gwufbuff gathered a bellow of air
and- "HUWAH"!!

Thin slivers of ice exploded from his bristly whiskers and gave
everyone a good start- especially Fenster, who had to grab a tusk to
keep from tumbling off Gwuftbuff’s flipper, and down onto the
chilly icepack.

"And what sort of rat... er... POSSUM is that?", asked Gwufbuff
nodding toward the (somehow, somewhat) approaching Otter. "It
seems", he added, "to have had its tail flattened by a beer-wagon!"
Straining on her toes, and shading her eyes for a look-out, she
paused with a "hmmm", and then- "No Possum sir, but quite likely
as you said- looks like some sort of RAT with a rolled-flat tail!"

"Well... no mind for now", said Gwufbuff with a sense of resigned
agitation- "we'll all need to make for the Nor-house if we're to have
all this company."(The Nor-house had actually been an olde Norse
church, built there by Viking settlers, now long since vanished. Or
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built, as many thought, by Leif Erikson himself! But it was where
all the local beasts gathered for important meetings, celebrations

and feasts- and where, as Gwufbuff’s grandfather told him, the first
"dreaming" began!)




Chapter 2

Journey to the Nor House

Posted By: Melodee

Date: 8/1/2000 18:28 GMT

In response to: Re: Alice's Adventures in Kaffeklubben @ by C.W.
Butch Olmstead

Naturally Eugene had to carry the cod and also quite naturally, he
couldn't not complain about it. Still, very soon the weird
procession began following a heated argument, which sides you
can likely conclude for yourselves the various members took,
about whether to go overland or swim around.

In the end Brrr was invited to sink her poor, blue, birdy toes into
the thick fur on Inky's head during the journey and Fenster rode
companionably on Gwufbuff back as into the sea they all slid. Otto
annoyed everyone by splashing and doing back flips over the other
animals, but Eugene soon settled him with several cod to carry.

Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 8/1/2000 18:32 GMT

Dear Stanley and/or all -

Just a fumbling footnote to ask: You folks have done this sort of
thing before. I'm concerned I'm not following any order here, or
maybe don’t know the cues to look for to know how and when (or
when not)to post a bit to the story!(?) Or does it not matter?(maybe
it all gets "pasted" together in the end, in a kind of sensible
collage?) Its just that by the time I (we?) post, other installments
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have already appeared and the story starts to split off in separate
directions. I don’t want to go lumbering over others toes, paws, or
claws as it were!

His mercy... - C.W. Butch

Just squint your eyes and it will work
Posted By: Stanley Anderson
Date: 8/1/2000 18:47 GMT

It all comes with the territory, Butch. Stumble along -- this is a
magical place after all, so inconsistencies will blend in together
like quantum wave functions interfering with each other to form
interference patterns for future Kaffeklubben Mechanics physicists
to ponder over (and if you understand any of that, YOU can take
over the BSing around here:-) Frankly, I was just getting ready to
post the following under macwilson's post when I did a quick
check to see what that house was called again, and found the new
postings. So just squeeze this in before the journey in the water and
as the subject title above says, just squint your eyes and pretend
that it all fits together (this story was meant to be more fanciful and
"loose" than the others anyway):

"Ok, ok, Mrs. Freezing (may I call you just Brrr?)," said Eugene. "I
suppose I can spare another piece of my muffler for such a tiny
creature as you." "Sheesh!" he thought. "Don't these foreigners
know how to come prepared for the weather? Oh well, I suppose
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they didn't expect to be here." He tore off another piece of his
muffler and soon Brrr had a very functional little shawl that
wrapped nicely around her and even had clever pleats designed
into it so that she could spread her wings and still leave it on.

"This gives me an idea," thought Eugene. He stood back up and
cleared his throat and began, "Hrrrum, errum -- I HAVE A
DREAM! Yes, I have a dream that these poor little beasts will one
day live in a Kaffe hous where they will not be judged by the color
of their feathers or fur, but by the content of their Lewis
postings..." Eugene tended to get carried away and forget the topic
of his utterances at times. "Er, uh, anyway, I propose we think
about designing and building a gathering place with large glass
windows to gaze out over the arctic ocean at night and a fireplace
where we can gather and Discuss Things in a cozy atmosphere."

"Yeah, right." said Inky. "Just tell us where to get the glass plates
and wood and construction materials and we get right on it." she
said in her most sarcastic tone. "In the mean time, let's follow
Gwufbuff over to the nor house before we get left behind. Start
swimming."

--Stanley Anderson
sangreal @jps.net

Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 8/2/2000 09:22 GMT

Settling into nor-house was no small riot. After clamoring ashore,
and all giving a good shaking off of the icy brine- Eugene
shouldered the crate of cod (much to Inky's consternation who
feared they'd all forget it was she who brought them!)and rearing
to his feet wuffed- "HOY THEN GANG! FOLLOW ME!!" At that
Inky too raised herself up as far as a seal can and barked- "Yes!
Thats it... FOLLOW US!! And (ahem) THANK YOU EUGENE...
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FOR HOISTING THAT COD FOR ME! TOUGH ENOUGH
GETTING IT ASHORE YOU KNOW (whew)... AND MERCY
KNOWS, WE SEALS HAVE LITTLE SHOULDER FER LAND-
LUGGING!!"

It would be for an odd looking procession as they wended their
way up through the rocks toward nor-house, these unlikely
creatures. Eugene with Brr clutching clawtight to his thick furry
nape, and Fenster, who found no sure place on Gwufbuff's rippling
blubber-back now clung to a tusk with her prehensile tail. Otto
scamped willy-nill around and between varied sets of legs, and lept
cannon-ball into every tide-pool they passed.

There were other beasts as well, who were trailing along behind,
but whom seemed nervous and unsure of what to do next-
stopping, cocking heads and sniffing the air, and then clamoring on
as if to catch-up, but not. These had not yet introduced themselves-
and Gwufbuff kept glancing back at them from the corner of one
eye, wondering if they'd straggle-off with the others... and half
wishing they would.

The "others" were those beasts who were having none of it, and
had rambled off into the coastal bluffs and green countryside. They
seemed little interested in the "gathering", and some- especially the
three jackals and some of the peccaries, seemed to be "fleeing" the
scene.

Eugene suspected why, as did Gwufbuff. It was the scent of
dreaming beasts. But rum lay ahead, and sardines and cod! And as
they remembered, there may also be biscuits and butter left in the
pantry! As they approached the old house Eugene and Gwufbuff
could already imagine the windows warmed with yellow light...
and sweet smoke curling from the chimney. . .
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Posted By: macwilson
Date: 8/2/2000 15:06 GMT

With the house in sight, Brrr was thankful for the furry cape given
her by Eugene. It had kept her so warm on the long walk to the
house. She looked at the other animals in their party with a bit of
apprehension. They're such big animals, she thought. I wonder if
their thoughts are as big as their bodies? I hope my little bird brain
can keep up!

Fenster is not amused
Posted By: Fenster
Date: 8/2/2000 16:13 GMT

Fenster was having some trouble hanging on, snowshoes being the
antithesis of traction. She wasn't about to take them off, though.
They were so much better than the tattered shoes she'd left behind.

She had to shout several times to get Gwufbuff to hear. She was
hanging precariously between his shoulder and his tusk and he was
doing a lot of huwahing and mumbling.

"Gwufbuff, hey Mr. Gwufbuff, are we headed somewhere warm?
Hey, I say. I'm supposed to be headed somewhere warm.

"Huwah!" bellowed Gwufbuff, "Of course we're going somewhere
warm. There are the lights of Nor-house yonder."

I sure hope it has trees and grass and mangoes, she thought. What
I've seen so far doesn't look very promising.

Because she was afraid she was going to fall, disconnected images
flashed into her mind: A huge shaggy white bear walking on his
hind legs carrying a crate of something good. A black seal,
following the bear closely behind, and wearing a bright yellow
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bow. No wait, that was Brrr. A crowd of dark shapes against the
endless white background and beyond that the blue water.......

"Whack!" She suddenly came out of the dream and there was that
hyper Otto Matt. He'd hit her with chunk of ice. Before she could
say a thing he'd ducked down and shot behind Eugene and Inky.

Posted By: Suzanne
Date: 8/2/2000 15:33 GMT

Gwufbuff had noticed that one of the trailing beasts was maybe a
little different than the others. And Gwufbuff didn’t really want for
that one to straggle off with the others. For timidity should not be
confused with rejection. Fear should not be confused with
indifference.

No, this odd creature had other motivations for not joining in with
the intimidating Eugene and the bold Gwufbuff.

Ms. Bojangles had the soulful eyes of a Labrador retriever, come
to think of it, she also had the strong and graceful moves of a lab.
But you would not have said she was beautiful, just that there was
“something” about her.

She approached Gwufbuff introducing herself as Ms. Bojangles.
And, at once, in a very serious manner, asked if she too could
partake in all the wonderful things Gwufbuff and Eugene would be
dabbling in. She longed to have what they had. Then, like a child
whose attention would not be held, she darted off into the freshness
of the water, as if she had come to some realization that she needed
the beauty of nature. She had been confined much too long in the
cages and darkness and she wanted to breathe. And maybe this
sudden way in which the coastal bluffs and green countryside were
calling to her, was because this was where the Maker of the coastal



30 KAFFEKLUBBEN @: THE DREAMING

bluffs and green countryside wanted her to be. She always tried to
follow correctly.

Gwufbuff thought to himself, “ahh, there’s hope for this one yet.”

Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 8/2/2000 23:00 GMT

For this one, at least, had approached their band, and had given her
name... though this sudden bounding off caused Gufbuff to raise a
brow. His bristles would quiver and quake when his patience wore
thin- and sounded like the raspy rattle of dry broom twigs.

"HUWAH! MOST CERTAINLY THEN... INDEED!! BY ALL
MEANS JOIN US... THAT IS IF YOU CAN STAND STILL
LONG ENOUGH TO MIND WHERE WERE GOING!!" (and
here is voice trailed off with- "...you, and that... that frenetic flat-
tailed Otter... huwah...")

At that moment he realized the blast of his first "huwah" had
blown poor Fenster clean from between his tusks- and sent her
rolley-polley down the path ahead of him. She'd have rolled further
too, but for her snowshoes that went "klok-ta-klok" with every
tumble and finally broke her to a dizzied stop! "Hullo! Whuts
that!?", she yeeked rubbing the top of her possum-noggin!

Gwufbuff meant to apologize for his blast- of both Ms. Bojangles
and Fenster... but did not, and merely sagged with eyes closed and
wagged his head with disbelief that ANY of this was happening!

"Steady old tusk", said Eugene, "No time for shedding ones brass
NOW you know! It was you old tusk, who told me of that
courageous adage you learnt during the Oodaaq war- what was it
then... OH YES! 'If ye lose yer head, yer bum will surely follow!!"
Yes! That... and what was the other? OH RIGHT! "'Wot dont kill
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ye, can only make ye stronger!!'! AH! GREAT ADDAGES
THOSE!!"

Eugene didn’t need to see Gwufbuff’s one great eye opening
slowly. He only needed to hear the broomy rasp of bristles as he
turned a hidden grin, re-shouldered the cod and resumed his lead
up the path. And the nor-house was now just a stones-throw
ahead...

making ''friends" in a hurry
Posted By: Otto Matt
Date: 8/3/2000 03:49 GMT

With that, Otto came skidding to a halt right at the mighty walrus's
feet (fleep?). For the first time he seemed to recognize that this
moving sliding board was not part of the local geography.

"Whooie, Chief, I bet you go through some dental floss on those
suckers," he blurted out innocently, eyeing the menacing looking
tusks. "You, uh, you don't ever do anything, like, vicious with
those things do you?" But before the blustery beast could reply to
his chuckle-headed inquisitor, he (Otto) was no longer tuned in,
having just caught a glimpse of a great white walking carpet ahead.
Scrambling like Fred Flintstone trying to get his car going, his
paws suddenly caught and he shot forward, straight between the
great bear's furry legs.



32 KAFFEKLUBBEN @: THE DREAMING

"Hey, you look like a bear, but none of the bears I ever saw was
white. Are you an Albanian?" Eugene looked down at the otter,
now on his back with all paws suspended at half-mast above him.
Then he slowly rolled his eyes upward from the greasy looking
thing at his feet, as if to gaze upon the pole star directly overhead.
Shaking his hoary head, he continued on with his great, purposeful
strides.

Not easily put off, Otto looked back across his belly at the rest of
the slow moving entourage, then neatly spun himself over and shot
back into the crowd. He nearly ran straight into the largest rat he
had ever seen.

"Ooops...'scuse me, ma'am. | take it you rodents don't have any
natural enemies up here in these northern latitudes; I mean, seeing
as how you're about the biggest rat I've seen in my entire three
years of existence."

"I am an O-possum," Fenster replied curtly, taking care to stress
the vowel often carelessly dropped by the illiterarti of the animal
kingdom. "Why, we're not even in the same phylum as rativorie."

"O-possum, o-possum. Why sure, I've heard of you. I remember
my animapology teacher talking about your breed once: a small,
quiet, very sedentary animal that lives along the center stripe of
highways in the southern U.S." But this brain strain was far too
much and his tiny mind buckled under the load. Wandering again,
he suddenly caught sight of a strange yellow flickering on top of
Gwufbuff head.

"Hey, White Fang, what in the world is that thing on your punkin'
haid?" (Brrr had decided to take a moment's respite, and the
walrus, though a bit brusque and blustery in his manners, seemed
nevertheless harmless enough.)
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"The name is Gwufbuff," he said, a little incensed with the
indignities this newcomer had heaped upon him in the last few
minutes. "And this (reaching up with a flipper and gently offering
Brrr a new perch) is a Canary. Where have you been all your life?"

But Gwuf had broken the golden rule of otter talk: no verbal
exchange may last more than one and one half sentences. The
furry, flatheaded river dachshund was off like a streak of
lightening. He thought he recognized a long lost cousin in that
patch of open water ahead, and dove headlong into the icy cold
deep. He surfaced directly opposite a golden retriever's head. Her
snout pointed almost regally upward on a 30 degree incline as she
carefully kept her nose from being inundated. She was dog tired
and paddling for shore...

Posted By: Martin
Date: 8/3/2000 04:59 GMT

As Gwufbuff, Eugene, and menagerie proceeded to the nor-house,
they noted a slight rippling of the permafrost off to their right. As
the rippling came closer a small head popped out. This mole took a
pair of spectacles from his fur, placed them on his face and
surveyed the scene.

My name is Martin, the mole said. How in the world did I end up
here? I knew I should have asked for directions back a-ways. It
looks like you are headed someplace. The polar bear carrying a
crate responded: My name is Eugene, and we are heading for the
nor-house beyond the next copse. You are invited to join us if you
are so inclined.

Perhaps I will take your kind offer, Martin replied. If only this
permafrost were not so darned hard to dig through. I may have to
get my claws resharpened sooner than I thought. If T do not get
lost, perhaps you will see me again by the time you get to the nor-
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house. It does sound very inviting. With that, the mole removed his
spectacles, popped back down the hole and started digging once
again in the direction the great polar bear had shown with his huge
paw. After the mole had gone, the otter poked his head down the
hole and asked What was that? Gwufbuff harumphed once, then
shook his great tusked head and muttered Never Mind...

"Martin" the mole

on the inside looking out
Posted By: carol
Date: 8/3/2000 11:27 GMT

The group of friends didn't know it, but their progress to the house
was not unobserved. But if any of them had been looking ahead,
they would not have noticed a small face peering out of a nook (or
cranny) near the doorway. Two grey-blue eyes watched carefully,
a nose twitched thoughtfully, and a quiet sniffing was scarcely
enough for anyone to hear. "They look friendly, but will they want
me in their company?" wondered little Mini. This was not, of
course, her real name. It was a multilevel joke from her past, in the
days when friends imposed nicknames, and it had stuck. Her real
name was as long as her tail, and was too hard to spell, so it was
only used at official ceremonies. "It's been a long time since we
had a ceremony here," she mused. She decided to wait until the
group arrived, observe them for a while, and then approach
someone near her size. "That's if they seem friendly up close too,"
she told herself, and continued to watch their slow progress.




Chapter 3

A Ring of Fire

A Ring of Fire
Posted By: Stanley Anderson
Date: 8/3/2000 14:54 GMT

The Kaffeklubben @ sky began to dim as evening approached (the
season here was not the summertime of midnight sun but of more
equal night and day). The group approached the opening in the
circular stone wall that surrounded the nor house and Lo! a strange
and beautiful sight they beheld there. On the grassy sod that
covered the top of the wall ran a circle of candles, all lit and
flickering as though the nor house were wearing a bejeweled
necklace of sparkling diamonds to welcome the weary (and
hungry) travellers.

Weary all, that is, except for Otto, who quickly climbed on top and
made a weaving circuit of the wall passing back and forth among
the candles like an Olympic slalom skier negotiating each candle
with in a tight angle that brought him close enough to make each
flame waver, sputter, and reform in turn, but without disturbing the
position of the candle or extinguishing any of the flames. To a
viewer on a nearby hillside it might have appeared as a grandstand
crowd performing a "wave" with candles instead of arms.

"Ho ho," said Eugene. "It appears we are expected? Is this of your
doing Gwufbuff?"

--Stanley Anderson
sangreal @jps.net
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Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 8/4/2000 01:20 GMT

In one of those rare moments when Gwufbuff pronouncements
would not begin with his blustery "huwah", the old tusk gave his
head a knowing dip and his eyes a slow blink- "Ah... you'd know
well it is not my doing Eugene- but you're only being kind to say
it... knowing as well as I that if this petulant old fool were in the
"doings" of the nor-house, it wouldn’t be candles on the round-
wall beckoning us in... but crashing cymbals to drive us away!"

The old tusk was having one of his "rare moments of seeing", as
he'd come to call them- when he could be abashed with himself. It
was set-off now by his "huwahing" of Ms. Bojangles, and the
unmeant catapulting of poor Fenster during the outburst. He would
have wished to do neither, but alas- there it was again: his temper,
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his impatience, and his fears. And none of them had been there,
nor the sense that they were unseemly- (or he was unable to notice
it?) before the dreaming began... when he was only a walrus, and
only knew of walrus ways!

And it all seemed to have its beginning, there- at the nor-house,
where long ago, as Gwufbuff’s grandfather told, a beast first began
the dreaming. No one truly knew whom, or what sort of beast it
was- whether walrus, or musk ox, reindeer or seal? But if a walrus
did the telling, it was a walrus- or if a seal did the telling, it was a
seal. No mind, it was here the dreaming first came.

A winter had come that none had ever known. The
Grunland(Greenland) creatures were perishing in the thousands
and only the wolves and winged scavengers were not without food-
with the carrion of all but fishes, littered for miles in all directions
to keep them through the dearth. The arctic ice-pack was so thick
and unbroken that even the walruses and seals were dieing- having
no place to enter the water to feed. And those who would travel in
search of a split or end of the ice, were never seen again! Even the
beluga and nar-whales were perishing, not for food, but air- having
no place to surface when they traveled to far inward to feed.

But one day a waft of hope rose into the cold air- and it was not the
smell of death, but of sweet delicious life-giving food! And its
smell was coming from the nor-house!! There on a simple, but well
kempt table were three great oval plates. Each was stacked high
with warm broad slices of sweetbread. In an open space between
them sat a single lantern, lit and well-filled with oil. At both ends
of the table were very large wheels of cheese and hefty pots of
butter. A cask of rum stood in a corner, with twelve heavy cups
turned head-down on its top. A great fire roared on the hearth and
the shutters and door were flung wide-open... and yet no warmth
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seemed to leave the nor-house. And not a soul was to be found in
sight!

The creature who first entered there ate to its fill- and then drifted
off to sleep by the fire. There the dreaming began. A dream that
the creature was a man. And the man in the dream was himself
dreaming that he was that creature. When the creature awoke it
was filled with both wonder and terror. Wonder of the dream, and
the food, and the new hope of life... but terror that it now knew
itself, and its own heart and mind and soul- all a kind of image
from the dream-man. The creature (a bear, a walrus, a wolf?, no
one knew) brought its neighbors to the nor-house... something it
would never have done before the dream- where they too would
eat their fill from the table that never seemed to lack, and drink
cheering cups of rum from a neverdredged cask. Many of them
too, though strangely not all, would sleep, and have the dream.

And so it had been for hundreds of years, until now- when such as
Eugene and Gwufbuff had come, and eaten, and dreamed the
dream of men named Stanley and Butch who dreamed they were
bears and walruses. And too, as was this mystery- the nor-house
seemed, or indeed WAS somehow itself a living thing... where
food of all sort would simply "be", and where, on occassions, the
round-wall would be ringed with candles...

EphOneSix
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Gwufbuff meets Speedbolt
Posted By: Gawain Anderson
Date: 8/4/2000 06:00 GMT

[Stanley -- Eugene the polar bear taking dictation from Gawain
here]:

Gwufbuff was lying by the opening of the stone wall ring. There
was a hound running down the hillside near the nor house. When
the hound got closer it wasn't a hound, it was a arctic wolf.
Gwufbuff waddled over to warn the others about the wolf.

"Mr. Walrus," said the white wolf. "I would like to join your
company." But before he got to the nor house, the company was
already inside the stone ring hiding from the wolf behind the nor
house.

"Please, Mr. Walrus," the wolf repeated, "May I join your
company? I will not hurt you. I just saw your company below and I
wanted to join. My name is Speedbolt. What's yours?"

The walrus looked over the wall cautiously and said "My name is
Gwufbuff. How did you see so far from the hills?"

Speedbolt said, "I have keen eyes in the night."

--Gawain Roderick Anderson (Speedbolt the white arctic wolf)
sangreal @jps.net

A Glimmer of Beauty
Posted By: Fenster
Date: 8/4/2000 09:41 GMT

Fenster picked up her socks and snowshoes, which had gotten
knocked off in this latest tumble and hung them around her neck.
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When she looked up she saw what appeared to be hundreds of car
headlights coming straight for her. PANIC was her first thought.

And then, suddenly, a new thought flowed, calmingly, into her
head, and it was so original, that she noticed, for the first time in
her life, that she was thinking it. She didn't have a word for it, but
we would call it "awe at the sight of unexpected beauty." It was
such a startlingly new thought that it almost bowled her over,
again.

She didn't even see the arctic wolf approaching.

An Aroma of Hope
Posted By: Otto Matt
Date: 8/4/2000 13:01 GMT

Otto abruptly stopped his endless weaving round and round the nor
house candle course.

"Wuh hey, what's that smell?" he blurted out, his twitching nose
carefully craning out beyond the top of the wall toward the door of
the little cottage.

"Probably your singed whiskers," came the wee voice of a harp
seal immediately below him.

"No, it's hmmm, how to describe it? So full, so gloriously,
deliriously, indescribably delicious and... FULL. I remember the
old cobbler's wife who used to do this most amazing thing every
day. She would take the whitest dirt you've ever seen, and with a
bit of this candle fire and some old dried branches, make that same
magical mystery smell. I'd know it anywhere."

Forgetting himself for the first moment in a veerry long time, Otto
had actually been able to *complete* a thought. And not just
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compete it, he had even wrapped it up in the proper words, before
the demands of his hyperactive nerves and his new surroundings
had once again taken over. Why, it was almost like dreaming. He
saw sudden flashing images of the old cobbler, and his wife, and
then of himself: except, of course, he was no longer an otter.

RickB's Homepage

The Sound of Silence
Posted By: Melodee
Date: 8/4/2000 13:53 GMT

The moment had come and with it silence. Everyone sensed in that
instance that once he or she had entered the door of the Nor House,
there would be no going back to the old familiar ways, no going
back to one's old kind.

Inky looked intently at the creatures surrounding her, choosing in
quiet determination, what she had begun in a spirit of adventure
earlier, that henceforth these new friends would be her kind.

Others were thinking the same thing and the little group of
dreamers drew closer together. Flippers and paws were extended
and taken. Small animals perched themselves on the backs of the
larger and they all moved inside the house. It was time for the
telling of dreams.

And eating naturally!




Chapter 4

The Telling of Dreams

The Telling of Dreams
Posted By: Stanley Anderson
Date: 8/5/2000 18:03 GMT

Gwufbuff carried the twelve obsidian cups over and set them
upright around the table. Eugene grabbed the cask of rum and
filled them. Gradually each of the animals approached a cup, shy at
being the first to sip, or lap, or peck at, or swig the potent dark
liquid. But as they did, each one in turn felt a warmth spread
through their bodies which then returned as an intense dreaming
desire back into the throat and tongue so that, shy or no, each
animal began to speak their dreams. Thus was a Great Becoming
begun. From each animal, Labrador retriever, otter, canary, mole,
wolf, polar bear, possum, walrus, and the mouse they had
discovered already hiding in the nor house when they entered,
along with any other dreaming beasts that might enter the nor
house to join the gathering, the group heard the dreams of each of
the species there.

But just as no two dreams or animal species are alike in content or
form, so too were these dreamings. Some were like little stories or
adventures; some were atmospheric descriptions of a homeland or
hillside. Others were merely strings of words giving abstract sense
impressions of some kind of beastly emotion brought up into a
dreaming state. Still others were sounds that made no conscious
sense, but which conjured a transfer of experience. They were
solemn or funny; silly or mysterious; highly abstract and
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philosophical or earthy and pithy with no discernable meaning
aside from pure experience. Some were only a couple sentences.
Others were longer, although no one there could tell how much
time actually elapsed between dreamings. No two were alike. But a
common feature of each dreaming tale was that it conveyed to the
other animals some small hint of what it was like to be the type of
animal speaking. In this way, was the community of the Great
Becoming formed in Nor House of Kaffeklubben @.

No set order or cues to the beginning or ending of each dreaming
could be discerned, but each animal seemed to know when it was
ready to sip the rum in his cup and begin speaking. And although
the evening began in silence and shyness and awe, soon there was
laughing and eating and curiosity as more tales were told.

[Note from Stanley: I'm thinking...each contributor’s “dreaming
tale” (not required, of course, but something I would love to see
from each animal) can be posted here under this “The Telling of
Dreams” post ...I hope this isn’t too ambitious. I really do mean
that each dreaming can be "told" in any kind of odd experimental
form or standard story format or description that anyone wants to
try for their animal. And others please feel free to join in with the
nine animals here so far. There are twelve cups there, and I'm sure
one of the things we learn in Nor House is sharing -- in more ways
than one:-)]

--Stanley Anderson (Eugene the polar bear)
sangreal @jps.net
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Polar Bear Dreaming
Posted By: Stanley Anderson
Date: 8/5/2000 18:05 GMT

I draw the whiteness of the ice and snow up into my very fur and
walk, lumbering with the weight of the island, to the water’s edge.
Fish are down in the water — I can smell them. Or at least I can
smell the water they swim in and I shall become like them. I dive
into the cold sea and feel the waters swirl around me as my fur
smooths back to form a sleek white whale shape. I catch a fish and
surface to find the shore. Now I shall become like walking snow
and ice again and roll and play on the hills. I smell something
approaching!

--Stanley Anderson (Eugene the polar bear)
sangreal @jps.net

Polar Bear Dreaming-Spring, Hunt, Hibernation
Posted By: Stanley Anderson
Date: 8/6/2000 09:22 GMT

Spring, ringle, mingle, sing, string, strong, stromp, strump, tromp,
trump, fromp, frump, romp, rump, clomp, clump, tumble, rumble,
stumble, single.

Summer hunt, drumble, white, sight, rike, rile, reel, seal, smell,
steal, sneak Feel, reek, meal, kill, prounce, bounce, pounce, still,
fill, beel, bleed, blood, mud, sludge, gnaw, claw, chaw, graw,
grine, grind, gristle, muscle, tussle, frustle, full

Autumn, caught ‘em, slaughter, otter, fought, prought, proud,
broud, stout, out, clout, clot, clad, flad, flab, frab, frat, fat, pat, pad,
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Pabble, dabble, grab, gab, gibble, dibble, dig, darg, dark, dank,
dangle, dungle, dug, dunnel, tug, tunnel, turnle, turner, curnle, curl,
coal, cool, crumble, grumble, slumber, dumber, mumble,

Mimble, meem, meeze, wheeze, seize, shreep, sleep, dreep, dream,
seem, seember, somber, sneeze, sneed, snit, itch, snort, snout, start,
startle, stretch, stritch, rich, reach, rankle, rake, shake, shook, look,
leak, like, link, lingle, sprinkle, springle, Spring!

--Stanley Anderson (Eugene the polar bear)
sangreal @jps.net

Re: Polar Bear Dreaming-Polar Poetry
Posted By: Stanley Anderson
Date: 8/9/2000 15:33 GMT

There once was a Dane, not a Cuban,

Who thought of a game off a Rueben.

The play had some beasts

who were naked at least,

And they called the tale "@! Kaffeklubben"

(note from Stan: this tortured attempt at limerick is probably hard
to make sense of at best, but it occurred to me that some here
might not be familiar with the 60's musical or play [I'm not sure
which, since I never saw it, only heard about it] called "Oh!
Calcutta" which featured naked performers. And I assume most
people recognize that Reuben’s paintings are known for their
voluptuous naked women. Finally, I, being an Anderson, am 3/4
Danish. And "Cuban", by the way, has nothing at all to do with the
theme except for its rhyme, so there!:-)

(practicing my ducking and covering),
--Stanley Anderson (Eugene the polar bear)
sangreal @jps.net
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Polar Bear Dreaming-More Polar Poetry
Posted By: Stanley Anderson
Date: 8/9/2000 15:56 GMT

There once was a place called the Nor House,
That harboured bird, walrus, seal, or mouse.
No, I won't make a rhyme

with what you expected, this time.

It's clean; you can read it to your spouse.

Sorry, couldn't resist,
--Stanley Anderson (Eugene the polar bear)
sangreal @jps.net

Arctic White Wolf Dreaming
Posted By: Gawain Roderick Anderson
Date: 8/5/2000 18:09 GMT

The story of my life from being a cub up until now: When I was a
cub we lived in a dark and damp cave on the western side of the
hills. T had brothers named Comrade and Razortooth. We often
wrestled together. When I was two I started to learn to hunt with
my brothers. There were two score of the wolves in my pack. We
often hunted hares. We surrounded the hares when we hunted
them.

--Gawain Roderick Anderson (Speedbolt the Arctic Wolf)
sangreal @jps.net

Up there
Posted By: Martin
Date: 8/6/2000 04:35 GMT

After having departed the scene and resuming digging, Martin
realized that he had not taken a wrong turn back a ways, but was
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being drawn to this place so far away from his home. Digging
faster, Martin realized that the tunneling was getting easier,
moving away from permafrost to the type of ground which
reminded him of days gone by, days in which he was ridiculed by
his own kind for dreaming about what it would be like to live "up
there". Apprehension and the need for security tugged to keep
Martin below ground, but he was impelled to go on. Some time
later, Martin burrowed up and poked his head above the surface of
the ground once again. Placing his spectacles on his face, Martin
found himself near a building with a stone wall which was covered
with grass. Inviting smells were emanating from the building.
Turning his back to the wall and building, Martin found the
menagerie headed toward him, led by the great polar bear, with
walrus, opossum, canary, and others following behind. As the
other animals approached, and after some little commotion, paws,
claws and wings were being extended to Martin as well.

Why these other animals should extend their extremities to Martin
was at first, a mystery to him. Encrusted with dirt, looking
somewhat worse for the wear, Martin still felt compelled to reach
out. As they all entered the nor house, the smells began to have
their effect. The yearning to have the experience of living "up
there" grew stronger. Having only brief experiences of being above
ground in no way prepared Martin for what he was to see, hear and
smell.

The brilliance of the lights and smells were almost overwhelming.
Having been so long underground, with the dark, and earthen
smells as constant companions, the impact of the nor house was
beyond Martin's comprehension, despite its real modesty.

Approaching the table and the unique smelling liquid concoction in
the glass, Martin shied away at first, having never partaken of such
fare. Again, something compelled him to take and drink. As he did,
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the warmth that pervaded his body seemed to work a wonder upon
his senses. He could now not only endure the light and smells, but
Martin could now begin to enter into the enjoyment which was
readily evident in the nor house.

"So this is what being 'up here' is like... why I never even had the
slightest notion that it could be like this." Martin observed. As the
warmth of the rum continued on beyond the typical effect of
alcohol, Martin was even more amazed at the swirl of thoughts,
emotions and experiences that crossed his mind in flashes. All of
this was completely alien to his experience. This was just the
beginning of the dreams, of places like California and England, of
people like Butch, Chris, Stanley, Melodee and Gawain. Before the
first rush of dreams finally ended, Martin saw one more face in a
final scene that he seemed to have a unique affinity for... a person
with the name of Brian...

Re: Up there from below: Mole Dreaming
Posted By: Martin
Date: 8/10/2000 03:34 GMT

Martin, in his usual way, sought to take in and contemplate all that
he was seeing and hearing around the table. The food and drink
that was provided was far superior to anything that Martin had yet
tasted. The cod, bread, and rum seemed to awaken in Martin a
sense of venturesomeness which was not in the nature of a mole.

Suddenly, upon laughing himself silly at FEugene's rather
entertaining limericks, the dreaming began once again....

"Oh, NO!!" Martin exclaimed as he sought to escape the latest
predator trying to make him a late mole. Survival had been the
everyday mode of life, such as it was for Martin. Only
underground could Martin even experience something resembling
security. "How do those other animals live everyday "up there"?
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Why was 1 made this way? If only I could better see things up
there and not have to always be on the lookout to prevent myself
from being someone's dinner." When Martin expressed these
thoughts to his mole family, the family responded in typical mole
fashion: "This is just the way we are" Why don't you like our dirt
den? Digging is what we do best, so why question it? While Martin
did realize that moles were well suited for such tasks as moles do,
there was still that nagging curiosity about the things which were
"up there".

All of a sudden, Martin saw the nor house again, but before he
could say a word, he noticed that his fur, which was encrusted with
dirt, had been made as clean as Otto Matt's otter fur. He also
observed that FEugene's polar bear fur was incredibly,
incredibly...(how does one who has never seen a polar bear before,
sufficiently describe the whiteness of fur?) As a matter of fact,
Martin saw each of the animals as they were originally designed to
be, with full nobility, complete in being, and united in fellowship
and love of the One Great Animal Maker.

All of a sudden, the struggles of being a mole paled in the light of
the nor house. There was no apologies needed, no excuses
necessary, just the realization that he belonged. A mole does not
have to be flashy like a cheetah, wise as an owl, powerful as a lion,
or as keen as an eagle. All a mole has to do is be a mole, even "Up
There". Telling the others what he had just seen, Martin realized
that what he had seen in last portion of this dream was true,
confirmed with contented sighs by others around the table.

"More rum, please"
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O-Possum Dreaming
Posted By: Fenster
Date: 8/7/2000 11:36 GMT

Fenster sniffed the cup of liquid. Mmmmm something fermented.
Her favorite kind of smell. It only took one sip to set her
dreaming......

Her "Fearometer" started spinning a little more slowly. Her eyes
uncrossed and she could see more clearly. She could actually look
at Speedbolt without collapsing in fear.

Otto Matt was propping his chin on his paws, leaning on the table
and listening to the dream someone was relating.

Eugene was pulling cod out of the crate and inspecting each one
carefully before putting it onto a plate.

Gwufbuff and Inky were moving about slowly and gracefully,
setting plates of cod onto the table.

Mini was peeking out from behind a cup and looking almost nose
to beak at Brrr, who was cocking her head from side to side.

Martin had his glasses pushed up on top of his head and was
rubbing his eyes.

Ms. Bojangles had just her head laying on the table and her big
soulful eyes were looking from one to the other of the creatures
gathered around the table.

And then Fenster's thoughts drifted further to the memory of sitting
high up in the Paradise tree under a starry night, watching the
world go by and hearing the muted sounds of laughter below. But
it seemed to her that in this dream she was a girl named chris.......
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Posted By: Stanley Anderson
Date: 8/7/2000 15:09 GMT

Eugene stared at the cod he was inspecting as if in a trance. Then
he looked up and over at Fenster. His eyes still had a far-off look.
"I long to hear more about this Paradise tree and the starry sky and
the muted laughter, Fenster. But mostly I long to hear of the girl
sitting high up in the tree. Is there more of the dream to be told?"

He put the cod on a plate and waited.

--Stanley Anderson (Eugene the polar bear)
sangreal @jps.net

Posted By: Fenster
Date: 8/9/2000 09:55 GMT

Chris was sitting high in the Paradise tree, not unlike a possum,
full to the bursting with joy that can not be expressed and has no
where to go. She roamed in the cool and quiet of the nights, again
like a possum, searching for something or someone to tell of her
thoughts and her thanks, her joys and her pleasures. It was like a
drive or an instinct.

She knew what an empty house felt like and she could feel when a
house was not empty, and she was certain that the world she lived
in was not empty. It hummed with a life ever in the background
and she wanted to talk to it.

She was full of joy this evening because after weeks of work, she
and her friends had successfully cast a bronze bell.

You could never tell, until the moment you cracked open the mold,
whether you're long work had been rewarded. It had to be a casting
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without pits or cracks or cold spots or bits of slag. A bell had to be
cast right to sound right. And this particular bell was perfect.

Down below the tree she was sitting in, her friends were gathered
on a back porch, eating, drinking, resting, and celebrating the

successful casting that they had all helped with.

She should have been down below with her friends celebrating, but
instead, here she was up in a tree, dreaming she was a possum and

looking for something or someone beyond the horizon.

Re: O-Possum Dreaming
Posted By: Fenster
Date: 8/25/2000 09:52 GMT

When the evening calls and the daylight is fading,
from within me calls - could it be I am sleeping?
For a moment I stray, then it holds me completely.

Close to home - I cannot say.
Close to home - feeling so far away.

As I walk through the room there before me a shadow
from another world, where no other can follow.
Carry me to my own, to where I can cross over....

Close to home - I cannot say.
Close to home - feeling so far away.

Forever searching and never right,

I am lost in oceans of night.

Forever hoping I can find memories.
Those memories I left behind.
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Even though I leave will I go on believing
that this time is real - am I lost in this feeling?
Like a child passing through, never knowing the reason.

I am home - I know the way.

I am home - feeling, oh, so far way

The Telling of Dreams (Walrus Dreaming)
Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 8/7/2000 19:59 GMT

"I am Gwufbuff- the son of Hwullek, and grandson of Mhagan. In
the tellings of things of walruses, it was a walrus who first
dreamed. This was the telling of grandfather Mhagan, though he
knew that none could recall who the first beast was who dreamed.
So too were tellings, not only of walruses, but of all the Grunland
creatures who dreamed, that it was their kind who made the Nor
House! But it could not have been- for none of us here, or any
creature could have made it, unable as we are for wielding a tool.

As the house now is, one may wonder if even men had made it-
seeing that it makes itself new through the seasons, never aging.
And here! Food and drink never lacking... and these candles on the
round-wall? The works of neither beast nor men!! But we know so
little- and in the tellings, the stories of men once gathered here...
when it was not called the Nor House, but was known as The
Kirkja... and then their vanishing, and no longer were men to be
here, with the house sitting cold and empty and barren a hundred
years and more- until the dearthtime: when the bread and the light
began to appear- saving us, and giving us our dreams.

When I was only a walrus without man-dreams, and young- I
dreamt only of green waters, and going deep to the seafloor to
rake-up tasty clams with my bristles... or turning and rolling about
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through the kelp-forests - hiding, dodging and chasing. Or of the
terrors for which I had no names- but only the threatening shapes
from which all walruses learned to flee. Only now can I know that
some were man-shapes, with an upheld arm and shaft- and then the
sea turning red.

When the man-dreams came, they brought with them new and
wonderful wonders... and new and terrible terrors- for like the man
I dreamed of, I too now knew that I. . . was. That I was seperate
from the things. From the sea, and sky, and ice, and food. And
inside this separateness that was 1. . .was yet more separateness!
The separateness that, even now, is letting us "know" our own
hearts, and our own minds! Such a wonder!! But such a terror... for
as I knew the man (and thereby began to know myself)- I began to
know also his trouble, and his fear. For he has before him always
blessings and cursings. If he chooses the first, which is all life and
joy and peace- then he truly lives(and it is good living!). If he
chooses the later... (and YES!, the man chooses cursings, knowing
full-well they are accursed, I know not how or why!!) . . . it brings
yet another separateness- a dreadful separateness he calls
"darkness". He continues to live, but is somehow also dead-
knowing that he is gone away from the good.

It 1s what I felt when I became angry with Ms. Bojangles! And
when I launched poor Fenster!! It is what I feel when I envy
Eugene his joviality... and when I thought to keep the Nor-House
from new company!! I am changing since the dreaming- and am
filled with such conflict of wonder and fear, joy and troublings...
wishing to do well- and grieving within when I do not. And alas-
like the man I dream- I grow in my loathing that great dark
darkness: and have begun now, many a night, to gaze up to the
stars, or the aurora... and wonder- 'mustn’t there be greater behind
them?... and is the goodness living there?' But AH! Forgive me my
goings-on... this rum I tell you! Hah-hah!!"
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EphOneSix

Ottomattopia
Posted By: Otto Matt
Date: 8/8/2000 01:14 GMT

As their dreams wafted across the handsomely set table, Otto
continued to rest his bewhiskered snout on prayerful paws,
savoring each one as it passed. This was something new to him,
this peaceful tranquility that enveloped the room. Not a thing in the
world could have snatched his attention away from this cheerful
brown study. Not the overpowering aroma of freshly baked loaves,
not the boozey cheer of the dark grog, not even the pungent
oiliness of codfish being carefully doled out by the great white
bear, each stoneware platter passing mere inches above Otto's
twitching nose.

He saw a mighty vessel. Not a cargo liner like the one that had
brought them to these parts, but a ship of the line - a Man-o-War,
with sharp lines slicing cleanly through the swells. And he saw the
bright starry overhead skies. Free from the loom of the landlocked
cities, they shone brighter than even he had ever seen them from
his wilderness home. Orion, and the Dog Star -- the Pleiades,
Cassiopeia -- they were suddenly a part of this cozy company. And
off to one side of the ship's bridge stood a lone sailor: a lookout,
scanning the horizon carefully, watch cap pulled low and peajacket
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collar turned up. Otto was there. He was the man, or the man was
Otto, he couldn't tell which. The red and green running lights
reflected softly off the bow's churning foam. He was going home.

Brrr the Canary's dream
Posted By: macwilson
Date: 8/8/2000 04:13 GMT

I dreamed of two little girls. I dreamed that I loved them more than
life itself.

"Mommy, watch this,"...chattering,  chattering...skipping,
dancing...."Mommy, look at this,"....tumbling,
running....chattering, chattering...."Mommy, will you read to
me?"....always in motion....always chattering...."Mommy, will you
sing for me?"....cartwheels, somersaults....swinging,
sliding.....chattering,  chattering...."Mommy, can I hug
you?"....chattering, chattering chipmunk!

Small and round, roly poly....pink and pudgy....grunting, babbling,
bubbling....angel face, hair so red...small and round, roly
poly....climbing, crawling....smile thrills me, love that stills
me....skin SO smooth....pinchable, kissable....eyes SO
bright....squeeze her tight....pink an pudgy, roly poly teddy bear!

MACWILSON

Inky, thinks she?
Posted By: Melodee
Date: 8/8/2000 23:50 GMT

For Inky the dreaming seemed like the first time she had ever been
awake in her whole life. Before she had lived and moved as one
with her environment, hardly perceiving herself as something
different from the water in which she swam or the fish which she
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caught and ate. No thoughts troubled the intensity of her being and
doing, but in the dream she followed her arms, down to her flippers
and found there instead, things she somehow knew to be hands and
they were marvelous to behold -- small but capable of such
industry.

She had never thought anything about her flippers, dexterous
though they were, but in dreaming she saw herself use those hands
to touch others with kindness, to bring fish to the hungry, to protect
the helpless. And for a single moment Inky had perceived
Melodee, the woman with whom she shared those hands.

As Inky passed out the plates of cod to Fenster and Mini and Otto
and the others, that woman seemed very, very close.

Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 8/10/2000 15:35 GMT

...And as Inky busied herself with the plates of cod, Gwufbuff
recognized her distraction- the gaze of her deep watery-black
eyes... eyes, as of all seals, always seeming on the edge of tears.
But it was not a lost gaze outward, but a searching gaze inward-
where eyes are not lamps, but mirrors. It was the gaze of a
dreaming creature... and Gwufbuff wondered if, like himself, the
struggle of the man-soul was becoming evermore her own...
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The Telling of Dreams LAB DREAMING
Posted By: Suzanne
Date: 8/10/2000 14:47 GMT

Ms. Bo was becoming tired. She had taken in enough of the sights
around the table. And, it was not so much the quality of the food
and the drink that held her interest. Her interest was held by the
other creatures. She longed to know their stories; their adventures.
Ms. Bo, after all, had had a pretty boring life. Up until this time her
life seemed to have consisted of - heel, fetch, heel, fetch. And most
of the time, not even for real ducks, but for sticks. Ms. Bo seemed
to have been busy for years. But she did not necessarily believe
that her busy-ness equated to anything of great importance. After
all, there were others out there, the real hunting dogs, who had
done greater and more important things than Ms. Bo. Ms. Bo’s life
had just been - heel, fetch, heel, fetch - for sticks (or for poster
board at an all night drug store at 9:45 p.m because some project
was due tomorrow morning). Now, where did that silly thought
come from?

Ms. Bo settled down in a nice, warm corner. As she began to relax
though, every now and then, she looked around for own pups as if
she would find them among her new friends. For so long her pups
had seemed an extension to her. And sometimes she didn’t even
realize she was searching for them among new crowds.

But her pups had gone off to college and were beginning to make
their own way in life. College ? What a silly thought - Where did
that come from?

Pups don’t go to college. No. Her pups had been taught to fetch
also. And they had been taught loyalty. And they too were strong
and graceful. Ms. Bo wanted for their lives to count for something
really important. She hoped they would get to fetch real things, not
sticks.
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For a time her pups had consumed all of her time and attention and
care. Now that they were gone, she was feeling something that she
always denied she would ever feel. What is it they call it? You
know, the humans have an animal term for it. Oh yes, empty nest.
Not that Ms. Bo, a Labrador retriever, would know anything about
nests. All she knew was that suddenly she had lost some sense of
purpose - her job being done. Fortunately, these moments of
sentimentality did not come too often, or last too long. Still, they
were unsettling. A lab dog admitting to empty nest syndrome! -
Where IS this stuff coming from?

As she put aside the thought of her pups, she began to feel once
more the excitement of her new surroundings and her introduction
to these new creatures. Earlier, she had been bouncing around from
one to the other hoping to get to know them all. She felt that she
already knew some of them. After all, she had lurked among them
for a very long time.

Again! What’s happening here? Where on earth did that thought
come from? Labs don’t “lurk.” Do they? Besides, what’s a “lurk?”




Chapter 5

Oodaaq

Kaffeklubben @ continued
Posted By: Stanley Anderson
Date: 8/10/2000 16:17 GMT

The door to Nor House was cracked and Eugene noticed that
opening was not total darkness. "Can we have been here the entire
night?" he thought. Time seemed to have no yardstick in Nor
House. "And I don't feel sleepy at all -- fully rested. How can that
be?" He walked over to the doorway and pulled the door wide
open for all the others to see that the darkness of night was
beginning to lift as morning crept forward into Kaffeklubben @
and the little Nor House. The candles had already gone out of their
own accord.

--Stanley Anderson (Eugene the polar bear)
sangreal @jps.net

Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 8/10/2000 20:37 GMT

... Kaffeklubben: "The Visitation"(..maybe not daylight after all?)

What happened next was to be so strange, that, afterwards they
would argue amongst themselves as to what had actually taken
place- and even if it had been real at all! "It was the rum!", said
one... and "No! We simply nodded off and dreamed it!", said
another. "What?", said yet another, "...ALL of us nodding off, and
dreaming the same dream? NOT LIKELY!" With a tiny and
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slightly slurrish voice, Martin (leaning an elbow on his copper
thimble-full of the dark swoozy liquid) hiccupped- "Jesh another
leshon in moderation if ya's ashk me!"

Gwufbuff first sensed it when he noted Speedbolt the wolf
beginning to pace back and forth in front of the window- stopping
only briefly, ears perked high, to glance out into the arctic night. It
was his wolf-senses, both of smell and hearing... and yet some
other sense that Speedbolt himself could not name, that caused him
to pace and watch- as if for an approaching intruder.

Then Gwufbuff sensed it himself. A strange tingling in his
bristles... and almost a kind of low vibration in his tusks.

"Come!", he said, almost to his own surprise. All turned and
looked at him in a hush- expecting perhaps that he was about to
propose a toast. "To the shore-ice... and quickly!!"

Almost without thinking, all of them found themselves spilling out
into the cold and beautiful night, and making their way in tandem
across the carpet of blue iridescent snow. A full moon and clouds
of stars cast an eerie sort of "day", though it was nearly midnight.

"I think the old tusk has finally gone off his bean if you asked
me!", puffed Fenster the Possum, as she hopped on one snow-shoe
while laboring to tie on the other. "Ahhhh... he's djunk I tell you!
He's shimply had to mush to jink!", squeaked Martin the Mole,
barely remaining seated on Eugene’s left shoulder. "Well, he
certainly became jolly after his second pint... but I wouldn’t say he
was drunk!", peeped Brr the Canary perched quite well on
Eugene’s right. "You are right good lady", said Speedbolt the
Wolf... "He may be jolly, but far from drunk, I assure you." As he
said this he nodded at the shore-ice ahead. As they strained to look,
it seemed as though there were a dim blue glow coming up through
the ice. Drawing nearer they were sure of it.
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Soon Gwufbuff stopped- and not a moment too soon as far as the
rest were concerned, for they would have not dared to go much
closer. "What? What IS it man?", beckoned Otto the Otter who
perhaps for the first time in his life was standing stone-still. There
was a long pause, and then Gwufbuff turned, flipper to bristled
mouth.... "shshshshshsh.... we must be quiet. Wait! Watch now!!"

At first there was only a high, faint groaning sound... the sound of
ice at the edge of breaking. It became louder and shriller, and just
there!, some 30 yards out, the ice-floor bulging and bowing
upward... and then!, a sharp snap as the ice finally cracked and
gave way!

Suddenly it appeared! At the sight of it all of them drew back,
gasping, many loosing their footing and tumbling atop one
another!!
"Mother of pearl!!", cried Inky the Harp-seal... "Holy abalone!!",
shrieked Otto the Otter... "I'll be clammed"!!, said Gwufbuff half to
himself.

There, towering upward in spiraling wonder and beauty was the
horn of a Nar-whale... and no sooner had they caught their breath
when it began to become luminescent... a deep low humming
began...

Oodaaq
Posted By: Stanley Anderson
Date: 8/11/2000 02:27 GMT

The isle of Kaffeklubben @ is the northern-most sizeable point of
land on the Earth. But technically, there is a small rock, just large
enough to perhaps sit on without getting your feet wet, named
Oodaaq by it's discoverer, that is farther north and within walking
distance (through the water) from the shore of Kaffeklubben.
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The luminescence shone brightly enough that the rock of Oodaaq
was visible to the animals on the shore, and also visible was a
creature sitting on the rock. Speedbolt, with his keen night eyes,
was the first to exclaim to the others "Why, there's a mermaid
sitting on the rock!" The others peered carefully and agreed that he
was right.

Medieval legend says that a unicorn will tamely lay its head in the
lap of a virgin. The mermaid must have indeed been a maid, for the
Narwhal immediately began breaching and breaking the ice,
navigating toward Oodaaq. Upon reaching the rock, the Narwhal,
with half its body out of the water, gently laid its horned head on
her scaly lap.

"The mermaid has lured the Narwhal to our isle," said Eugene in a
soft bear whisper. The low humming seemed to be emanating from
the horn of the Narwhal as though it were a single-pronged tuning
fork (is that an oxymoron?:-)

The mermaid began to sing to the Narwhal.

--Stanley Anderson (Eugene the polar bear)
sangreal @jps.net

ey
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Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 8/11/2000 16:07 GMT

All the Nor-house band stood transfixed at the sweetness of the
mermaid song, and at the low and beautiful drone that was coming,
they were certain now, from the spiraling horn of the narwhale- for
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as it would rise or fall in tone, its luminescence would brighten or
fade in kind. Together- her sweet sound and his, began to create a
glassy clear harmony, as when one might lightly glide a fingertip
along the wetted edge of a crystal cup. The sweet mermaid paean,
and the narwhales deep melodious drone began to rise and grow
and filled the cold air just above them with what appeared to be
faint rings of frosty vapor, as ones breath on a cold night- and
which spread outward until they were no more. As the sound of
them rose and rose, the air all around the Nor-house band was
becoming alive with vibration- such that they could not help
rubbing their noses, which had begun to tickle.

"Hello! Look here!!", yelped Ms. Bojangles who was looking
down and twirling as if to keep her paws from the icepack. As they
looked, the icy-blue crystals of snow all about them were dancing
and shimmering like glitter on a drumhead- but what was unusual,
and even dizzying, was that the vibrating snow crystals were
turning and swirling into complicated patterns... kaleidoscopic
shapes not unlike single snowflakes themselves- but these, some
three, some six, some twelve feet across... and as soon as they
formed, they would fall and spread away- and from them three new
ones would form.

"Good earth!", said Eugene with paws to cheeks... and Brr, who
was generally reserved, tossed all restraint and Canary caution to
the heavens and began to fly, and roll, and swoop low through the
frosty crystals singing at the top of her tiny lungs! "Where's my
fiddle?! Someone git me my fiddle!", squeaked Martin quite nearly
tumbling off Eugene’s shoulder. Indeed all of them were feeling
giddy, and would have just then locked arms for a grand old
"dosey-doe". . .

...when suddenly all fell still and silent- causing them all to catch
breath and turn to the mermaid and narwhale. With his head still
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rested in the lap of the mermaid, the narwhales eye filled with a
great tear that gathered, and then fell into the mermaids hand. The
hearts of the Nor-house band felt near to breaking- though they
could not tell why. Just then the mermaid drew her hand to her
mouth, and drew the tear of the narwhale onto her tongue. As she
did, showers of stars began to arch and fall across the arctic sky...
and then she alone began to sing, now with tears of her own which
gently fell to the narwhales head. Caressing him, her song now
drew great tears into the eyes of all the band- who all now stood
silent and forlorn.

Then her sad song stopped, and the stars ceased falling- and the
narwhale now slid slowly backward from her lap into the cold
black water.

Just as all but the dome of his head and great spiral horn had
vanished away into the water, off on the right appeared six white
and black fins. The mermaid buried her face in her hands so as not
to see... and Gwufbuff, Eugene and Inky knew quite dreadfully
well what they were. "Orcas...", choked Gwufbuff with a muted
sob.

Suddenly, and horribly- the water all-round the narwhales horn
roiled and exploded into crimson. Redder and redder it became, as
silently, and without struggle, the beautiful and regal horn- now
gone of all luminescence, slid slowly from view. Without seeing
here go, the mermaid had slipped away... and the horrible red sea
was now growing still.

Not a word. Not a breath. They stared out toward the crimson
patch that was now spreading ever outward. On it came, until its
red edge touched the bank of the shore-ice... and upward it
climbed, and ever onward it seeped and bled into the snow and ice
toward them. Never had they seen blood spread so far- and it
seemed as it would not end, but spread outward forever. Now a
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nameless fear gripped them as the crimson stain advanced. Without
a word, they all turned and fled back toward the Nor-house...

Posted By: macwilson
Date: 8/11/2000 18:47 GMT

Wow!!! Powerful! Brrr is speechless.

MACWILSON




Chapter 6

The Wall

The Wall on Kaffeklubben @&
Posted By: Stanley Anderson
Date: 8/12/2000 23:45 GMT

The darkness of the early hours should have subsided by this time
but as the bloodstained ice and snow crawled steadily across the
isle, the new day was more dim and dreary than an advancing long
winter night of the far north. The nor-animals glanced over their
shoulders or wings as they raced back to the Nor House and saw a
disturbing sight — terrible red ice-beasts rose up out of the frozen
scarlet sea. With fierce frozen claws and teeth and ravenous
appetites, the dread creatures at first attacked and fought only with
each other as they climbed up onto the shore, any victor at once
devouring his defeated opponent. But gradually they noticed the
fleeing nor-animals and soon forgot their desire to overcome and
consume their immediate neighbors and focused instead, as an
army of singular purpose, on surrounding the group of animals
they saw in the distance as more hearty fare.

“There is the stone wall ring of the Nor House,” said Eugene. “Get
through the opening and hurry into the house. Maybe it will offer
protection to us from this curse until it has passed.” The candles
were already re-lit and glowing in anticipation of the encroaching
red darkness

“But will it pass?” wondered Gwufbuff to himself.
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First Otto and Ms. Bojangles, followed by Speedbolt passed
through the wall’s gate and rushed up to the Nor House door. As
the others entered, Gwufbuff waddling through last, they heard a
despairing cry from Brrr fluttering around the door and bouncing
off it in several places as arctic wolf and Labrador retriever both
pushed below at the door. “It will not open,” she cheeped in her
high voice. “It is locked — eeeech!”

“But how can that be? There is no lock or latch on the door,” said
Eugene. “And it will not pull open either,” he said as he tried the
handle.

“It must be bolted from the inside,” guessed Gwufbuff as he peered
around the wall opening to see how close the menacing blood-
army had gotten.

“Oh, who would do such a terrible thing?” pleaded Martin.

“Who lights the candles?” replied Gwufbuff in answer to the
evermore awareness of his own new-found feelings of guilt and
shame at his own actions and thoughts since the dreaming
awakenings had begun in him. “I fear we may not be welcome in
the Nor House any longer,” he said grimly.

“They are coming! What can we do?” wailed Mini perched up on
top of the wall looking down at the darkening ground now only a
few feet away from the wall. But then a new terror engulfed her.
For as she looked out upon the red earth, she saw among the ice-
beasts that gathered and advanced along behind the edge of the
spreading bloodline several that looked remarkably like blood-red
ice-sculpted versions of the company of nor-animals. But these
versions had longer claws, and sharper teeth and fiercer
expressions and were intent on attacking the Nor House. “Ohhh.
We are outside the wall among the attackers,” she said in a
terrified voice.
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“What is she talking about?” asked the others among themselves.
But now the cursed flood had reached the far side of the wall
opposite the opening behind the Nor house and began climbing the
stones of the circle until it reached the turf that ran along the top of
the wall. Mini scurried for safety down along the inside of the wall
to the enclosed area below where the other animals huddled in fear.
As they watched the blood begin encircling the top of the wall,
each candle flame turned to blazing red, but oddly enough, the
cursed stain would not come past the flames down along the inside
of the wall.

“Look!” cried Inky. “The wall protects us. We are saved!”

But Gwufbuff looked behind the group to the opening in the
circular wall. Sure enough, the blood and the eerie ice-creatures
had nearly reached the opening where they would soon breach it.
“Quick, we must block the entrance!” he said.

Eugene bent to pick up an old log lying near the wall and ran to the
entrance, brandishing the log as a club and knocking the foul
beasts back outside shattering them into a thousand ice-shards in
the process. “Quickly,” he said. “Help me grab some of these
candles off of the wall and set them on the ground at the wall
entrance. This they did, but as soon as the candles were placed on
the ground, they could no longer hold a flame and were promptly
extinguished. Eugene continued battering the ice-creatures with his
club, but they increased in number and attacked without respite.

“He cannot continue forever, ““ said Ms. Bojangles. We must help
him somehow. But the opening was too small to allow more
combatants to come to Eugene’s aid. Suddenly, an idea occurred to
Eugene. “Look,” he said. “The candles only extinguish when they
are on the ground, not when we hold them.”
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“But that will not stop the blood from advancing”, said Gwufbuff,
who had already tried that tactic near the side of the entrance when
they had first tried setting the candles on the ground. “It simply
travels around our feet.”

“It will if I block the entrance myself,” said Eugene. He took a step
out and made a powerful wide swing with his club to temporarily
clear the entrance of the nearest ice-beasts along with the area in
front of it for a couple yards around. Then with the bulk of his
large white body, he hurriedly lay down across the entrance in the
circular wall and yelled for the others to set lighted candles in their
holders along the top of his body. This they did and watched as the
blood border traveled up along the polar bear’s body, and turn the
flames to red. The rest of the bear’s fur turned scarlet, but no
further did the stain travel into the enclosure.

“It’s working!” cried Fenster, “But what about Eugene. What has
happened to him? Eugene, Eugene, are you ok?” she asked, but
there was no answer. Eugene’s eyes were closed and he did not
move. None of them could tell if he were asleep, or in a trance,
or...but no, they would not give up yet.

“Is there no one that can help us?” wailed Fenster. And then, “But
what about the mermaid? Can she be found?”

Gwufbuff looked up over the wall suddenly. “Yes. Brr! Now is the
time for the small and delicate to play their part. Fly! Fly as you
have never before flown out to the rock of Oodaaq and call if you
can for the mermaid. It is our only hope.” Brr rose up over the wall
and beat her small yellow wings as fast as ever she was able. She
flew out in the direction of the water and was soon lost to sight. “I
hope she finds help in time, but I don’t know what can be done,”
said Gwufbuff to himself
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The other animals sat trying to comfort each other for what seemed
like forever. No one could tell how much time had passed, but
soon it became apparent to all that the candle flames were
diminishing. Would they go out all together at some point? Smaller
and smaller the flames got and as they did, the blood stain
advanced further along the top of the wall to the inner edge.

One by one they began to lose hope when gradually they heard a
great low thundering noise within the Nor House as though the
ground itself were opening up inside. Suddenly the wooden door of
the Nor House cracked from top to bottom and split open and a
glowing spiral horn emerged from the crack. There at the entrance
stood a noble Unicorn.
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At this point the candles began finally to go out altogether. Martin
turned from gazing at the Unicorn and looked back at the candles.
“Look at the Narwhal!” he exclaimed. “Or -- No! I meant to say,
‘look at the Nor Wall’. No, I mean Norwhal — or Narwall, Wait...”
But he paused for a moment and realized that he was not sure what
he meant. For now things became very confused. Although they
were nothing alike, he found that he could not distinguish between
the transformed Narwhal, and the becandled Nor-Wall itself. And
now it seemed that even the enclosed grounds and the outside
lands and hills were becoming difficult to see separately. Only the
Nor House itself seemed isolated and distinct in a sea of confusion
with its doorway guarded only by the great Unicorn.

--Stanley Anderson
sangreal @jps.net
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Posted By: Melodee
Date: 8/14/2000 15:03 GMT

Mini, who had been quietly perched on Inky's head during all the
confusion, feeling useless while all the larger animals tried to do
something, knew her moment had come. The distance between the
animals and the Unicorn seemed to be a vast and impossible one.
But if the others were feeling as she was, Mini knew that they had
to cross it and come face to face with the noble, beautiful beast,
perilous though it seemed.

Inky felt the tiny mouse-feet tread down between her eyes, onto
her nose and she watched, cross-eyed as Mini sprang from there
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onto the ground. She walked with miniscule, yet somehow stately
footsteps towards the Unicorn.

Inky looked at the others and read the same longing in all their
eyes that she felt also. Allowing Mini to get a little way ahead, she
began her own progress across the gulf that divided her from the
Great Beast that she both feared and longed for. She wished that
the distance between them were water so that she could arrive in
that wonderful graceful way that seals have in the ocean, instead of
by the ungainly accordion-like movement that was her mode of
locomotion on land.

She became aware that the others were following Mini as well, but
curiously, unlike that moment when they had all drawn together
for comfort before entering the Nor-House walls, Inky felt very
much alone.

At last she was before him. She had longed to be there, but could
barely bring herself to raise her ink-dark eyes to meet his. In an
instant she fought a 100-Years-War with her will and all the terror
of her animal heart and then she looked to him.

Seals don't know much of warmth, living as they do in the bitter
arctic waters, making of home of the ice floes, but once when Inky
was a pup, her mother had taken her inland and they had happened
on some springs of warm waters. They had splashed and played in
them and Inky had reveled in the heat of that. What she felt when
she looked into the eyes of the Unicorn reminded her of that
warmth, although this heat flowed over and through her and
burned in the air around her and she knew that it was love.




74 KAFFEKLUBBEN @: THE DREAMING

@-Possum Leap
Posted By: chris v.
Date: 8/15/2000 07:51 GMT

Fenster wanted to escape from this nightmare by tipping over into
a dead faint. She wanted this blood-soaked land and these crimson
bloodthirsty beasts to be all just a horrible dream. She wanted to go
to sleep and wake and find all of this horror gone. Chris wouldn't
let her.

She saw Inky and some of the other creatures tentatively walking
towards the unicorn.

Her paws did not move. She realized that the first step was going
to have to be a leap, not of blind faith into the unknown, but like a
leap from one branch to another branch that can be seen but seems
to be too far away. She gathered up what courage she had and
sprang towards the unicorn.

Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 8/15/2000 18:28 GMT

KAFFEKLUBBEN: THE RETURNINGS

Except for Eugene, lying motionless and stained all scarlet in the
entry of the round-wall, each of the Nor-house company made
their way slowly, and timidly toward the Unicorn. As they did,
they would turn to glance anxiously at Eugene- who only an hour
ago was laughing and handing-round platters of tasty cod, but was
now so dreadfully quiet and still. They wished... they hoped that
any second now he would roll and rise to his feet. But he did not-
and worse, it was now clear that no breath could be seen from his
muzzle.
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As they now gathered at the broad black hooves of the Unicorn- it
was perhaps only then that they noted the size of him! No svelt or
dainty creature, as so often pictured in the man-myths... the
Unicorn was eighteen hands high, and broad of shoulder- with a
massive chest coiled with muscle. Indeed, its entire frame seemed
gargantuan and straining with power- as though with one quiver it
could as well turn its great head and horn and flatten the Nor-
house! Indeed- already it had reduced the Nor-house' cedar floor,
massive joists and all, to splinters when it emerged up from the...

Where HAD it emerged from? Only then as well could they clearly
see between the Unicorns mighty legs, to see into the Nor-house
door... or what was left of the door, now reduced to a few bits
swaying on a hinge. The great teak table at which they sat earlier
that evening was nowhere to be seen- and in the midst of the room
what could only be thought of as a vulcanian crater... and all about
it bits and shreds of wood, clods of dark earth and large stones.
And oddly, Gwufbuff noted to himself- strewn out here and there
from the craters edge were, long, thin wet strands of. . . .kelp? And
there!, he started- yet another small ribbon of kelp twisted round
the cannon bone of the Unicorns left rear leg. A leg as broad as a
post.

"This is no ordinary Unicorn", Gwufbuff thought to himself- for
indeed, all of them were now thinking it. At least not as ordinary(if
Unicorns can be thought of as ordinary!) as those offered in the
myths. "No nymphs, princesses or faeries have wheeled THIS
great beast about!", thought Gwufbuff. "This, if ever anyone’s
steed- was the mount of some great warrior knight!" At that, quite
unconsciously, Gwufbuff heard himself let loose with a...
"HUHWAH!"
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Eyes a-bug, he looked about himself nervously, as though not sure
the utterance had been his own- and then cleared his throat, as if to
seem this was all his "huhwah" had been.

It was then that the Unicorn first spoke- and as it did, it seemed as
though the entire universe fell as still as their hearts. At that,
Fenster again fainted straight away- FUMPF! into the snow, with
shoes skyward! "OH! Ahhhh..NAPPING SIR! Juuuuuust
napping!", crackled Otto fretfully- sensing this was no time for
undivided attention. "Yeeeeeesss... ", he said, laboring to pull
Fenster to her feet- "..just plumb tuckered from... well, fleeing
those ice-beasts and all!"

But the Unicorn had not taken its great dark eye from Gwufbuff
when it asked- "You wish to speak?" But it seemed less a question,
than an affirming. And Gwufbuff, perhaps for the first time in his
life, could not think what to say. "YES! YES!, he is our spokesman
Sir!", yapped Otto again, promptly dropping poor Fenster FUMPF!
back onto the snow. "And a FINE spokesman he is Sir! Very best...
very... very... ahhh...", he trailed off now noticing all his wide-eyed
companions staring and giving him an astonished "shush-it" look.

"You wonder who, and what I am- and from where I have come...
and yet you know, for I have already begun to tell you in the man-
dreams."

"Sir", came a wee voice from among them- and meekly from their
midst stepped Mini. "May I speak?" The Unicorn lowered his head
toward her- the cloudy breath from his nostrils all but hiding her
from view. "You may", he said.

"Sir", she said, bowing her head ever slightly- "We... I mean, I am
not so sure what any of us know... I mean, really know- for Sir...
we know quite a lot actually! I am just not sure what we... I mean,
what I understand Sir. SO MUCH has happened... So much is...
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well, happening now Sir... what with your..." Here Mini seemed
confused- her wee eyebrows straining, as if to see something
inward more clearly. "...I mean what with the horrible death of
the... Nar-whale. And, OH! Sir the blood!, coming on and on and
on... and the terrifying ice-beasts! Some even resembling US Sir!
And.... oh dear." Mini paused, and turned to look back at Eugene.
Tears welled in her tiny black eyes. "Our poor friend Sir..."

"YES!", Gwufbuff finally found courage to bellow- though it was
not courage as much as it was his feeling a wrong had been done...
and yet, not merely done- but "allowed" somehow, and that the
Unicorn had something to do with it. Indeed with everything that
was now happening! "YES! What about OUR FRIEND!?"

At that the Unicorns head swung toward Gwufbuff, its great
spiraled horn seeming to ring and hum as it swept through the air.
"What is that to you Gwufbuff? You have burning in your heart a
knowing that I cause all things! If so- then what if I should leave
him sleep forever? Or wake him and cause him never to sleep
again? If you know he is mine Gwufbuff- what are these things to
you dear creature? You follow me."

With that the Unicorn turned, and strode majestically,
determinedly toward Eugene. Stopping, he lowered his great head
over the lifeless body of Eugene. They were sure that at that
moment the Unicorn wept, and an awkward shame filled their
hearts. Not shame at the Unicorns weeping- but shame, as
Gwufbuff was now especially feeling; that it was they who called
death to Eugene, indeed to the world, and not the Unicorn. The tips
of its mane were resting on Eugene and staining red. At last it
turned once again to the Nor-housers:

"You must let the blood come and not fear it. Your dread has
brought the ice-beasts. They serve a mad and murderous prince-
with whom from this day forward you will all contend- for it is all
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the world he would devour. He dreads the blood more than any
other- and would fill you with fear, and have you dread it only that
he may have you: and have you he will if you shall not let the
blood come to you. Eugene has deathly slept, as will you all who
hope to save yourselves. You cannot. Only the blood can save

n

you.

The Unicorn now turned again to Eugene, and then looked
heavenward waving its horn slowly side to side. As he did, the
sweet humming began to come from it- just as it had from the Nar-
whale, and too, just as over Oodaaq, showers of stars began to
spray across the night sky. "OHHHHHHHWWW!"  howled
Speedbolt, "LOOK!" There, around Eugene’s muzzle, the steam of
breath began to appear.

"Remember what I say", implored the Unicorn- "Let the blood
come. You will be well", he said nodding toward Eugene, "...all of
you. I will see you all again, in three days, at Oodaaq. There is
much to be done. It will be war... but do not be afraid."

Suddenly there was a great wind, blowing snow and stinging frost
hard against their faces. They all crouched and held their eyes tight
shut- when as suddenly it stopped, and all was still and silent... and
the Unicorn was gone.

Posted By: Otto Mat
Date: 8/16/2000 01:14 GMT

Otto sat with his back to the norhouse, the once bolted door now a
shambles. He slowly gazed across the snow to his fallen comrade
at the gate, once as white as the unblemished powder before him,
but now as crimson as the bloodstained snowfields beyond him. As
the barely perceptible wisps of breath began to slowly curl above
the lifeless bear's muzzle, his great barrel chest began to rise,
slowly at first, then faster and faster until suddenly the huge paws
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began to kick in the air as though the polar bear were swimming on
his back in his sleep.

Otto stood straight up on his hind feet, rubbed the back of his
webbed paws twice over his eyes, then as neatly as a Chinese
acrobat troupe, tucked his tail to the side and did a complete back
flip right in the space of his own shadow.

"Wuh hey, Eugene!! I uh, we... well thought you might've been,
you know -- kinda expired, like. But gosh it's sure good to see
you're, uh, back -- Here, lemme help you with those candles so you
can get up. Wouldn't want a Smokey the Bear incident."

The little otter bound over to the norhouse gate and began to snuff
the little candles, now almost down to a puddle of wax.

The polar bear blinked three times, still somewhat dazed. For a
long moment he did not move. But slowly he rolled over onto his
side, and with a great effort stood up stiffly. He looked so different
in his new red coat, as if the reality of the bear before had been but
a whitish ghost of the new reality. The longish vespers rays of the
setting arctic sun shown on the Edom fur which now sparkled as a
coat of many colors. A collective gasp went throughout the
gathering of furry (and feathery) creatures.

"Please, someone, are there any fish left?"

God bless,
Rick B.
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undercurrents
Posted By: Monica
Date: 8/16/2000 15:10 GMT

Monica smacks herself upside the gills with her tailfin.
(Theoretically she's an arctic char, but she doesn't appear in this
story for the obvious reason that she's mammal fodder:-)

"Wuh hey," she says quietly to herself, "I had no idea that Otto
Matt was actually Rick B. Well, I never." (Being cold-blooded,
she's a little slow on the uptake.)

The world of the animals means nothing to the fish. Animals are
only nameless shapes to fear and flee, an ancient enemy from a
time before the ice. But the fish remember. With a mind as slow
and cold as ice itself, the fish preserve the memory of a time when
there was no tide of enmity between the fish and mammals. The
fish remember a time before the islands, and before the ice floes.
They remember before the freezing of the waters froze the very
blood of the fish. The fish know there was once a time of warmth
and great peace. And it is their secret to store and to keep in
hibernal memory.

But something was happening now. Something was breaching the
fixed wave that stood between the fish and the animals. For a
moment, the ancient line blurred and brightened, like the
impassable, mysterious barrier where water meets the air. For a
moment, in the twinkling of an eye, with the sound like a trumpet
blowing, the fish's blood changed from cold to warm. The Unicorn
was speaking of a wave of living blood, and the fish was changed
at the speaking of His word.

And she knew, suddenly, that she could do the impossible. So she
gathered her new strength and swung her tail and leaped with a
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mighty fish leap toward the impossible sunlit surface. She hung in
the air for only a fish's heartbeat. The old, familiar cold was
returning already and numbing her bones, but as she started to drop
back into the icy water she sent what she hoped was a clear
message to the Unicorn: "We, the fish, hear and obey." And, to
Otto Man, the words, "Allison sends her love."

fear and trembling in Kaffeklubben @
Posted By: Stanley Anderson
Date: 8/17/2000 22:49 GMT

"Please, someone, are there any fish left?" Eugene looked around
at the other nor animals and tilted his head in bepuzzlement. "Oh,
the blood has not covered the rest of you yet?"

"No," replied Gwufbuff. The lit candles had stopped it from
entering the enclosure until now."

A sparkling gleam of Joy came into the polar bear's eyes. "Ho, ho!
That was a mistake. A mistake I played right into in trying to block
the blood from coming inside the wall with my body too. The
candles did not stop the blood from entering. In fact, it is, in part,
the candles themselves that helped, like some kind of sanguine
magnet to draw the blood from out of the ocean, onto the land in
its quest to cover Kaffeklubben @. This blessing that we saw as a
curse stopped at the top of the wall, not because the candles
stopped it -- but rather our fear and determination to protect
ourselves held it at bay."

"But why," began Mini, "did the blood not stop before you then
when you blocked the wall? Did you not fear the blood too? You
tried as desperately as we to keep it out."

The crimson part of the many colours that glittered from the fur on
Eugene's head now outshone the other colours as he looked down
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with some embarrassment. "Yes I did," he said shamefully. "But
Lo!" and here he looked back up in glowing joy again. "So blessed
is the care of the Narwhal for the animals of Kaffeklubben @ and
his desire for them to fully take on his dreamings that he will
accept even a misguided act of resignation done in fear as an
invitation to be covered."

Eugene pause and wiped tears, not of sadness, but of more
overwhelming joy, from his cheeks with the giant furry back of his
paw. "And that kind of fear is all I had then. I had seen, with the
rest of you, how the blood crawled up the wall to the candles, and I
just assumed that there was nothing I could do to keep the blood
from likewise crawling up my fur to where the candles were set.
And so I just resigned myself to letting the blood come onto me.
But it was in fear and desperation."

The other animals could hear a deep breath and waited while he
paused to complete a nearly unsuccessful attempt at holding back a
great ursine sob. "I see now that what anyone else would resent as
a faithless insult, were it given to them in like manner, he gathered
eagerly in loving embrace. And his sheer humility in offering such
acceptance would utterly shame me, had the humming of his horn
that I now hear in my head not forbidden it."

Eugene perked up again. "But here! All of you simply must allow
the blood to come to you and cover you. Trust me. There is
nothing for you to fear. You will enjoy it."

But as if in stark defiance to his last statement, suddenly six fierce
blood-red icy alter egos of the six smaller nor animals left in the
enclosure (for Brir had already flown away in search of help)
hopped up on the wall, claws extended and teeth bared. At the
opening stood a huge, gaunt ice-bear and a blubberless, bony ice-
walrus poised to attack. They made it abundantly clear to all inside
that the dread beasts fully intended to make their final and most
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violent onslaught with any advance of the bloodline on the wall.
"Just dare to let the blood approach!" they seemed to say. "See
what terror you shall find there if you do!"

And each of the nor animals heard in their own heads as if in a low
horrid, but persistent and unnerving echo, "For they are we. They
are we! -- and we cannot escape from ourselves. Surely we
CANNOT escape from our very selves."

"Can we?"

--Stanley Anderson
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Posted By: Melodee
Date: 8/18/2000 00:27 GMT

Inky saw the blood-seal, so terribly different from herself, yet not
different enough. Instead of liquidy dark eyes, this creature had
flaming desperate orbs. Instead of smooth silken fur, this animal's
bristled with edges sharp as ice and it's mouth gaped with a terrible
hunger which seemed all for Inky herself.

The harp seal was terrified, so frightened really, that living with
that terror seemed almost a worse thing than being devoured by the
beast. The feeling grew in Inky that it were better to fight and be
destroyed, as surely she would be, than to go on living in such fear.

She didn't allow herself to think anymore once her decision was
made. She gathered speed with flippers and tail and hurled herself
over the wall and onto her blood-beast. A barking, haunting, call
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came from her before she and the beast toppled over the other side
and into the blood tide.

The others didn't speak for a while, but Mini and Fenster wept a
little. The other ice beasts had withdrawn a little and this
emboldened Otto to run up and peer over the wall. There was no
sign of Inky.

Then, from behind, from the break in the wall, they heard Inky's
bark once again as she slipped across the threshold --- Inky yet, but
changed. The grey and black speckled coat of the adult harp seal
was gone, and she was clothed once again in the snowy fur of a

pup.

Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 8/18/2000 02:58 GMT

Kaffeklubben: By The Narwhales Horn

"And I'll have some of that!", bellowed Gwufbuff with reborn
courage. His eyes were filled with unusual tears- for the old tusk
had all but lost his heart over years of loss and pain... and the
dreadful ten year War of Oodaaq, now so far in his past but as near
as his dark dreams, had most wounded him- not as deeply without,
as within. He had not seen it so well- until the man-dreams came...
and showed him how he pushed life and love away, for one could
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keep none of it- and always, all that he would love was lost in the
end: so he loved none.

But now a breach! And pouring through that first slim fissure of
his hardened heart a light that came like the rise of a million suns.
In that fleeting instant he glimpsed a greater triumph... a wondrous
and beautiful summing-up of all things created- and the things he
had known now grew strangely dim in the light of it.

Scarcely able to hold a thought in his head for joy and gratitude,
Gwufbuff- quite rather unconsciously cried out- "To the round-
wall! To the round-wall! The weapons of this warfare are not
tusks, teeth and claws!"

At that, faster than one might think a walrus could move,
Gwufbuff charged- quite nearly chest to chest with his own ice-
beast image. "BUT BY THE NARWHALES HORN!....", but
before he could finish his cry- with the deafening roar of colliding
bergs the ice-beast image exploded into a million shards... and
from the midst a gush of steaming blood washed like a wave over
Gwufbuff!

As startled as the rest, who now all stood petrified with wings,
paws and flippers to mouth- Gwufbuff sat motionless as the
rivulets of scarlet ran out and over his great mass, running down
through his bristly whiskers and dripping onto the snow beneath
him. When he turned to the others there was no question a newness
had come. The old wounds in his hide were still there but less ugly
and deep. His tusks were no longer scored and chipped with age...
and were now SO white, as to have never been white before! And
pouring from his eyes... rivers of tears. His whiskers trembled as
he looked to his friends- and now more as a timid question than
with his usual bravado- a meek and nearly whispered... "huhwah?"
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"TO THE ROUNDWALL!!", cried Otto. "TO THE
ROUNDWALL.... AND BY THE NARWHALES HORRRRRN!!!

Fear, fear, fear
Posted By: Fenster
Date: 8/18/2000 12:05 GMT

Fenster clomped slowly across the Nor house yard to the break in
the wall. The whole way she was chanting to herself, "Courage,
give me courage, oh, please, please, give me courage."

At the break she peered around the wall and came nose-to-nose
with her red-self. Eyes glowing like coals and fifty teeth bared in
an evil grin, the red-self hissed at Fenster.

"Hello, Fensssster. What are you doing here?"

Fenster didn't say a word, just clamped her teeth together to keep
them from chattering, and thought, "I am going to kill you."

Ssssso, you are going to kill me, are you?" hissed the red-self.
"What are you going to do without me? I am the fire in your gut,
the fire of your passssions. Without me you will be nothing, just a
fearful, passsionlessss automaton.

Fenster had just been about ready to jump at the throat of the red-
self, when she was caught up short by the red-self's last words.

Taking advantage of Fenster's pause, the red-self tipped over, the
light in her eyes going out, her teeth frozen still in that evil grin,
and her tongue hanging to one side.

Fenster couldn't attack now. It was dishonorable to attack
something that couldn't fight back. She sat down to wait, because
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she knew that even a red-self possum couldn't play possum
forever.

As she sat there waiting, she started remembering ways in which
the red-self had fueled her, but it was not as fire for courage or the
good passions, it was for things like anger, jealousy, sarcasm, and
self-loathing. Fenster jumped up and grabbed the red-self by its
tail.

"Liar, you are a liar! Get up, you miserable, lying coward, get up
and fight!"

Fenster was kicking the red-self and dragging it by its tail across
the ground. Never having been actually attacked while in the
"playing possum" state, the red-self awoke with a start, fire coming
back into its eyes. The red-self turned and leaped for Fenster's
throat at the same moment that Fenster leaped for the red self's
throat.

Fenster's friends could not see what was going on outside the wall,
but they could hear the sound of furious snarling and hissing, and
then, a single yelp.

After what seemed a long time, an @-possum came walking slowly
through the break in the wall. No longer was this @-possum's fur a
dingy gray, it was now a mix of shiny black and pure white.

bearly breathing
Posted By: Stanley Anderson
Date: 8/18/2000 13:47 GMT

Though Eugene already had the blood covering, he had not had the
opportunity to confront the ice bear. He was not much of a fighter -
- oh sure, he could swipe a fish (arctic char just didn't sound good
to him at the moment for some reason) out of the ocean or chase
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down a seal -- well not any with that dreaming scent on them, of
course. But another bear, larger than himself? All he could think to
do was perhaps to squeeze it to death. So he ran up to the thing and
gave it an immense bear-hug and Eugene could feel the newfound
warmth of the Narwhal's blood radiating from his body and in the
steam of his heavy breath which was now steaming even more than
normal. The red ice creature struggled for a bit, and then with a
piercing cry of "I'm melting, I'm melting", Eugene's paws
collapsed to his chest and all he could see was a puddle of water on
the ground. "Is that all there was to that thing?" he thought.
Somehow, he guessed not. But now he also knew that if that ice
creature took form in any other way later, he would always keep
the warmth of the Narwhal's blood. Those ice creatures could not
bear to be around that heat for long.

Eugene and Fenster walked back through the opening together
triumphantly, Fenster scurrying quickly under Eugene's legs.

--Stanley Anderson
sangreal @jps.net

Posted By: Melodee
Date: 8/18/2000 17:18 GMT

Little Mini sat on the wall, more afraid than she had ever been. The
mouse ice-beast that confronted her seemed small to the others, but
its ferocity was huge, with ears pointed like daggers, a tail like a
rapier, and teeth that seemed to fill its whole face.

Otto Matt was poised beside Mini, ready to take on his own ice-
beast. It was odd that the success of the other animals in no way
seemed to diminish the fear that the remaining Nor-Animals felt.
But Otto, always easily distracted found that he could not ignore
the quaking of the tiny mouse next to him. Why should she, such a
fragile little creature and so afraid, have to take on what must seem
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to her a monster? Compared to the mouse-beast, he, Otto was
huge. The thought came to him that he would first help Mini and
he launched himself onto her ice-beast.

He had expected an easy battle, over in seconds. He caught and ate
creatures larger than that tiny monster every day, but instead the
ice-mouse was all over him with teeth and claws, raking his flesh,
gnawing on his arms and paws, and gouging for his eyes. It had
him down on the ground in seconds, and his wiry, otter strength
was useless to him. Soon he was bleeding from numerous cuts,
weakened, his vision dimming.

Mini watched in horror as the mouse-creature tore Otto slowly to
shreds. If it could do that to such a strong animal, what damage
might it not do to her. Still as Otto grew weaker and seemed to be
losing the battle, Mini found that she could not let it go on.

Otto was now lying on his back, the ice-mouse going for his throat
while he feebly tried to hold it back with his remaining strength.
Certain that death would follow, Mini sprang into the fray, taking
the ice beast by the tail. Instantly it lost interest in Otto and turned
snarling on Mini, who with super-rodent strength spun the monster
by the tail, hurtled it through the air, and watched it shatter on
impact.

The ice-beast otter was nowhere to be seen.

Whatever happened to Brrr?
Posted By: macwilson
Date: 8/18/2000 21:27 GMT

Her little wings beat as fast and as hard as ever they had before in
Brrr's entire life. She must reach Oodaaq and the mermaid to get
help for her new friends. She could see it far, far ahead, but a
nagging sense of something kept tugging at the periphery of her
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mind. Finally it pushed itself forward - she was being followed!
Brrr turned her little yellow head to see a blood-red head following
her - and it was gaining ground quickly. She would never reach the
mermaid in time.

Brrr darted towards the trees she saw to her left. If she could just
find a place to hide, perhaps the blood-bird would pass by and she
could make a mad flight to the safety of the mermaid. She landed
on a branch and pulled her bright feathers in tight, hoping the
blood-bird hadn't seen her. Brrr's little heart was beating triple time
with the exertion and the fear and the hurry. She drew in a calming
breath, when right before her the blood-bird swooped in - wings
fully extended, claws spread, beak agape.

Brrr took off again, swooping and darting, under and over, but try
as she might, she couldn't lose the blood-bird. It kept showing up
right in front of her, blocking her path to Oodaaq. She knew that
salvation lay in the mermaid, but try as she might, she couldn't get
around the blood-bird. Finally, in utter exhaustion, not knowing
what else to do, Brrr flew right into the terrifying, out-stretched
wings of the blood-bird. Instantly the blood poured over her,
completely enveloping her. But rather than being the source of her
fear, it washed away all her fear.

When she opened her eyes, the first thing she saw was the smiling
face of the mermaid. The mermaid gently reached down and
scooped Brrr up in her hands. "I was trying to reach you, but the
blood-bird kept getting in my way," Brrr tried to explain.

"Didn't you know that the only way to reach me was through the
blood-bird?" asked the mermaid.

MACWILSON
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Wuh...wuh happened?
Posted By: Otto Mat
Date: 8/20/2000 03:43 GMT

Otto stared in disbelief at the shredded remains of his once thick
furry coat, now more like a case of the mange. He tried to move his
legs but sharp pains shot through him. He tumbled forward flat on
his face. Then he saw the little mouse at his shoulder, her tiny
frame still breathing hard from the brief but decisive "flying mare"
toss of her old self-fish back into the pond of oblivion.

"Wuh, hey. That little scudder sure had some fight, huh?" He
looked at his once proud tail, now kinked at an odd angle midway
along its length, ending abruptly three inches from where it had a
few minutes ago.

"Shhh, never mind. It's OK now. That things gone back where it
belongs. Let me see about that gash on your shoulder. Hmmm,
looks deep."

"aaAAHHH!!!, uhhh, I mean ouch. Guess I shoulda picked on
somebody my own size instead of bullying around with somebody
else, eh? Just wanted to help out, and since my otter-cicle seemed
to have ducked out of the big rumble, wuh hey, I thought why not
just give you a hand over here. But I can --oooohhh, easy--- I can
see now that these are battles we must each face on our own."

The little mouse thought better of continuing the debriefing. She
very deftly packed tiny poultices of fresh snow into the bare
patches with fresh wounds, and over the darkened areas of fur
hiding more of the same.

Suddenly, Otto felt himself being gingerly lifted into the air. From
his new vantage point he could survey the entire battle scene. He
counted noses and beaks and was satisfied that everyone once
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cowering behind the round wall had engaged their Pogo enemy
(and he is us). As Eugene walked with him crunching through the
snowy crust, the little otter wondered why he had been "spared"
the battle of his own alter egloo. When would he ever be able to
face the thing he most feared? His head hung back limply over the
big bear's arm like a newborn, peering upside down at the others
below. Suddenly, the smoothly loping strider halted.

"Let me have the lad," came an unmistakable voice just ahead of
them. It was the unicorn, stout as a draft horse but sleek as a
thoroughbred. The great auburn haired bear draped the small
package over the stallion's broad back like a saddlebag.

"We must go find your little *friend* before the sun goes down."

Rick B's Homepage

Cut to the Chase
Posted By: Otto Mat
Date: 8/22/2000 12:59 GMT

The great white steed struck out northward at once, following the
odd trail left behind by the otter's other. Here and there would be
tracks the icy feet had left, suddenly diminishing into a streak of
polished snow on downward slopes. Otto recognized the red shape
far ahead, now and then diving on its belly like a penguin to slide
down the fewer and fewer breaks in the great northern whiteness.

Otto had hoped for some miraculous recovery from his wounds,
that somehow his mount could transfer healing into his mangled
hide before facing his ordeal. But alas, all he had done was transfer
his blood as stains on the unicorn's back.

"I must leave you here to fight this battle yourself." The red otter
ogre waited at the top of the next rise, staring down with a
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menacing grin. Otto slid softly from the giant unicorn. Without so
much as another word, the great beast turned and galloped away
toward the south.

"Hey, you don't wanna fight me now, do ya?" The little red
creature snickered, then began a mocking rendition of "Why can't
we be friends, why can't weee be friends..."

Otto could stand it no longer. He must strike now or his nerve
would be gone and all would be lost. He burst up the little hillside
with his remaining strength, and the two tumbled down the other
side - brown/red/brown/red.

In a moment, it was all over. The broken shards of Otto's nemesis
lay scattered about him, as he sat back on his haunches, still
stunned by the fight. He watched in a trance as the tiny sun slowly
disappeared far toward the southwest.

Otto did not realize how long he had been asleep, but he was
suddenly aware of the millions of stars overhead. And it was so
beautiful! The darkness was deeper than he had ever seen it, but
the brightness of each star shone twice as brightly against it. He
slowly began his walk back to the nor-house.

RickB's Homepage

Posted By: Martin
Date: 8/20/2000 05:21 GMT

As the incredible events unfolded before Martin, he wondered how
much better things could get. After the food and fellowship of the
Nor-house, Martin was encouraged to tag along with the rest of the
animals as they headed north to Oodaaq. If Martin thought that the
Nor-house was wonderful, he was simply entranced at the
interaction between mermaid and Nar-whale. The song of the
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mermaid had such an effect on Martin as to lead other animals to
think that Martin had imbibed in a little too much rum.

The joy and ecstasy were short lived. As the Nar-whale withdrew
in its sadness from the mermaid, Martin felt a sadness that he had
never known. That sadness quickly degenerated into apprehension
and a fear that Martin knew only too well. When the beasts of the
waters attacked and killed the Nar-whale, and the blood beasts
began their movement to assail the company, Martin was paralyzed
with fear and horror. What it was that compelled him to return to
the Nor-house near the rear of the fleeing animals, Martin could
not explain, then or now.

As the blood and blood beasts began their assault on the wall of the
Nor-house, Martin's instincts reasserted themselves. He started into
digging a hole to escape the onslaught of the blood beasts. The self
sacrificing examples of Eugene and Gwufbuff were not enough to
overcome the instincts of the mole. Courage was lacking in
Martin's emotional makeup. As Martin started to dig, he quickly
became aware of the fact that the ground which had given so easily
as he first approached the Nor-house was now so hard that Martin
could not even begin to scratch the surface of the ground. The
horror of this realization was beginning to set in when he, like the
others heard the crashing and splintering of the Nor-house. With
the appearance of the Great Unicorn, and his impact on the other
animals, Martin wondered what could be in store for him. The
answer was not long in coming.

"Little One," the Great Unicorn said, "Like the others, you must
also face your blood beast. He knows you better than yourself, but
not so well as I." Martin finally found his voice. In a squeaky and
trembling tone he said, "Great Unicorn, must it really be this way?
Have I been misled about my desire to be 'up there'?" Is there any
other way to do this? What will become of me? Why has this
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happened?" The Unicorn replied, "Little One, It was I who gave
you the desire to be 'up there'. No, there is no other way to face
your blood beast." As the Great Unicorn continued, His voice
began to tremble. "Little One, as to what will become of you...you
shall be killed." At the word "killed", a large tear fell from the
Unicorn's eye and splashed on Martin. The liquid warmth seemed
to work upon Martin in a way he had never experienced, even
within this world of wonder. "As to your last question, Little One, I
only say that you must do as I have asked. Until you do this, I
cannot give you the answer you seek. Now GO!!"

Martin did not wait for the Unicorn to disappear. He started
digging, suddenly finding that the ground easily gave way to his
digging. In a short period of time, Martin discovered a freshly dug
tunnel leading away from the Nor-house. As Martin followed the
tunnel, he had the vague sense of something familiar in these
diggings. Ten minutes later, Martin came out from the tunnel into a
larger chamber. As he surveyed the surroundings, Martin
recognized the telltale signs of his own chamber. "How did 1 get
here?" he wondered. Suddenly, Martin heard a growl at the other
end of the chamber. Even in that underground location, Martin had
eyesight the likes of that which he never had before. When Martin
swung around to see the source of the noise, he saw his scarlet
mirror image. Along with this discovery, Martin also noticed that
without warning, the tunnel entrances and exits for the chamber
simply disappeared. Martin's blood shadow looked at the poor
mole and in an unsettling voice growled "Prepare to DIE!!" With
no way of escape, the fight was on.

Martin did not know for how long the two of him struggled.
Clawing, scratching, biting, grappling, rolling about, the deathly
struggle continued unabated. Martin found his strength ebbing
under the repeated attacks of his bloody double. With one final
push, Martin kicked the blood beast off his body, hearing the thud
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of his tormentor against the wall of the chamber. Martin lay
prostate, thoroughly exhausted. Without warning, the blood beast
appeared again, staring down at Martin. "So, you thought you
could take me...Well, well...look at you, you pathetic excuse for a
mole." Martin had no strength left to face his assailant. As the
blood beast raised his claws for the kill, the last words Martin
heard before his world went black were "Prepare to DIE!!"

"Am I dead? Where am [?" Martin came to with these questions at
the forefront of his mind. As Martin arose, he found that he was
not exhausted as he had been at the end of the struggle. "Perhaps 1
am dead." But as Martin surveyed the scene, his eyes fell on his
immediate surroundings. There was blood everywhere. Martin then
realized that in giving up fighting for himself could the blood beast
be defeated. At that realization, Martin found one exit out of the
chamber. Martin followed this new tunnel and came out at the back
of the Nor-house.

As Martin rounded the side of the Nor-house, he quickly realized
that things were different, not only for the other animals, but also
for himself. As the other animals beheld Martin, Eugene spoke;
"Well, there comes a noble beast." Martin looked around, seeing
the changes wrought in each of them, but unaware of the exterior
changes which correspond to the internal changes in the now noble
mole.

Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 8/22/2000 17:16 GMT

KAFFEKLUBBEN: The Nor-house anew...

In the midst of all the chaos, shatterings of the alter ice-beasts and
the blood, Gwufbuff had barely noticed the descending peace... but
now it was upon them all, as they looked about in bewildered
wonder.



THE WALL 97

No words were spoken- only their rapid breaths filled the air. All
lost for words in that moment, they would later recall it as that time
when they sensed the "newness". And yet, not such as merely
being re-done, as when (as Fenster put it)one "grooms their fur",
or(as Brr put it)when one "preen's their feathers"... but a "new
altogether", as they would call it- like being only just then born! As
though they'd never "been" before!!

Even the heavens seemed new- as though each of them had only
now, for the first time looked up! The dark dome of the arctic sky
seemed all the more clear and curved, drawing somehow; all the
sprays and clusters of stars nearer! Eugene would remember the
Milky Way seeming so near as to be able to reach, and pull down
to be worn round his neck like a frosty muffler!

T'was then they noticed too, that all the candles on the round-wall
were refreshed and burning brightly! And THERE!! The Nor-
house was also made anew... and somehow better than ever
before!!

The new door was swung wide open- and within, the inviting glow
and crackle of a fire on the hearth, filling the room with a warm
butter-yellow glow. There in the midst, the great teak table, heavy
and regaled with sumptuous platters of fish, bread, cheese and
butter- and foods that none of them had seen before, like great
steamy hot potatoes, cobs of corn, okra and sweet-yams! There
were great bowls of dark rich gravy, with biscuits, cornbread and
cake!! Even hot pies of apple, peach and blueberry!!

"Would anyone be as famished as 1?", asked Gwufbuff. At that the
lot of them headed for the happy door of that house that seemed
somehow to be smiling at them... and there was much to discuss-
and they had been told by the Unicorn to wait here three days, until
they should see him again at Oodaagq...




Chapter 7

A Hole in the Water

Kaffeklubben - to southward
Posted By: Stanley Anderson
Date: 8/23/2000 21:52 GMT

Brrr listened to the mermaid. "You need not worry for the other
nor animals concerning the blood and the ice creatures. They, like
you, have had their battles and victories and are safe at the Nor
house. But there is another battle coming. A battle for all of
Kaffeklubben @ and beyond."

"But first I will tell of another place. A place that was built before
the terrible freezing when the seas and the lands were warm. A
time that the arctic char still hold in their ancestral memory to this
day."

"There was a great city in that great land south of Kaffeklubben @
-- a land the man-creatures name Greenland. And that city was like
a garden of beautiful domes with intricate and colourful spiral
pinnacles and spires thrusting heavenward to the sparkling jewels
of the night sky. It was first built in honour of the Narwhal and he
would visit the city from time to time in the form a great unicorn."

"But then came the time of freezing and all the land was covered in
ice. In Greenland that ice cap grew to over a mile deep. The
Narwhal gave a magical protection to the city so that it might
withstand the crushing force of the ice, and there are great caverns
and tunnels surrounding the city so that the inhabitants could move
and live and enjoy still their city. And fantastic coloured lights they
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placed there to illuminate their city once again, so that the many
coloured caverns of ice are a beautiful thing to behold."

"In the lower regions of the world where there are still warm
places to be found, the man-creatures have a tale about a mythical
land called Atlantis. Their legends say it was sunken under water
long ago and they have looked for it in seas and oceans called
Mediterranean and Atlantic. But they have been deceived -- they
did not realize that although Atlantis is indeed under water, that
water is frozen. And they have never thought to look for Atlantis in
the depths of the ice cap of the place they call Greenland."

"But the inhabitants this beautiful city were driven out long ago
and the city has become the dwelling place of all that would work
against the Narwhal. Indeed, the source of the formation of the
terrible ice-creature army that you have fought only the mere
beginnings of this day, stems from that city. You must return to the
nor animals and tell them that they are to find a way of journeying
to that city that it might be redeemed and returned to the glorious
purposes for which it was originally created."”

Brrr, who was perched on the mermaid's hair that flowed over her
shoulders, turned to cheep in her ear. "But how can we even find
such a hidden place?"

The mermaid sat up higher and Brrr flew into the air. The mermaid
thrust herself off the rock with a flip into the water. But before she
disappeared beneath, she called out "Oodaaq is the key", and was
gone.

--Stanley Anderson
sangreal @jps.net

(below is a picture looking up from inside one of the immense ice
caverns in the Greenland ice cap)
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looking up from inside one of the immense ice caverns in the
Greenland ice cap

Posted By: Melodee
Date: 8/23/2000 23:06 GMT

Brrr had felt tired after the long journey in the cold and the fight
against her ice-beast image, but the exciting promise, the mystery
and adventure of which the Mermaid had told her gave a shot of
adrenaline to her little birdy heart and she was soon in flight back
to the others. "Mustn't forget, chirp, must tell all, chirrup. I'm the
Mermaid's messenger!" she kept repeating to herself as she saw the
short arctic day break and wane within an hour. The early sunset
made even her tiny, shadow stretch long over the ground and Otto
felt the finger of it as he made the long journey overland, back to
the Nor-house.
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So it was that Brrr was the first to see his changed self, fur glossy
and renewed, a lovely chestnut colour, and whiskers long and
spikey as in his kithood. Brrr perched herself on his head and
journeyed with him for the last few hundred yards. She showed
remarkable restraint in waiting until they had rejoined the others
before spilling her news.

"....0odaaq is the key, chirp, that's what she said. Oodaaq is the
key," she concluded.

Inky and Otto exchanged glances. They both liked the sound of
this lost city. What a lot of super places to slide there would be.
Every beast had felt such a renewal of spirit and body following
battle with the ice beasts. Routing a few evil inhabitants from the
ice-city would be a suitable post prandial activity.

"Let's discuss our plans over dinner," suggested Gwufbuff.

"Excellent thinking," said Eugene.

KAFFEKLUBBEN: The Laughter and The Light
Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 8/29/2000 03:41 GMT

KAFFEKLUBBEN: The Laughter, and The Light

For the longest time not a word was said among them... only the
occasional clack of a platter, clunk of a heavy bowl, clink of a
spoon, or burble of liquid into a mug would fill the hushed room.
But of course, since their battle with the ice-beasts, they were
rapaciously hungry! As though they'd never yet eaten a bite in their
lives!! So banter would wait until bellies were sated.

At last, after some time, and as a final dish of pie was pushed
away- Gwufbuff took a long draw from his mug of beer and
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without a thought to manners, let loose a titanic belch- such as only
a walrus can loose! Every eye at the table looked at him
nonplussed- scarcely noticing poor Brr who was blown by the blast
like a ball of yellow feathers to the far end of the table. Her rolling
tumble was stopped only by a thick curved wedge of half-eaten
cheese. Oddly, Its shape resembled a kind of Victorian love seat...
and when she finally came to rest against it, wings outstretched and
overhanging its backside, all eyes were now turned to her. In a
gesture to complete the image of one merely relaxing, she quite
cozily crossed one tiny knee over the other and looked about, as it
were, serendipitously!

There was yet again another moment of silence- when at last they
all let loose with a great roaring laugh. Never, it seemed, had they
ever seen anything quite so funny! Hoots and guffaws were joined
with streaming tears of glee, as they rocked to and fro and held
their sides so as not to pop. "Sto...sto...stop... or L....shall die!" pled
Mini as she rolled about in a saucer. "Its...hooooeee...its things
such.... such as this that.... give we pinnipeds a ba....ba.... bad
name!", yelped Inky across the table to Gwufbuff! At that
Gwufbuff reared back with a booming roar of a laugh, his huge
tusks nearly up-ending the table and sending platters and spoons
skyward!

Perhaps it was Gwufbuff's great booming laugh that first caused
them to note it. None had ever heard the old tusk laugh before!
And another thought came over them, it seemed, all at once. And
the thought brought a quiet over the room. NONE of them had ever
laughed before! Oh- there had been creaturely chortles, sniggers
and peeps... and even something that resembled this feeling that
rose within them now- this... joy? But not like the creaturely joy.
This, they now somehow knew, was closer to the joy of those in
each ones man-dream... a joy that came as a blessed gift even from
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the midst of pain, and fear, and loss- such as it was in the world
where men lived.

Now there were still tears. But tears of joy, and gratitude mixed
together with fear and uncertainty. For they now remembered the
Unicorns word- "In three days, at Oodaaq." They could not know
what might lie ahead of them, but they now knew with certainty
that they had all been drawn into something great, and beautiful,
and wondrous. That there was to be a mighty reckoning- and a
summing-up of all things, both of beasts, and of men - into One.....

(Romans 8:18-21)

EphOneSix

Posted By: Fenster
Date: 8/29/2000 08:38 GMT

Fenster wiped the tears of laughter from her eyes and looked
around. Even when they were not laughing there was something
decidedly different about them all. What was it?

It was the lack of hypervigilance that marks wild beasts from tame
animals: The tenseness of muscles poised for defense and the quick
darting eyes were gone.

That hypervigilance had been replaced with an easy grace and
kind, gentle eyes.
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Fenster kept looking towards the door, waiting for the dogs to
come through, not because she feared them any longer, but because
she felt the empty spaces in the group of friends.

Speedbolt and Ms. Bo were still out there somewhere in the dark

a hole in the water
Posted By: Stanley Anderson
Date: 8/30/2000 19:10 GMT

A long time passed in the Nor House. Suddenly there was a
yelping and howling outside. Eugene opened the Nor House door
and in bounded Speedbolt and Ms. Bo panting and jumping about.

"Calm down, there, you two," said Eugene. "What's the commotion
all about -- more ice beasts?"

"No, no," they said together. Ms. Bo continued. "No, we took care
of the ice-wolf and the ice-lab and now the others almost seem
afraid of us. Oh, they still follow us around, and every once in a
while one will try to attack, but we can fend them off fairly easily,
so far, anyway."

"But that's not the exciting part. We just had too much energy and
had to run it off, so we went on back to the shore that looks out
over the rock of Oodaaq and it's not there anymore!"

"Hmmm...," wondered Eugene aloud. "Could the tides have risen
and covered it up?"

"No, no," said Speedbolt. "You have to come and see it. Oodaaq is
not there because there is a hole in the ocean instead where the
rock used to be."

"What do you mean, a hole?" said Eugene. "That's impossible."
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"But that's what it is," panted Speedbolt. "The water doesn't even
fall into it. There's just a hole there. Just come and see it for
yourself!"

At that, all the nor animals got up and began making their way,
once again to Oodaaq. When they finally arrived, they stood at the
shore and looked over the sea. Sure enough, as Speedbolt had said,
a black hole sat there in the middle of the water where the rock of
Oodaaq was before.

"Well, I have to find out more about this," said Eugene. "Hey, |
want to too," said Fenster who hopped up on top of Eugene's head
to get a better look. But suddenly Eugene began walking on all
fours out into the water and when it got deeper, he started
swimming in the direction of the hole. As he got close enough to
see into it, Fenster looked back and yelled "Hey! It's lighted up
down in there. It looks like a deep tunne--eeaaahh..."

Eugene and Fenster disappeared into the hole and did not reappear.

--Stanley Anderson (Eugene the polar bear)
sangreal @jps.net
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Posted By: Melodee
Date: 9/2/2000 00:19 GMT

Truth to tell, Inky had been feeling pretty sleepy following a day of
ice-beast battles, good food, fellowship, and strange new drink, but
the idea of a hole in the ocean down which one could slide was too
great to resist. She looked around and it was apparent that the same
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thought had entered the heads of Hwufbluff and Otto. There was
no way either of them would be outdone in the sliding department
by a bear and a rodent.

"What ho, you two?" huffed Hwufbluft. "Off we go, eh?"

"Right behind you," said Inky. Otto was out the door in a flash,
able, with four feet to move faster on land than either of them.
"Mini, will you ride?"

"You won't forget yourself and start swimming under water will
you?"

"Where's the trust, I ask you? But you'd better hold on tight just in
case." Inky winked and Mini was partially reassured. Martin and
Brrr were persuaded to ride with Hwutbluff.

The thing about entering the Oodaaq hole was that there was no
way to tell what one was getting into until one had actually begun
the descent and what a descent. Inky and Mini held back to allow
the Walrus and riders to enter first. They heard, "Hey! Wow!
Ugh!" almost together and the next thing they knew, Hwufbluff's
tail sketched a farewell wave over the lip of the pit and was gone.

Next it was their turn. Mini's little feet pinched tightly into the fur
covering the seal's head and Inky's forward flippers propelled them
over the side and into the tunnel.

Ice, blue, mauve, and green, surrounded them. Jewel colours
flickered by, lit by a luminescence whose source was diffused.
Inky was in heaven as she was propelled down the steep slopes by
gravity and her own delight, banking here and there and sometimes
briefly upside down in the speed of their passing. Now and then
the tunnel forked and a lightning choice had to be made if disaster
were to be averted. Down and down they went, almost silent
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except for a distant and persistent squeaking. Finally the passage
began to level off and Inky became aware of things other than the
joy of movement. The first of them was a pain in her head and the
indignant voice of Mini. "There ought to be brakes on these
animals," she muttered. "Do the words 'slow down' mean anything
to you at all?"

Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 9/2/2000 18:12 GMT

Dear Inky!

Ahem... thatd be "Gwufbuff" m'dear. Hwufbluff would be a
second-cousin(and an improvident lackwit to be sure), NOT from
the lineage of Mehgan, and living well southerly of Kaffeklubben.
Would not wish to be confused with THAT dolt!

- Gwufbuff ;3=

Posted By: Martin
Date: 9/3/2000 05:33 GMT

After rejoining the Nor-house group of animals upon the defeat of
the horrid mole ice beast, Martin realized that each of these noble
beasts had, in their struggle come to the same realization. The end
of struggle was the beginning of true freedom and true life. The
dreamings which had come and gone earlier, were only pale
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reflections of that which the Narwhal desired for each of these
noble beasts. Eugene's words of welcome back were not lost on
Martin. In response, Martin replied: "I see that I must be keeping
very good company, Noble Bear.

Upon returning to the now restored Nor-house, each of the noble
beasts realized that this was of the Narwhal's doing, to edify and
encourage these now noble beasts both in physical and spiritual
realms. As the message was given to the beasts about returning to
Oodaaq in three days and going down below to Atlantis, Martin's
mole blood warmed to the task. "It looks like my particular
abilities and services might just be needed after all." Martin was
brought up short by an internal voice saying "Martin, whose
abilities are those which have been given to you?" Recognizing the
voice of the Narwhal at once made Martin stop in his tracks. He
realized at once that the abilities of himself as a mole were those
which were granted to him by the Narwhal, not of "instinct" as has
been presumed by many so called "learned men". Acknowledging
this fact silently in the Nor-house, Martin's spirit was now freed to
revel in the food, fun, and frolic which proceeded apace in the Nor-
house the space of three days. The pleasure was even greater that
in the gathering before the sighting of the Mermaid and Narwhale,
and the hideous appearance of the blood beasts. The pleasure was
made greater by realizing that the drink was of such quality that
one could thoroughly enjoy it without getting drunk. The quality of
the food was such that each bite was savored with great pleasure
and enjoyment, without fear of gluttony.

The enjoyment of the Nor-house was suddenly broken when
Speedbolt and Ms. Bojangles burst through the door with their
astonishing message that the entire surface of Oodaaq was gone. In
its place was a hole right in the middle of the ocean. Instead of the
fear that would usually plague Martin upon the introduction of
uncertainty in his mole world, he approached Gwufbuff and said
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"Good Sir, may I trouble you for a ride back to see this thing in
Oodaaq?" "Good mole," replied Gwufbuff, "it would be my
pleasure. Brrr, you come with me as well" As Eugene and Fenster
had already gone on ahead of the rest, the remaining animals
arrived at the shore to see Eugene and Fenster take to the water and
then suddenly disappear.
Gwufbuff wasted no time in calling out "To the water and for the
Narwhal!! Martin! Brrr! Hold on tight! We need to help Eugene
and Fenster NOW!! With that the walrus and his two passengers
plunged into the water. Gwufbuff's powerful strokes quickly led to
the hole's edge. This hole was a hole the likes of which Martin had
never seen. Yet it was Martin who said "If we are to help Eugene
and Fenster, we must follow." "Say no more, Gwufbuff replied,
"Hold tight and here we GOQoo0o0.." Down, down, down the three
animals went amazed at the sights, colors, and absolute perfection
of the tunneling. "This is no mole's work," thought Martin as he
and Brrr held on to Gwufbuff for all they were worth. After what
seemed like hours, the three came to a rather abrupt stop.
Fortunately Brrr and Martin were thrown clear of Gwufbuff, and
landed on a soft surface resembling fine grasses in a pleasant
meadow. Gwufbuff also came to a stop, without even a scratch for
all the travel down the tunnel. "Why it felt as if I was just floating
in water when I stopped!" exclaimed Gwufbuff. Martin replied, " I
felt like I was placed in a pleasant meadow when we stopped.
There is something of Narwhal's words to us about Oodaaq that we
must follow in these tunnels. Let us see if we can find Eugene,
Fenster, or any of the others, then set off on this mission."
Brrr and Gwufbuff agreed. The three animals set out in this unique
underground tunneling to find their friends, and in the process find
out even more about themselves and the Narwhal




Chapter 8

Beneath the Ice

Kaffeklubben: Wee Friends drop in!
Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 9/6/2000 08:33 GMT

KAFFEKLUBBEN: Wee friends drop in...

But at last, the rest of the Nor-clan came sliding down onto the ice-
floor bottom... some with a little less finesse than others, like the
doglings Ms. Bo Jangles and Speedbolt, whose long spindly legs
and narrowish paws were more suited for bounding and turning
over soft terra firma- they all sat in stunned and silent wonder,
gazing at the great formations and massive folds of ice that hung
over them like draperies. Though appearing so beautifully delicate-
like the pleats of a princess's white satin gown- it was millions
upon millions of tons of ice suspended above them.

In this cold still silence- broken only by their breathing, could be
heard the high sweet ring and creaking of the great walls, towers
and drapes of ice as they imperceptively expanded and contracted-
like something breathing and itself somehow alive. Indeed it was
also then that each of them began to notice the light: a bluish pink
and pale green luminescence that somehow diffused from deep
within the ice itself- not unlike mother-of-pearl, turning, rolling,
fluxing and rippling bright, and then waning. But all-in-all, it left
this great ice-hall filled with continuous and beauteous light!

Gwufbuff looked upward, to be certain the light all round them
was not merely shining down from the opening of the hole. But it
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was far to distant above them, and appearing so small as to render
the far-above daytime sky as though it were black. The light was
indeed coming from deep within the walls themselves.

But as he continued to gaze upward, Gwufbuff could not help but
notice snowflakes beginning to drift and spiral downward from the
distant opening. "A new snow has begun to fall above", he thought
to himself. But just as he thought it, a terror filled his heart.
"Above"! He now looked here, and there, and all about- and
suddenly, horribly he realized it. "HOW WILL WE EVER GET
BACK UP"!?

It was now apparent to ALL of them as every eye widened, and
every head darted about looking for a way back up the sheer, steep
walls and drapes of slippery ice! "WHAT WERE WE
THINKING??", Inky half yelped, half scolded! "AND THESE
TUNNELS!" barked Ms. Bo', "THERE ARE TOO MANY TO
COUNT! AND THEY CAN LEAD ANYWHERE!! OR
NOWHERE!!" There were sighs and groans and gasps of fear...
"YES, SHE IS RIGHT!", said Eugene, "AND IF WE ALL SPLIT
INTO GROUPS- HOW SHALL WE KNOW WE WILL FIND
ONE ANOTHER AGAIN?" Otto simply stood holding his
forehead in disbelief. "AHHH! THE GRAND... AND OH-SO-
CLEVER ADVENTURERS!!", chided Martin who angrily kicked
an ice-shelf and then hopped about on one foot holding a smarting
toe!

But just at that moment Gwufbuff squinted his eyes as he looked
again upward. "Hello! What is THIS"? All of them now fell quiet
and looked up. "I'll be clammed", said Gwutbuff, "But by lands...
THESE ARE NOT SNOWFLAKES!!" Each squinting harder now
they could see them- NOT snowflakes at all. ... . but, well, yes-
snowflakes... but snowflake UMBRELLA'S!! And holding on to
each tiny handle- a kind of wee frosty... person?
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"Hello down there!", came the wee twinkly voice of one waving!
"My name is Jack"!! ...

Posted By: Melodee
Date: 9/8/2000 04:19 GMT

At first glance the Nor-animals thought that the umbrella folk were
animals like themselves, clad all over in fur as they were. But soon
it became apparent that these creatures were bi-peds and except for
size, very like man-folk. They wore long furry white coats and
grey furry peaked hats and they were so tiny that they made even
Mini feel large. Their umbrellas were pale icy shades of blue and
pink, green and mauve. Jack's was pure silver and it set him apart
from the others, who, as they landed, ranged themselves behind
him in a haphazard sort of order and began furling their umbrellas
and leaning upon them.

Jack made his way over to Martin in a curious gliding motion. His
feet were clad in elongated boots, pointed and curving up at the toe
like skis. "I understand that you're in charge, Sir."

Martin looked behind himself, eventually turning a complete
circuit trying to ascertain whom Jack was addressing. He pushed
his glasses back up his nose nervously. "Um...I think...that
1s...I'm...You're mistaken, Sir."

"You are a mole are you not?"
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"Um...well...yes, yes, [ am, but..."

"Then I am not mistaken!" Jack spoke with a certain crispness. He
was not the mistaken sort. "The Narwhal was very specific. "It's
the mole, Martin, you should see. That's what he said to me."

"But...but...I'm not an in-charge kind of person. I -- I like to keep in
the background," Martin gulped, "Indeed, UNDERGROUND, if it
comes to that!"

"Are you questioning the will of the Narwhal?"
"No -- No! Of course not, it's just that--"
"It's settled then! Lead on Martin Mole."

Martin looked uncertain and miserable. Inky felt it too, imagining
how it would have been for her had the Narwhal decided that she
should lead with all these larger or cleverer animals to choose
from. "He's quite right, Martin. You are the perfect creature for this
job. Who better than a mole to lead us underground. It will be
alright. You'll see," and she gave him an encouraging nudge with
her nose.
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Moving On
Posted By: Martin
Date: 9/9/2000 06:01 GMT

Upon realizing that all of the Nor-animals had arrived, Martin was
relieved that there would not be a need to do any searching. With
the likes of Eugene and Gwufbuff now on the scene, Martin was
very content to assist those noble beasts who had already
demonstrated great valor in defense of the Nor-house, and would
most likely be the ones to lead the group onward.

Upon the realization that there seemed to be no way out from the
hole in the ocean, panic began to set in amongst the group. Martin
even vented his frustration by kicking an ice shelf, to his own
detriment of his big toe. As the pain subsided, Martin finally
observed what the others were already seeing. The snowflakes
which were drifting down, however, did not seem to flutter and fall
as common earthly snowflakes. These snowflakes were falling in a
spiral pattern, as if they were intelligently organized. The reality of
the intelligence became evident when the Nor-animals noticed that
the beings which came down were intelligent, with one of these
tiny beings identifying themselves as "Jack".

The man-like appearance of these miniature beings began to stir
the old fear of humans in Martin. However, it was the words which
came from Jack, and the authority with which the words were
spoken pierced Martin to the core of his being. HE had been
chosen by the Narwhal to lead. In one portion of the Nor-house
dreaming, Martin had seen a vision of a human in another part of
the world, being called to lead by his God. This person objected on
several issues, but finally did lead other humans to a place
promised to them. If this human had not done what was asked of
him, both he and the people he led would have missed out on much
of worth and value. At the end of this dream , a voice said
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"Remember". At the time, the vision made no sense whatsoever.
NOW, after being confronted by "Jack", the Narwhal's messenger,
the vision made sense. Even the voice telling Martin to remember
was now recognized by the mole. It was the Narwhal himself,
calling to Martin's mind that this was his time to lead, just as that
human led so many years ago. However, like that human, Martin
had no great desire to lead, and it looked obvious to all the Nor-
house animals who were waiting for Martin to act. Finally, Inky
spoke, reaffirming what the Narwhal and Jack had spoken to
Martin. Upon being nudged by Inky, Martin readjusted his glasses,
took a deep breath, gave a heavy sigh, and then said "Alright
everyone, follow me. Jack, will you and your companions
accompany us? We should be glad for the company." Jack replied,
"No, we have been sent by the Narwhal to deliver this message to
you. Should we be needed again by the Narwhal, we will gladly do
his bidding. I bid you farewell and grant you the blessings of the
Narwhal upon your journey." With that, the tiny manlike creatures
suddenly disappeared.

Martin was too engrossed in trying to figure out where to go that
he almost missed the beauty of the ice cave and the passages which
radiated from the main cavern. The brilliant colors and lights were
almost dazzling. There seemed to be something magical in this
place, but none of the animals could quite identify what it was.

Realizing that they were to do the Narwhal's bidding changed the
tenor of the animals emotional state. Panic was replaced with
apprehension. Martin surveyed the scene and noticed one
particular tunnel which resonated within his being. "Noble beasts",
Martin announced in an surprisingly authoritative voice, we are to
head east." Fenster chimed in "How do you know which way is
east?" Martin replied, "It is one of the gifts given to me by the
narwhal. Come!" With that, the group, led by none other than
Martin, headed toward the eastern tunnel. As the animals entered
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the tunnel, it seemed completely dark. But, as the animals started
their journey through the tunnel, the pulsing, almost living light
illuminated the way around them. It would not be long before they
noticed markings on the tunnel wall. In observing the markings,
each of the animals began to understand what these markings wre
trying to tell the travelers. "Beware the dead ice" said the
markings. What could this mean? The Nor-animals were getting
uneasy. "Let us move on", Martin said with authority. "So long as
we follow this ice which seems to have life, we should fulfill the
Narwhal's command and reach Atlantis to fulfill his wishes." Little
did the group know what was in store for them...

frost
Posted By: Stanley Anderson
Date: 9/9/2000 20:37 GMT

Since Martin led the group along through the ice caverns, the nor-
animals followed approximately in order by height, the smaller
animals near the front with the larger animals following behind.
Eugene, being the largest of all, brought up the rear and kept an
eye on the others in front of him.

"I'm glad Martin is getting a chance to lead this group", thought
Eugene. "But still, I wonder why the Narwhal would pick him to
lead? After all, it was I who was first covered with the blood. And
I found the Oodaaq hole -- well, I guess Ms Bojangles and
Speedbolt did. But I was the first to go down into the hole anyway.
Why would a small mole who has to have glasses to see well be
chosen as a leader of this kind of group. Sure he has his good
qualities, but we have to be realistic here. Why, he's not a native of
the area and doesn't even like water. I have special fur and I
practically live in the water. What could that Narwhal be thinking?
I wonder if those tiny snowflake creatures are to be trusted with
delivering messages that this important?"
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Eugene thought on and on in this manner, but always delivered a
hearty "Ho, HO!" when addressed by any of the others. He did not
let on about his concerns.

The ice-creatures had been terrible to behold and the nor animals
fought with all their strength to overcome them and were
exhausted after each of their trials. Overcome them they had and
indeed, each of them was stronger in spirit for it. But the blood-red
ice-beasts on Kaffeklubben @ were a visible and certain enemy.
How was Eugene to ward off the ice-creature that even now was
beginning to form little frost-covered areas around his own polar-
bear heart. An enemy that he could not yet see -- its very existence
was unknown to Eugene and that made it all the more terrible. Yes,
how CAN a nor-animal fight an enemy he cannot see?

--Stanley Anderson (Eugene the polar bear)
sangreal @jps.net
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Posted By: Marian
Date: 9/10/2000 02:36 GMT

How, indeed, could a Nor-animal fight an enemy it could not even
see? For just as Eugene was being attacked, the other animals
found that they were under attack as well. For one, it came as a
panic and uncertainty that gripped a heart so tightly that she was
not able to look to the right or to the left, for fear of seeing--what?
She did not know, but that did not make the panic any less real. For
another it was a nagging voice, "We're lost. We're lost. I'll never
see home again...." For a third, it was a sudden wave of sorrow
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over past failings so great that he had to pause to wipe a great tear
away. None of them spoke of this new attack, thinking that they
must be the only one experiencing it. Suddenly Brr, who had flown
ahead of the party, flew back chirping excitedly. "A Lady!" she
chirped. "A beautiful Lady!"

"What! Where! Who!" exclaimed everyone, startled out of their
silent reveries.

"Around the next bend!" said Brr, and they all hurried on to see
what she could mean. "There!" she said, pointing with one wing to
an alcove on the wall. But there was nothing.

"Did she say anything?" asked Martin.

"Only this: ‘Courage'. How did she know I had been frightened?"
asked Brr, half to herself. And as they stood there, each one
smelled the undeniable scent of roses, and they instantly felt more
courageous as they paused silently, breathed deeply, and thought
of the narwhal and the blood which had covered them. As long as
they remembered the blood, fears, uncertainty, even envy melted
like snow in the brightness of the sun. They continued onward.

Brief incident with a mock-owl
Posted By: Rue
Date: 9/10/2000 13:43 GMT

Through the tunnels of ice they confidently came, with the living
colors lighting their way. The farther they did proceed, the more
complex the tunnels became. Rifts widened beneath their feet and
led down to other levels in unseen depths. Small branch tunnels
ducked under huge ice mounds and spiraled up away. Through it
all they followed Martin the mole, who did not hesitate but seemed
to instinctively know which way to go, climbing up slippery slopes
or sometimes having to squeeze through holes or crawl on their
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bellies for long stretches. Then the travelers noticed that in one
area the light seemed to flicker out to a darkness. Martin was
headed straight for it.

“Um ... “ began Eugene. “Martin, are you sure that’s the way?”

For the first time, Martin hesitated. He sat up on his hind legs and
squinted around, sniffed the air. “Yes. I am positive,” he said. “We
need to go through this way.”

“But it’s dark,” said Mini.

“Is 1t?” said Martin, who had been relying on his nose and inner
voice rather than his eyes. “Well, so it is.” And he went boldly
forward.

The others glanced at each other in a brief moment of doubt,
shrugged, then followed. The living light flickered out, and the ice
became cold. This odd thought occurred to the Walrus, “But ice is
always cold, isn’t it?”” he mused. But this was somehow different.
The cold never had bothered him before, being an arctic animal.
But this cold seemed to seep past his protective layers and grip his
very bones.

Soon the tunnel widened out into a small room. They could see the
tunnel continue on the other side, and they could even see the light
returning beyond. But the room itself was dark, save for one wall.
This wall was large and round and perfectly flat. Through it came a
greenish blue light, and the group stared at it awhile before they
realized what they were seeing. It was like a window looking out
under the ocean. They could make out the giant ghostly shapes of
icebergs drifting by in the distance, and an occasional fish swam
by. In front of the window was a curious little lump of ice that kind
of looked like a small paper bag.
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Inky sidled up to it and sniffed it, then examined the other side
facing the window. “It’s an owl!” she cried. “And I think it’s still
alive.”

Eugene tried to warm it with a big bear hug, but the cold from the
owl seeped into his chest and began freezing his heart. He let it go.
Hugging wasn’t going to be fast enough. So he popped the little
owl into his mouth and felt it melt, then spat it as kindly as he
could back onto the floor.

The owl shook it’s head and looked around with large blinking
eyes. “Who?” it said.

“I'm sorry I had to do that,” Eugene began.
“Whooo are all of yooou?” it quieried.

Brrr twittered out a rapid explanation. “We have been sent by the
Unicorn to find Atlantis and redeem the city, and Oodaaq was the
key!”

The owl, oddly enough, seemed to understand. “You must be
mistaken. The Unicorn is a myth.”

“He’s not a myth,” said Brrr. “He’s not even a mythter, he’s our
Lord.” Eugene and Gwufbuff tried to hide their smirks. They
enjoyed terrible puns, and Brrr’s unintentional one caught them by
surprise.

Mrs Bojangles and Speedbolt were circling the little brown
package, snuffling and wrinkling their noses. They didn’t like the
smell of it. Something was odd, something was wrong with it.
They weren’t quite sure what it was, but out of politeness they said
nothing. But Martin and the others noticed their suspicion.
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“How did you get down here?” Gwufbuff asked. “You are an owl
in the arctic, and Oodaaq didn’t open until recently. I know how
the rest of us come to be here.”

The owl considered for a moment, and then began. “My name is
Rue. I am not a real owl, you see. I am a mock-owl from a lush
dark forest far to the south. All my life I wanted to join the college
of owls and become a real owl, but I never qualified. Then one day
I decided to go in search of Who. And I found my travels kept
taking me ever northward. There was a cave that opened only for a
moment at the farthest northern edge of my forest, as if it were
inviting me in. So I entered, and I have been wandering down
among these tunnels ever since, usually unable to fly.” The mock-
owl sighed. “Never to feel the night air beneath my wings again,
never to feel that Who was lifting me up. Never to go hunting
again over the tall grasses.” He turned one eye and winked at Mini.

Inky was puzzled. “Who is Who?”

The mock owl brightened up suddenly. “Yes! He is! You know of
Who?”

“No,” said Inky, feeling that this could get very confusing. “I was
asking a question. You talk about this Who person like he’s a
person. I don’t know of him.”

“Really? Perhaps you know him by another name. I hear in other
forests he is a lion, and in the south Pacific he is a whale.” The
mock-owl cringed and sighed as if some memory pained him.
“Who is the one who rides the wind. He makes the wind. He is the
one whom the owls know and adore. Who cares. Who knows.
Who's there, he is always there.”

“He’s the Unicorn!” said Mini in a sudden flash of insight.
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Rue blinked owlishly at her. “I suppose you could say that,” he
mused. Mini remembered that owls eat mice, and she put one paw
shyly over her mouth. Having a beak instead of a mouth, the mock-
owl could not smile, but Mini felt that his big yellow eyes melted
into kindness.

“Why don’t you come with us to Atlantis,” suggested the walrus.

“No,” said Rue sadly. “I’ve seen Atlantis already, and I don’t wish
to go back. Besides, my journey is over now that I’'m unfrozen, and
I only wish to go home.”

“You’ve seen Atlantis!” they cried in unison.

“Only briefly, only through another ice wall. I could not see how to
get there. It was really a stunning sight, but the wall clouded over
and it was gone. It was buried under caverns measureless to man,
so deep the sun never reaches through the sea, a sunless sea. Walls
and towers were girdles round. It was a miracle of rare device, with
sunny pleasure domes and caves of ice. But I could never find it
again. I've been wandering lost for so long. Couldn’t tell you
where it was. Being under ice is not natural to me, you see, so I've
lost my way. But now that I’ve seen . . . “ his voice trailed off and
he shuddered. “I just want to go home. Thank you Bear for
rescuing me. Thank you all.”

“What have you seen?” Inky asked gently.

“I saw the Narwhal die.” They were all silent for a moment,
remembering the scene. “I saw him die from here, through this
window to the ocean.” He shuddered again. “It was horrible, and I
just want to go home.”

“But he’s alive!” chirped Brrr. “He’s became the Unicorn and he’s
alive!”
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“Who’s alive?”

“Yes!” said Brrr. “He is. The Narwhal, the Unicorn, and Who are
one and the same.” She hopped over to her fellow fowl. “Won’t
you please come with us?” Then Brrr noticed the glances of doubt
that Mrs. Bo and Speedbolt were exchanging.

The mock-owl shook his head sadly. “No. I have been too long
down here. I became frozen here on the dead ice when I stopped
too long. No. I would really much rather follow your tracks back
the way you came and just go home. But your message of hope has
cheered my spirits and rekindled the hope I had before. I just do
not think I am one of you. You see, I can tell that you’re all
different. Many of you are not arctic animals, and yet the cold does
not bother you. You do not act quite like animals anymore. There’s
something different about you, and for me to follow would be
wrong, I think. I have not been commissioned by the Unicorn.”

Eugene looked wisely at Brrr. “I mean no unkindness, but I think
he’s right, Brrr. I think perhaps it is best he found his way home.”

Brrr was sad, but didn’t argue. The animals regretted having to
leave their new-found friend, but they had a mission to accomplish,
and they needed to heed his warning about standing too long on the
dead ice, for their paws and claws were already beginning to feel
the effect. They wished him well, and said their good-byes
according to their particular animal fashion. Then Rue hopped
slowly away toward the tunnels where the living light kept living
things warm. He paused and turned his head completely around
without turning his body.

“Oodaaq was the key?” he asked, suddenly recalling what Brrr had
said. “I wonder. If there is a key, there must be a lock, don’t you
think? I wonder what the lock is.” He straightened his head back
around and hobbled off on his way.
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The other animals looked at each other in simple surprise. The
unspoken question of “Why didn’t we think of that before? Passed
among them. “Let’s get off this dark ice,” said Eugene, and hurried
the others along.

Posted By: Fenster
Date: 9/10/2000 14:33 GMT

Fenster looked longingly in the direction Rue had gone.

Frost and a finster Fenster
Posted By: Fenster
Date: 9/10/2000 14:20 GMT

The words "Oh this is beautiful!" had been jarred out of her mouth,
involuntarily, when Eugene and Fenster slid to a stop. The
snowflakes spiraling down left her agape with delight.

In the next instant, though, she felt like she'd been kicked in the
stomach. She looked at the opening from which they all had just
tumbled and she realized they weren't going back the way they
came. We're trapped, she thought. She could feel the panic rising.

She watched the snowflakes come down.

The snowflakes turned out to be umbrellas held by little people.
The umbrellas kept coming down and down and the little people
hanging on to them landed gently. One of the little men, named
Jack, folded up his umbrella and started to speak with Martin. Jack
finished speaking and Fenster looked at Martin with relief. He'd
been chosen leader.

It was a good thing Fenster hadn't been picked leader. She just
wanted to lay down and give up. She looked around and she hated
this place with its artificial light and endless snow tunnels. I want
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the sun and the moon. I want green trees, warm breezes and
mangoes. Will I ever see them again?

She started moving with the line of animals making their way
down the tunnel behind Martin. The only thing that kept her
moving was the creatures behind her. If she dropped right then and
there she'd cause a road block. She trudged along, head down, and
missed seeing  the  hieroglyphics on  the  walls.
A stir started among the animals at the head of the line and it
quickly flowed back. Even Fenster looked up with some interest
and smelled the scent of roses.

The word "Courage" was echoing down the line and Fenster
thought, "Maybe we are coming to the end of this tunnel!

"Do you see the end yet?" she called. "Can you see any sunlight?"

Sadly the answer was no. It seemed they were turning into another
one of those endless snow tunnels.

Mutterings and hoots
Posted By: Rue
Date: 9/10/2000 15:40 GMT

Rue hopped slowly along, keeping his wide eyes on the scratches
and prints left by his animal rescuers. After a time, his mind began
to wander. Oodaaq. Locks and keys. Open and close, locks and
keys. I wonder, I wonder, he thought to himself. I wonder that if a
key implies a lock, then does a lock imply a door or lid? And if a
lock, then a Lock-Maker. If a lock, then why a lock? What is
meant to be kept? Kept out, or kept in?

And then a horrid thought struck him. What if his newly found and
newly lost friends were headed straight for danger? What if what
was locked was meant to be kept locked inside because it was
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dangerous? What if, what if? And the mock-owl began to shudder
from more than the cold. What horrible things may be locked up in
Atlantis?

He shook the thoughts form his mind, but they kept clinging
mercilessly until he was filled with the desire to turn and run back
to his friends and warn them. Then he paused, one claw poised
above the ice, for he recalled the room of dead ice. There had been
other such rooms. And he remembered how he had been caught
and frozen for what seemed like the longest time.

No, he decided. He would not go back there. He could not pass
through that room again and remember what he had seen through
the wall of ice. He just couldn't face it. Fear overcrowded his
concern, and he continued on his way.

Locks and doors and keys. No gate shall prevail against Who. Who
is here, Who is there. I wonder, he wondered, is it locked from the
inside or from the out?

A trace of song drifted across his mind as he tried to force these
thoughts from him.

"A billion bright and holy beams
From the light that's traveled far.
Began the trip

from His finger-tips . . . "

All around him the living light blazed in subtle colors. Colors,
colors and light. Rue paused again. He stared at the walls of ice
with large yellow eyes. A billion bright and holy beams . . . I
wonder, I wonder. He reached one tentative feather out to touch it,
to see if the wall was real.
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It was. It was cool and dry, and the light played around his feather-
tip until he drew it away. Who kindled the stars. Who lit the ice.
Who, indeed?

He continued on his way, a faint warmth spreading from one wing-
tip to his heart.

Detours spell trouble
Posted By: Rick B.
Date: 9/11/2000 00:40 GMT

As he rounded the next twist in the steadily brightening passage,
Rue thought he heard something ahead. It was a faint, scratching,
no, a digging sound. As he made the next turn, there was a small
otter up to his head and shoulders in the ice wall, a small pile of ice
shavings scattered out behind him. Rue's next step made a
crunching sound, which caused the entire otter's body to shoot
straight up as if it had received an electrical shock.

"Wuh hey, uh, didn't know anybody else was headed back this
way. [ uh, thought I might, well, you know check out a few
alternatives and, uh, so when things started to get a little darker
back there it wasn't too hard to just sidestep into one of the little
crannies and let the others pass right by, then hightail it back
here..." Otto let his words tail off, noticing the unblinking eyes of
the owl which seemed to be staring right through his bit of
subterfuge.

"Well, I guess the truth is, I just plain got scared back there. Ya
see, I like the wide open spaces, and the darker and narrower that
passage got, the harder it got for me to keep going."

One great synchronized blink of both the owl's eyes. The head
smoothly swiveled its gaze directly at the excavation, then directly
back at Otto.
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"You do know that's permafrost, don't you? I'd sooner dig my way
through concrete than that stuff. Look at your claws."

Otto sat back on his haunches and looked down at the nubs of what
used to be his sharp, almost cat-like fish snatching paws. The
claws were worn completely back to the tips of his webbed fingers
and some had begun bleeding a little: "Hmmm, guess I should
have thought that one out a little better. Say, where were you
heading anyway?"

The owl slowly lifted one foot in the air, maintaining perfect
balance without so much as moving another muscle. He then very
deliberately put his foot down and raised the other.

"I'm not sure, but I think I still need to find something a bit warmer
than thi.."

The owls words were cut short by a brief, but unmistakable quiver
of the ice beneath them. As the two looked with disbelief, a small
trickle of water began to seep from the small niche Otto had
managed to dig into the icy wall. Drops began to form more
rapidly and suddenly a crack began to appear across its bottom.
Cold water began to spread out beneath their feet. As if partners in
an old comedy routine, their two heads swiveled directly toward
each other in perfect unison. "Let's get outta here!!!" they cried out
together, and they shot back down the icy corridor in the general
direction of the others.

God bless,
Otto Matt

Rick B's Homepage
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Reluctant Owl (repost 9/11/00 18:30GMT)
Posted By: Rue (reposted by Rick B.)
Date: 9/13/2000 12:34 GMT

The flow of water was enough to make the ice passages slick, but
not enough to drown. In spite of their haste, Otto and Rue were not
able to keep ahead of the flow. Before Rue could take flight he
slipped on his back, and found himself and the otter sliding down-
slope through the passages, through the windowed chamber of
dead ice and beyond, only to stop abruptly when they collided with
a small sill in the floor. They scrambled up to safety as the cascade
curved to the left and down to darker depths.

Otto was cheerful once again; the old trepidation that had made
him turn back was gone. "That was fun!" he said. Rue had other
opinions. "This is not where I wanted to be," he said morosely.
"But seeing that we're now hear, and the water has obscured the
tracks I was following, I might as well continue with the rest of

"

you.

Otto was surprised to find that he was pleased with this result, in
spite of his desire to be above ground once more. They raced up
another inclined passage where they could just see their friends
disappearing around a bend. They caught up just as Otto heard
Finster say, "Wait! Where's Otto? Oh no, we've left him behind!"

"Look who I brought back!" Otto jumped into the midst of the
group. Everyone turned to see Rue, bedraggled feathers and frozen
expression. Rue only sighed, and fluttered up onto Eugene's back
to ride with Brrr. "Welcome! Glad to see you changed your mind,"
they all greeted him.

"I still have the same mind I did before," he grumped, "it's just
physically in a different place now. We all have to die sometime,
and I suppose I might as well die with the rest of you."



130 KAFFEKLUBBEN @: THE DREAMING

His comment was met with stunned silence. No one knew quite
what to say. Martin thought it best to once again get the company
moving, and Rue settled comfortably in. Brrr thought she would
try to warm up to their reluctant friend. "Why do you call yourself
a mock-owl?"

"My father was a mocking bird, and my mother was a barred owl."
"Barred owl? Barred from what?" asked Brrr.

"Barred from the college, of course. You see, you have to have
wisdom to be able to get into the college of owls." He saw Brrr
shake her head with incomprehension, so he elaborated. "It's like a
pride of lions, a murder of crows, or a pod of whales. If you were a
lion wishing to join a pride, you must have something to be proud
of. To join a murder of crows, you have to kill someone. And to be
a member of a pod of whales, you have to have peas."

Inky looked up at him askance. "Are you sure of that?"

"Oh, quite sure," Rue assured her confidently. "I didn't have
enough wisdom, so I couldn't get into the college." Inky found
herself growing increasingly uncomfortable by Rue's unblinking
stare. She looked away.

"We're all going to die, you know," said Rue mater-of-factly.
"Why do you say that?" queried Gwufbuff skeptically.

"Because a key implies a lock, and a lock implies a door, and a
door implies that something is being kept on the other side that
shouldn't get out into THIS side. So when we get to Atlantis you
will all be determined to open the door, and a horde of ravenous
monsters will come pouring out to rip us all to shreds."
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"What a pleasant thought," muttered Mrs. Bo under her breath to
Finster. No one believed him, of course, for they all knew that the
Unicorn had commissioned them, and he certainly would not send
them into such terrors.

Inky spoke up, "You don't know that for sure. You don't know
what's on the other side of the door, or even if there is a door.
Besides, you shouldn't be so grim, you will plant fear in all of us."

"Who cares," shrugged the mock-owl.

Gwufbuff rounded on the little owl, flashing anger in his eyes,
ready with a retort. Then he remembered the owl's curious beliefs.
"Do you mean that as a declarative statement, or an interrogatory
one?"

"Both," he replied calmly. "That's the paradox of Who. He is both
a question and an answer."

Gwufbuff thought a moment, and his anger subsided. He thought
he was catching on. "So . . . Who cares?"

"Yes, he does," replied the owl. And the walrus thought he saw a
smile play about the owl's eyes.

"There!" Martin called out. The others stopped in their tracks to
see what he was pointing at. The passage before them dipped down
to another room of dead ice, and there in the center of the wall was
plainly a large ice window. Through it they could all see a vast
cavern, and in the midst of the cavern a city such as none of them
had ever dreamed. The vision caught everyone's breath away for a
moment, and there was a collective sigh
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Play it again: To The Cavern
Posted By: Martin
Date: 9/14/2000 04:14 GMT

As the Nor-animals continued their journey toward that elusive
city of Atlantis, it appeared that Rue's observations about Atlantis
might just be true. While the lights which glinted in the ice
window within the huge room took each of the animals' breath
away, there was one problem. The problem was that the brilliance
of the light had absolutely no impact on the surrounding room. It
was as if the light itself was just swallowed up by the room,
without any evidence that the light had passed through the room at
all. The life in the walls and caverns through which the animals
had passed in their underground journey was absent in this
particular room. Only the ice window with its radiant light and
vision of the great city in the cavern seem to hold any life for the
intrepid travelers.

Rue spoke: "Ah, here is that about which I spoke to you. Here is
your key which implies a lock and a lock which implies a door and
a door which implies something tht is being kept on the other side
so something cannot get to this side. Can you not see that this dark
ice is the lock on the door to keep something from destroying us?"

"It looks as if we have come to the end of the line" Fenster
remarked. She continued, "I think it is high time to go back to the
Nor-house where there is so much joy and happiness, not to
mention food and drink." Gwufbuff responded, "HARUMPH! If
the Narwhal brought us down here to die, so be it! Besides, how do
we know that we can return to the Nor-house the way we came?
Remember the ice hole at Oodaaq, which none of us could ever
hope to scale? However, food and drink would be of value to all of
us at this time."
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Upon the mention of food, the other Nor-animals and Rue became
increasingly hungry. Whispered conversations amongst the
animals commenced, with attention directed not toward the
Narwhal or Atlantis, but to their stomachs. Martin noticed that, if it
were possible, the room surrounding the ice window became
darker as this muttering went on. Eugene took notice of this
occurrence as well; "STOP!!", Eugene bellowed. "Behold the
room!" he exclaimed. "How did the room get darker?" Mini
squeaked. Martin replied, "It is because of our selfishness and
desire to turn away from the Narwhal's will that the room has
darkened." The mole sniffed the air once again and said "Let us
turn away to the right and proceed to the first chamber we come
to." As the group moved off to the right, Martin continued; "Mock
Owl, how would it be if this door you fear is actually a door to
allow us in to fulfill the wishes of the Narwhal, or Who, as you
describe Him? The Paradox of Who seems to include this
possibility of door's use, would it not? Could it be that Who has
directed you back here to fulfill that which he has in store for
you?" Before the Mock Owl could answer, Martin said, "Look,
here is our destination." As they entered the first chamber to their
right, Fenster squealed, "FOOD!!" The other animals looked in
amazement at the food which was distributed throughout the
cavern. It was just what each animal preferred, as though orders
had been taken for each of them before they had arrived. Before
setting to the meal, Gwufbuff had the presence of mind to say
"Excuse me. I think that we should express our gratitude to the
Narwhal before partaking. Inky, would you do the honor?" Inky
lowered her seal head slightly and responded; "Great Narwhal, you
have been so kind to us. We are gratified that you have seen fit to
provide this food and drink for us. We thank you for this gift. Turn
our minds and hearts back to you as we do your bidding in seeking
Atlantis. Let it be so." With that, the chamber seemed to grow
brighter, with even more life and vitality. As the Nor-animals set to
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the feast, it was as if they were back at the Nor-house after the
battles with the ice beasts. Even Rue was caught up in the revelry,
but the questions Martin posed nagged at the owl's heart. If only I
had been able to attend the College of Owls..." Rue muttered, "...I
should have already been able to answer the mole's questions."

As the meals were finished, each of the animals almost
instinctively prepared themselves for rest. Soon all the animals
were sleeping, with their various peeps, squeaks, squeals, and
grunts occurring in the process of sleep. While some had wavered,
the Nor-animals had continued in their obedience to the Narwhal,
despite the lack of promise of coming out of this adventure alive. It
would remain to be seen it their obedience would continue after
facing the seemingly dead ice surrounding the ice window in the
great room...

So many questions
Posted By: Ransom/Rue
Date: 9/14/2000 13:32 GMT

As the animals succumbed to a much-needed rest, Rue wearily
hopped about looking for someone warm. The chill seemed to have
stopped bothering the others, but he had felt its on-set again since
the dead-ice chamber darkened. Rue considered Speedbolt over
Eugene, since if Eugene were to roll over on him he would
certainly be flat. He settled in and let his eyelids grow heavy.

Before the mists of sleep overtook him, and his mind was shifting
between this world and the land of dreams, he thought he saw a
lady. A beautiful lady, part fish and part human, drifting in the air
as though she were underwater. At her light touch the magical
meal vanished, and then so did she.

Trick of the mind, Rue thought, more than likely.




Chapter 9

The Pond

Awake Again
Posted By: Melodee
Date: 9/14/2000 18:13 GMT

Inky couldn't sleep. The vision of Atlantis as seen through the ice
wall filled her mind. She saw the turrets and spires of the city,
lambent with the soft colours of the arctic. The graceful curves and
arches of the doorways and windows made her wonder about the
creatures who had built such beauty.

Still, she was tired, and wished that her brain would settle down so
that her tired body could get some sleep. As she sighed and tried to
settle for the fourteenth time, Mini, who had been seeking repose
atop Inky's head, let out an indignant squeak as she rolled off onto
the snowy floor. "How's a mouse supposed to get any shut-eye
with all this tossing and turning? What's up?"

"Sorry. I just can't sleep. I keep thinking about the ice city and how
we're supposed to get there and all."

"Can't you think while you're still?"

"Not really. Do you want to go curl up by Fenster? I'm sure she
wouldn't mind."

"Never mind. I'm wide-awake now. Why don't we take a stroll
back to the ice window and have a look at the city. Maybe after
that we can BOTH get some sleep."
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As the two friends skittered past him, Gwufbuff opened an eye and
twitched a whisker. "Just going to look at Atlantis. Can't sleep,"
Inky whispered. The walrus nodded and resumed snoring as if no
interruption had occurred.

Once inside the dark cavern with its huge ice wall, the seal and the
mouse were again struck by the magnificence of the sight. Inky,
who was a very tactile animal, pressed her face up against the ice,
peering intently down at the city. She brought her flippers up to
feel the smoothness of the surface. Mini clambered once again
onto Inky's head to get a better view. They stared for a long time,
fascinated.

At first neither animal noticed the change. In fact, it was not until
the seal's nose was already partway inside the wall that they
noticed that the consistency of the "ice" had changed. It had
become like a gel. Inky found that she could move her flipper
forward through the thick stuff and without further thought, she
pushed ahead and found herself and Mini, on the other side!

But what lay before them was a travesty of what the ice wall had
promised. It was still unmistakably the Atlantis of the window, but
it was changed. Even the quality of the light was different -- a cold,
leaden grey. Many of the magnificent spires were broken and
rubble lay in the streets and an unpleasant odour rose all around
setting the sensitive nose of the animals twitching with distaste.

There were man-creatures moving about and even as Inky and
Mini became aware of this, so did the people become aware of
them. They soon formed themselves into a group and advanced on
the seal and the mouse with long pointed sticks in hand. Their
intent was not friendly.

The two friends backed frantically up against the wall through
which they had come. It was opaque on this side and did not give
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at all. They were trapped! Just then, one of the man-creatures gave
a yell and the rest started to run towards Inky and Mini, spears
raised.

Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 9/16/2000 03:43 GMT

The slumbering Nor-clan could not know what was about to
happen to Inky and Mini. Indeed, they were not aware that the two
poor insomniads had pressed past and beyond the membrous
window- which had now become a portal; not to a paradise, but to
an evil and violent world!

It was Speedbolt who first sensed, with his Arctic-Wolf alertness, a
"wrongness" about him. He rose to his legs, and looking out, began
to pace to and fro before the portal. In spite of himself he began to
whimper and let loose low growlings. This began to wake the
others- Ms. Bo Jangles first, then Otto, then Fenster- until all of
them sat up looking at one another, and then to Speedbolt pacing in
front of the portal.

"Huhwah wolf!", grumped Gwutbuff with one eye still stuck-shut.
"The lot of us would savor our rest you know! Must you be... well,
er... out, yellowing the snow!? No chance of that down here you
must surely know! Around yonder corner will have to do you
see!!"
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At that Speedbolt gave Gwufbuff and annoyed scowl, and then
turned again to peer out through the portal. Sensing his agitation
they all now made their way to the "glass". They all looked, open-
mouthed to see Inky and Mini on the outside! "Holy Abalone"
gasped Otto. "How'd they get... er, out there?"

But just as the vision of Atlantis appeared beautiful and wondrous
to them from the inside- so, now too, what they saw of Inky and
Mini was an illusion. While Inky and Mini flung themselves
against a dark icy wall and the now dulled and impenetrable portal
in a dreadful terror... the Nor-clan could only see them laughing
and frolicking in a thawing artic-spring meadow, where great
patches of clover, grass and wildflowers shown between small
swatches of snow. Just beyond them was a small turquoise-blue
pond, itself now only partially thawed- and yet further beyond but
quickly approaching, what seemed to be wee man-children;
laughing, leaping and tumbling toward them with arm-fulls of
flowers, gifts and sweet candy-sticks!

But as Eugene leaned forward, blinking with disbelief- yeeks!,
what was this? His nose, now pressing the "glass" had caused
circular ripples to spread outward across the portals width!!
"WHAT IN HEAVENS NAME!!??" bellowed Gwufbuff, who
now too lunged forward for a closer look.... but as he did his
ponderous weight could not slow his momentum, and
"FOOWUMP"!, into the already leaning Eugene he slid- and in a
blink they both tumbled, flippers and paws flailing- STRAIGHT
through the portal.

In that same instant- because their size had made such a great hole,
the entire Nor-clan, now in a glimpse, could see what was really
beyond the "glass"... and could see the terrified faces of Inky and
Mini, and the onslaught of spear wielding man-brutes! All in one
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move- half fear, half courage; they all tumbled out after Eugene
and Gwufbuff.

Now, along with Inky and Mini, they were all in the grim, dark
desolations of a fallen and ruined Atlantis. There was that first
instant of paws, claws, flippers, noses and beaks as they all
tumbled out in a sprawling flurry... and then after a benumbed
pause, a flood of terror as they saw the howling man-brutes
charging toward them, just beyond the icy blue pond- with needle
tipped spears poised to kill!

"We are doomed", said Gwufbuff with a low resign- "...and where
are you now good Narwhale?", breathed Gwufbuff with a tear, "
Do you not care that we perish?"

The Nor-clan looked at Gwufbuff- and then back again to the
advancing man-brutes: as though not knowing which caused them
more dread- their impending death, or the hopeless words of the
walrus.

All the universe seemed to be tumbling and collapsing in upon
them. Death seemed now to be coming, not from the man-brutes,
but from within themselves- where there seemed no breath of life,
or light with which to see. Even their strength to scream was now
drawn up into a silent suffocating anguish. Tears now filled their
fixed and un-seeing eyes. Hope was no more.

But then there came a shuddering, up through the earth beneath
them- and a familiar sweet ringing and hum filled the once dead
air. Even against the dull-gray daysky showers of stars could be
seen rushing across the heavens. "LOOK!", cried Brr, who now
hovered over the dazed clutch- "LOOK! THE POND!!"

As they strained they could now see it... the remaining ice now
splitting, and the blue water going all white with a vibration. Soon
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the ground could barely be stood upon, so great was its shaking-
and at last, now even the man-brutes drew to a halt, many dropping
their spears and staggering backwards from the pond.

Then, all at once the ice and water of the pond exploded- and
upward, from out of the mist and maelstrom rose a great and
spiraling horn...

revelation
Posted By: Stanley Anderson
Date: 9/19/2000 16:29 GMT

With renewed hope and wonder, the nor-animals all ran or flew to
the water's edge, oblivious to the possible danger from the man-
beasts also standing in awe by the water's edge. They all watched
as the Narwhal's head rose up out of the water. Nearby an arctic
char jumped out of the water, flipped in the air and splashed back
down only to rise back up again making a series of sparkling
splashes in a great circle around the Narwhal, perhaps not unlike
the circle of candles around the Nor-house. And at each rising of
the char out of the water could be heard a faint call of "blessed,
blessed, blessed..."

Suddenly the Narwhal began to speak. "Go, creatures of despair,
back into your decaying city!" The nor-beasts looked at each other,
wondering if the Narwhal was referring to them, when suddenly
the man-beasts eyes flared in terror and ran, stumbling over each
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other without picking up their spears back in the direction of the
nearby buildings that formed the edge of the sub-icean city.

Now the Narwhal began addressing the nor-animals directly. "This
was once a great and beautiful city and its inhabitants lived in
glory. But darkness and cold came and they long ago took upon
themselves the nature of beasts, just as you yourselves, in the other
direction, have been gathered up into the man-creatures' state of
awareness. But with this difference -- the lesser may be lifted up
into the greater, but the greater, except he be of the highest, and
creator of all, cannot take on the lesser nature of the beast without
the higher man-nature fleeing from him."

The Narwhal continued. "And so these creatures, once so noble
and of higher purpose, have brought ruin upon themselves. Nay, it
is not even themselves that remain here, but only the beast-nature
that they had gathered unto themselves. For there is balance in
everything, even in the darkness. In the magic they had conjured to
effect the transformation, there was also an anti-magic that equally,
and in opposition to the other magic, transformed the nobility in
each of the Atlanteans into a separate, material being. This
separateness could not bear to be in physical communion with a
body that had gathered up the lesser beast-nature and, like a
magnet repelling another of the same pole, they exuded from their
own foreheads like a small drop of water, but now having the form
of a tiny human. These "nor-mans" as they call themselves, fled
from the city and even now I hold them safe from their former
bodies, hidden in the folds of the immense ice curtains that
surround the great city. They do my bidding from time to time,
waiting for a prophesy to be fulfilled that they would one day be
reunited with their former bodies to dwell again in the beautiful
city. Indeed, you have spoken with one of them in your journey
here."
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"Jack!?" said Eugene in wonder and shame at his own previous
doubting of the messenger-capability of the tiny umbrella-clad
creatures they had met in the ice caverns earlier.

The Narwhal continued. "This pond is but one opening onto the
surface of an underground network and flow of watersprings that
travel in many places underneath the city. The arctic char can swim
through them and can find many secrets hidden in the city that it's
creator-man-beasts believe cannot be found by outsiders. When
you all travel into the city, you will find the remnants of other
ponds and fountains that all connect to this underground network.
She will come to you at times unlooked for. And her coming will
be of comfort and of valuable information to you in times of need
on your journey."

"But you mean we are to go into that terrible city without you?"
said Gwufbuff. "How many of the man-beasts are there? Can we
stop them? Can we protect ourselves?"

"Go into the city," replied the Narwhal. "Fulfill the ancient
prophecy." Suddenly the Narwhal's body lifted further out of the
water and, defying gravity itself, began rising into the air until it
reached the overarching ice-ceiling that made a roof in this great
cavern of the city in the Greenland ice-cap. The ice melted before
the spiral horn forming a hole above them, and the Narwhal
disappeared into the ice.

Fenster looked anxiously over her shoulder at the city in the
distance. "How do you fulfill a prophecy when you don't even
know how to begin?" she thought.

--Stanley Anderson (Eugene, the polar bear)
sangreal @jps.net
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Posted By: Fenster
Date: 9/19/2000 18:03 GMT

Panic stared at Fenster again, eyes glowing red; bared teeth smiling
maliciously.

"Oh, am I going to have to kill you again," Fenster shouted,
enraged.

The others looked at Fenster in surprise. They didn't see what she
saw.

"She's losing it," they thought. They saw her pick up a rock and
chuck it violently into the distance. Apparently satisfied, she
turned to her friends and pointed.

"There's the city and here we are. Lets start walking. Arm
yourselves with anything you can find."

Posted By: Melodee
Date: 9/19/2000 23:36 GMT

Inky was still breathing heavily following her terror in finding
herself and Mini surrounded by hostile man-creatures. The seal
shuddered and wondered if the others realized how truly dangerous
men are. An early memory, long suppressed, surfaced, and Inky
was immobilized by it. She smelled blood and death and fear all
around her and saw the ice floes stained red as men advanced on
her people, clubbing other pups like herself to death. She saw the
monster shadow of a man-creature above her, the shade his arm
cast, elongated by the club he held. Inky's mother had pushed her
pup into the dark arctic waters, just in time, taking the fatal blow
on her own head.
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When the memory had finally passed, Inky found herself quivering
in the snow, flippers pressed over her eyes, while Mini paced back
and forth on her forehead, trying to offer soothing words and at the
same time urging her up. The other animals stood around them in a
semi-circle, attempting to hide the embarrassment they felt at the
spectacle the seal had made of herself. At least that is what Inky
thought they were thinking in reality they were still contemplating
the vision of the Narwhal and what He had said to them.

Posted By: Martin
Date: 10/4/2000 04:15 GMT

The Nor-clan looked in awe at the place where the Narwhal had
ascended through the ice roof. Then the animals proceeded to the
pool from which the Narwhal had just appeared. Even the Char had
disappeared, leaving the animals staring into the completely calm
pool. Unbeknownst to each of them, they all began to see a story
unfold which involved them, as well as other animals and beings
which had not been part of Kaffeklubben's festivities.

The vision included pitched battles with the man-beasts, Nor-clan
animals valiantly battling with man-beasts, rescuing other noble
beasts such as a reindeer, and eventually arriving at the besieged
city of Atlantis in time to fulfill the prophecy. The hypnotic nature
of the vision was too much for the Nor-clan to overcome. It was as
if each of them were actually a part of the events of the vision,
feeling the stress, pain and strain of the fight against the Man-
beasts.

Suddenly, for no apparent reason, the spectacles fell off of Martin's
face. As the spectacles fell to the ground, Martin realized that he,
as well as the other Nor-animals had been enchanted. As Martin
struggled figure out how to break the enchantment, he whispered,
"Great Narwhal, I need your help! Please show me what I must do



THE POND 145

next to help my friends and fulfill your bidding." Suddenly, he
heard a splash, as the Arctic Char surfaced from the pool. "Martin,
help me splash water from this pool on the animals. The
enchantment will then be broken. I should have you warned you
about certain pools." With that, Martin and the Char set about
making the greatest splashing of which they were capable. Smaller
animals like Mini and Brrr came to rather quickly, but when Inky
and Otto came to a short time later, they quickly set about
baptizing the remaining animals with their very effective
splashing. When all had come to, it was discovered that a reindeer
had appeared in their midst. "My name is Bluey." said the
Reindeer. "I was lost in this maze of ice caverns when I found all
of you standing by this pool. When none of you would even move
at all when I said 'Hello", I thought you were all just preoccupied
by what was in the pool. Well, when I took a look in the pool, I
guess the same thing happened to me as it did to all of you."

The Char spoke next: "One must use discretion to know how to
travel here. There is enchantment which seeks to destroy Atlantis,
and it has even affected that which was intended for our good. The
Narwhal has given me insight to help you make your way to
Atlantis and fulfill the prophecy. The vision which enchanted you
has elements of the truth, but the whole is not that which the
Narwhal intends for any of us, the man-beasts included. However,
be aware that some of the some individuals you have seen will play
a part in helping to fulfill the prophecy. Proceed to the second
cavern to the left and I will meet you there." With that the Arctic
Char disappeared under the water.

Martin picked up his spectacles, looked at them and said, "I guess I
won't need these in here. If I wear them now, I will not see what
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the Narwhal wants me to see. Come! Let us heed the Char's
instruction and proceed to the appointed cavern.

--Martin the Mole (Brian)

Into the Pool
Posted By: Melodee
Date: 10/5/2000 04:07 GMT

Otto had been one of the first animals to regain consciousness, but
perhaps one of the enchantment's affects had been to cause the
friends to slip further back into their beast states, because he felt no
shame in what he was doing until the other creatures began to look
at him edgewise. For an otter, his behavior was quite natural. He
had leapt up onto Bluey's back and was busily investigating the
numerous buckled panniers and saddlebag-like satchels the
reindeer had strapped to his back. He tugged busily with teeth and
clever otter hands attempting to undo knots, zippers, and straps,
eager to satisfy his overwhelming curiosity about the contents.

Eugene, one of the last to awaken, cleared his throat. It was enough
to bring poor Otto to himself and he hung his head in an agony of
embarrassment. "Sir, my apologies. I can't think what I was
about!" the otter said, swarming down to the ground and bowing
towards Bluey's nose.

"Quite alright. I can't do it myself anyway, though I do prefer to be
consulted in future."

"Certainly, absolutely. So sorry! But actually, I found I couldn't
open any of the compartments."

"There will be one that opens, if you'd care to try again?"
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"At your service," Otto said in his quick way and clambered again
onto the reindeer's back.

Bluey addressed the other animals. "The Narwhal has sent me to
bring you tools to use in your journey. I carry them on my back,
but that is all I know about them. I have no idea what our good
Otter will find, except that it be a gift of the Narwhal for our need."

"Found it!" called Otto, opening one of the smaller pockets. Inside
there was a handful of soft, blue marbles, which counted out were
exactly enough for each of the animals to have one, Bluey
included. Otto fingered one in his hands and the others watched as
it flashed from within.

The otter tossed it to Inky, who, seal-like caught it expertly on the
tip of her nose and balanced it there for a few seconds. Suddenly, it
turned liquid and melted over her snout. She felt it, warm and fluid
against her sensitive nose. The others could see that it disappeared,
but Inky could not and she hastened over the pool to wash the goo
off before anyone started laughing at her.

The cold pool was enticing to the seal and she dove in, head first,
her whole body instantly submerged and invisible in the icy blue-
black water. The land animals were unconcerned when Inky didn't
reappear for quite some time. The swimmers' skills were a mystery
to them, but Gwufbuff, Otto, and even Eugene who had a pretty
good idea how long a seal could stay submerged from incidents
best forgotten in his past life, were beginning to get anxious when
Inky suddenly burst out of the pool, back flipping a couple of times
before dragging herself on shore, flippers clapping excitedly. "I
thought I could and I could!"

"Could what?" huffed Gwufbuff who didn't like to be made
anxious.
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"I could breathe. Just like a fish!"




Chapter 10

Khukma

KAFFEKLUBBEN: Finally Onward Under (PIC)
Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 10/5/2000 18:40 GMT

KAFFEKLUBBEN: Finally Onward Under!

"So there it is then", said Gwufbuff. "I seem to have dozed... or,
was I daydreaming? Terrible dreaming either way- quite terrible!"
After some time to gather his wits he began to take in the
happenings around him. "So there it is indeed!" , he wuffed- "I
remember what I was thinking before I... drifted off! Yes.. yes.. |
was wondering how in blazes we all were to go by way of the
pond!! I mean- rather... we've the wee ones to think about you
know: Brr, and Rue, Mini and Martin, Fenster, Miss Bo' and
Speedbolt!! They're top-breathers you know!? Especially the
feathered ones!! Perchance we pinnipeds may go a distance on a
breath" he said, nodding toward Inky. " Even Otto and Eugene
may make a go...but.." He halted mid-sentence as he noted a sly
grin on Inkys face.

"Enough you old wind-bag... we've been given a way", said she
nodding toward Bluey. "These... little blue globes- they allow us to
breathe as the fishes. And I noted too, how the water around me
seems warm! So the wee ones- Brr and Rue, Mini, Martin and
Fenster will need to cling onto one of we larger, but they will fare
well I'm sure. Ms. Bojangles and Speedbolt can well propel
themselves as can their kind- and we pinnipeds and under-
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swimmers (here a nod to Otto and Eugene)... well, what we've
always been able to do has been made easier- and distances
between air-pockets or breaks in the pack-ice, well it will not
matter!"

"One thing will matter, as you will all see- a 'needful thing' is all I
know... to help us on our way", said Bluey- "...a way far further
than this ruined city, through many valleys, and over great
mountains beyond."

"And so... what would be this, um, 'needful thing' Reindeer?"
Asked Rue with head cocked quizzically as only owls can do.

"It is in this poem the Narwhale gave me in a dream". Here they all
drew near to Bluey- and the poem began:

"Here I laid, my wound to rest

and slept did I till dreaming blest'
of tender hands and lilac breath

to draw my blanket o'er - my death

And sweetly kiss my brow did she
and breathed 'no fear to trouble thee...
for thou shall wake another day

for this thy blanket drawn away

by those who come to kiss awake
and with them for to journey take-
So sleep dear sweetly here until
and rest thee here by cloven hill." "
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There was a long silence between them- as they sat fixed upon the
Reindeer's face. "Well", Bluey said somewhat uncomfortably-
"...that was the poem as I remember it."

Still more silence- and then a startling bellow from the Walrus!
"HUHWAH..HUHWHAT!?", Gwufbuff blustered- "LILAC
BREATH? CLOVEN HILL?? WHAT ARE WE TO MAKE OF
THIS NONSENCE?? EXCUSE ME PLEASE! BUT DOES THIS
MAKE A STITCH OF SENCE TO ANY OF...."

At this Gwufbuff broke-off, noting that Ms. Bo' was 'pointing', as
all well bred retrievers do- one foreleg drawn and tail straight as an
arrow, as was her nose. And at her direction all the Nor-Clan were
looking off, just East, or as it were rightward of the ruined city-
and there, as it had been all along was a great and distant hill,
"cloven", as it would appear, by a fissure at its snow capped top.
At its base a tiny, almost invisible snow-covered hillock.

"Well then", Gwufbuff half-coughed wishing to cover his outburst
with feigned composure- "...INTO THE POND WITH US THEN!
.. .We'll not get from here to the hill over land without the man-
beasts tracking us, and once there we'll be that much nearer the
city!"

All now turned to the pond, where again the silvery Arctic Char
surfaced by its edge. "We will trust then, good Char- that if all this
is the Narwhales leading, there WILL be an under-waterway to the
hill?", asked Otto.

Without a word she snapped into the air and turned a silvery flip
downward into the deep. "Blue globes all!", yelled Otto as he
broke his globe like an egg, letting its fluid run over his head- all
of them following suit. "LETS GO!!"



152 KAFFEKLUBBEN @: THE DREAMING

In an instant they were in an icy-blue world... and yet none could
seem to sense the cold of it. Twisting, twirling and turning through
the watery and mysterious tunnels, Char could always be seen
flashing and darting ahead. Even Bluey, with his great mossy
antlers, long gangly legs, packs and satchels seemed to fly through
the water like an arrowfish. The swishing bubbles of their
movement swirled about them like long strands of pearls, as
smaller bright fishes darted hither and yon to give way. It almost
made them all want to linger and play- with even wee Brr almost
loosing her grip on Blueys pack-cinch as she tried to reach out to
touch a fleeing mackerel! But the Char never lingered.

And almost as suddenly as they had entered the pond- SWOOSH!,
they had broken to the surface of yet another, though somewhat
larger pond. Shaking themselves dry at its shore they looked about
them. The city was now obscured by the cloven hill, so for now
they were safe from being seen by the man-beasts. "Thank you
Char...", said Rue turning to the pond- but she had gone, and Rue
looked at the now still water quizzically, cocking his head as only
owls can do.

"Well", said Gwufbuff- "...There is our hill, but I smell no lilacs...
and certainly see nothing here one might think 'needful' !"

"Oh, DO have some patience cranky old tusk!", scolded Eugene.
"Perhaps if we go and look about us from atop that snowy hillock,
we will have a better view of the land about!?"

So off, and then upward the side of the small hillock they climbed.
"Anything?" , asked Otto. "Anyone?", added Fenster. But search as
they might- eyes shaded like lookouts, there were only the miles of
snow, ice and open tundra in all directions.
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"Perhaps a snack to refresh us- and then we might search about?",
said Inky thinking of all the tasty fishes that fled them on their
way! "Yes! Most exquisite idea my dear!!", chimed Otto- also now
licking his chops. "Would you mind then?", he asked Bluey-
having already leapt up among the packs. Before Bluey could
answer Otto was rumaging through the stores. As he pulled out a
small sack of nuts, something bright red and shiny fell out, rolling
across Blueys shoulder and then toward the ground. All caught a
glimpse of it just before it plunked to the ground- yet another
‘marble' or glassy globe: but this one not blue as the others, but
ruby red! And downward fell- until hitting the earth and breaking,
with its ruby liquid seeping outward and then into the ground.

And just then... a shudder, and then a shake from the earth beneath
them! "WHATS THIS!?", yelped Inky! "AN EARTHQUAKE!?",
yipped Ms. Bojangles! Greater and greater became the shaking and
rolling- and from somewhere, sounds?... like great groans and
rumblings, and- "WHATS THAT!!??" The sound of a great deep
trumpet's?? Soon the earth began to give way beneath them, with
massive parts of the small hillocks side sliding away, carrying with
them many of the Nor-Clanner's like hapless sled-riders. The
others began to flee down the now jolting hillocks side on-foot!

Soon they all stood away, and looking about them noticed that only
the hillock itself was rocking and shaking, as ever greater portions
of it slid and fell away about it! And then with one last great thrust
the final blankets of earth plummeted away - and upward it rose to
its feet...

"MY GOOD SOUL!!", gasped Eugene! "SWEET MOTHER OF
PEARL!!", choked Inky! "I'LL BE CLAMMED!!", wuffed
Gwufbuff!
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"HOLY ABALONE!!", yapped OTTO! "WHAAARRRFFP!!"
swooned Fenster in a faint!

There, standing some thirty feet high at his wooly shoulders was
something that none of them had ever seen before- except for
Eugene, Gwufbuff and Inky- painted on the wall of an old cave
near Kaffeklubben, of a beast(as their elders would tell) that had
left the earth many ages ago. And yet- beyond all belief and
imagination... here it stood- a Great Wooly Mammoth... with
massive tusks that curved and turned gracefully upward more than
fourteen feet in length.

Under its wooly tons of weight its great broad legs tottered- weak
from his centuries of rest benethe the avalanche of earth, ice and
snow that took him when, during a cataclysm, the hill at whose
base he fed was split at its top.

He stood- quiet and swaying. "Why look!" squeaked Mini- "...His
eyes are still closed! I do think he is still sleeping... I really do!!"
At that she fearlessly scurried over the ground toward him and then
straight up his great wooly trunk. "Hello!", Mini squeaked toward
one of his ears. "Can you hear me?" Still, he only swayed quietly-
making only small blowing sounds through his trunk. "Oh! Please
do awake great beast! You are to go with us I think!? On our
journey!!" At that- quite innocently, Mini leaned forward and
kissed his great wooly brow.... and slowly, a great eye opened...
and then the other- causing his brow to lift Mini upward another
two feet!

"WHOA!!", she squeaked- leaping to his forehead and sliding on
her backside down the length of his trunk!
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Slowly, something of a peaceful and sleepy smile rose at the
corners of his mouth.

Blinking his huge brown eyes, he half-spoke-half-yawned: "Good
morning! I was... heh, heh, ... I was just dreaming of eating butter-
cups!! I am sooooooo hungry I.... Oh! Do pardon my rudeness!!
My name is Khukma!!"

The tusks 'R loosa
Posted By: Rick B.
Date: 10/6/2000 03:35 GMT

Otto began rapidly unbuckling all of the reindeer's remaining
saddlebags, rummaging through each with a frenzy far more
intense than before.

"Quick, Bluey, you gotta have some of those, uh, peanut butter
cups in here somewhere. Whoa, looka the size of that sucker! He
just might decide to snack on something else if we don't come up
with whatever he's looking for, and I mean *IN* *A*
*HURRY*..."

Suddenly the reindeer rolled his antlers back then sneezed
violently, sending out two frosty plumes from his mossy nose
toward the ground in front of him, and Otto toward the ground
behind. Whump.

Otto slowly picked himself up, a little unsteady on his feet.
Everything seemed a little fuzzy. As he looked toward Eugene, he
saw where the once solid red coat had begun to be streaked after
their swim, allowing the great polar bear's snowy white fur to show
through in places. And as he gazed up toward that great blue-
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stained muzzle, Otto suddenly popped tall and snapped his right
paw to his forehead in a military salute.

Bluey stood his ground, but swung his now lowered head around
sheepishly. "Uh, sorry. You all right back there?"

By now the giant wooly mammoth had begun to sway from side to
side, as if to some unheard music. He slowly twisted his head as he
rocked, the gigantic tusks making a faint whooshing sound as they
swept through the crisp Atlantarctic air. "Ahhhh, AHHHHHHH,
Man-o-man it feels good to be out of that oppressive dungeon. I,
Khukma, am alive once again. But where are the others? And who
are you?" His words seemed to swell and fade with each pass of
the huge head.

Otto looked over at Gwufbuff's tusks, then back at the mammoth's
tusks, then back at Gwufbuff. "Huwah!!" the walrus suddenly
bellowed as he followed Otto's gaze toward those still swinging
tons of ivory. "I say, what are we all standing around here for?
Weren't we heading somewhere before that bothersome little river
rat broke something else?"

Directly in front of the gigantic beast, a small disturbance began to
appear in the freshly tilled earth. Suddenly, a small head popped
out, then a tiny paw appeared beside it with a pair of soil caked
spectacles, which it deftly perched on the end of it's long narrow
snout. No sooner had the tiny dark eyes begun to focus, than it
suddenly snapped its head backward to take in the full height of
this huge mammal swaying directly above him. In the blink of an
eye, the tiny head was gone, leaving only a pair of wire-rimmed
glasses lying atop the reclosed mole hole.

Otto Matt
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Posted By: Justin
Date: 10/6/2000 06:35 GMT

Khukma looked at the strange looking animals in fromt of him,
they all were small and had very compact bodies, except of course
the other tusked beast, who he at once had the feeling he would
come to like. He took a step forward and his legs fell out from
under him and the ground shook for a moment obviously
frightening a few of the animals.

"Excuse me," he said, "I guess it has been a while since I have
moved around and I am not completely accustomed to carrying so
much weight."

"Er, quite alright" said the tusked animal, "completely
understandable given the situation. If I might ask, how long have
you been here friend?"

"I am not sure, but it must have been a long time, if I understand
the message my stomach is sending me. Would you happen to have
anything to eat? I am famished.".....

Posted By: Fenster
Date: 10/6/2000 11:51 GMT

Fenster sat up and pounded on the side of her head as if she were
trying to get water out of her ear.

She looked up and was about to say, "Gwufbuff, you have

n

legs......," when she caught sight of another animal with tree
branches sticking out of it's head.
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"Uh, oh, this looks like one of those fermented persimmon hazes,"
she thought. Better lie back down till it passes.

Into Fellowship (PIC)
Posted By: Melodee
Date: 10/6/2000 17:03 GMT

Inky wasn't afraid of the giant creature...exactly. It was hard to fear
the intentions of an animal whose trunk curled up in such a
friendly way and whose, admittedly small eyes, held such a
twinkle. But he was so far up and so much larger than everyone
else, even than Eugene, that it would only take one misstep for
disaster to strike. The seal feared that her white coat would make it
hard for her to be seen against all the snow and ice. Caution was
the ticket.

Mini had retaken her perch on Inky's head following her fearless
gesture of affection to Khukma and now the two animals
approached the place where Martin had disappeared. The seal
placed her mouth close to the disturbed earth and spoke, "Martin
Mole! I think it's safe to come out." There was no answer but his
spectacles suddenly disappeared into the ground. "Really, he seems
harmless, well, friendly at any rate. I imagine he could be quite
dangerous if the mood took him." There was still no response from
the hole.

The mouse was struck with inspiration. "Lunch time, Martin!" The
earth was disturbed in a mini representation of the arrival of the
Mammoth only this time Martin appeared, glasses in place, and no
one was knocked off his feet by the event.

Mini has spoken no less than the truth. Otto was having a grand old
time, raining down multi-coloured marbles amongst the creatures.
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There were no peanut butter cups, but where the spheres fell, food
appeared, suitable to each of the animals. There was a bit of an
altercation when a marble struck Fenster directly and a mess of the
very persimmons she had thought of earlier bespattered her coat,
but Otto apologized so nicely, that hot words were averted.

Last to appear was a huge punch bowl and dipper from which
wafted a delicious steam. When everyone had finished his repast --
this taking far longer for some than for others, Khukma arose.
"Would anyone mind if I did the honours?" he asked, indicating
the punch bowl.

Everyone was far too polite to say no, though most were
wondering how such a gargantuan animal would manage.

"Not at all," said Eugene and the others nodded.

With amazing delicacy, the Mammoth curled his trunk around the
handle of the dipper and offered punch to each of the creatures in
turn, not failing to see and guide it perfectly to even the smallest of
them.

Inky saw the huge trunk and massive feet come towards her and
felt an instinctive urge to slide backwards, but didn't, as she was
sure it would hurt their enormous new friend. She sipped deeply
from the ladle, enjoying the hot, spicy sweetness -- and more -- felt
new courage seep into her bones and new remembrance of the will
of the Narwhal. "Thank you," she said.
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water
Posted By: Stanley Anderson
Date: 10/6/2000 19:22 GMT

As all the company gazed upward at this new species of nor
animal, Eugene thought he spied a momentary splash of movement
at the edge of a large boulder off to the side. He moved his head up
and down and walked around as if studying the new nor-
mammoth, but when he got over to the side closest to the
suspicious boulder, he bounded away from the mammoth and in
one leap landed on top of the boulder. Then he pounced down
behind the boulder and the other animals, who immediately had
looked over when Eugene had made his sudden move, heard a
scream and some muffled scuffling.

But after a few moments, around the side of the boulder came
Eugene, his mouth clamped down upon the collar of a brown
jacket with a man-beast (so it would appear) still wearing the
jacket, arms, legs and head all dangling in the air and waving
about, with cries of "Help! Don't hurt me!" coming from his
mouth. Finally the man-beast went limp as he fainted from the
sight of the other animals, especially the gigantic mammoth
standing before him. Eugene laid him on the ground and all the
animals gathered round the man.

When he came to, Eugene said sternly "Tell us what you were
looking for and why you were spying on us!"

The man's mouth gaped open in surprise and might have begun to
scream in terror again, but suddenly a look of wonder came into
his eyes. "The prophesy", he said in a low voice and sat up to look
at all the nor animals gathered round.
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"What do you know of a prophecy?" asked Gwufbuff, suspicious
of revealing any information to a stranger, especially one of the
depraved men of the city. "Wait, don't be too rough on him,
Gwufbuff," said Inky. "He can talk -- he must not be like those
others."

"Please," said the man. "I am not like those others that control the
city. But I warn you not to use speech or lack of it as an indicator
of the anorfolk. I have not lost my humanity to the beast-nature
that they have taken on -- sorry, I don't mean to be offensive to you
all here. But they too speak, after a fashion, if you can call such
heartless outbursts speech."

"How do we know this then?" said Gwufbuff, still suspicious of
the trembling man.

"The anorfolk have a deep black spot -- it may even be a hole, but
one cannot look at it too closely without going hazy in the mind --
in the middle of their forehead. Indeed, they glory in that spot and
paint ghastly colours and hang jagged jewelry around it to show
that they have expunged their nor-nature and now obey only the
beast-nature that they have gathered into themselves."

"Still, they can speak and fashion tools and provisions and care for
their physical needs. But they seem to have no sense of -- well, I
don't know -- no sense of 'the other', I guess".

Eugene looked puzzled. "Whatever does that mean?" he asked.

"I can't really tell you much," said the man, "but they don't see
beauty or holiness or awe or, I don't know. They can think, but
they can't THINK, is all I can say. But I and a few others have not
taken up their ritual of ridding ourselves of our nor-nature."



162 KAFFEKLUBBEN @: THE DREAMING

"So what is this prophecy you spoke of before, then," said Eugene.

The man eyes lighted up and he spoke more lightly. "From the
beasts have their nor-nature fled, but by the nor-animals shall
deliverance come." The man paused, took a deep breath and said,
"I have lived to see the day of the Narwhal's prophesy fulfilled."

"You know of the Narwhal?" said Fenster (who had by this time
decided that the fermented persimmon haze was in fact reality.
"Yes," replied the man. "The whole of the city below this hill is, or
was, a monument to the glory of the Narwhal. Upon every building
or structure was a spiral horn erected, pointing to the ice-roof in
allegiance to the Narwhal. But although much of the city's original
beauty still remains within its central parts, the anorfolk have done
much destruction on the outskirts of the city, as you can see even
from here, tearing down the spiral horns where ever they find
them. And they are ever ruining more of it, always working to
reach the center of the city where stands the great cathedral, most
beautiful of all with it's ten thousand spirals. And surrounding it is
the Water Plaza, whose internal structure is hidden from view by
fountains of water and where every visible 'wall' and 'beam' and
decoration is a sheet or spray of coloured water falling in fantastic
patterns so that one may walk among and through any of the
structures (if one is not afraid of getting wet for one cannot go very
far before having to walk through such a wall)."

"It sounds like a wonderful place," said Otto dreamily. "Can you
play in the fountains?"

"How about if we get there first," said Eugene. "I wonder if any of
the underground water passageways lead to that Water Plaza?
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Surely the Char could find out for us. It sounds like it would be an
ideal place to emerge into the city."

"Yes it would," said the man. "It is one of the things that protects
the central cathedral from the anorfolk, for they despise liquid
water and cannot bear to be around it for long, preferring only to
eat frozen ice and snow. It would be their greatest enjoyment if
they could find a way to freeze the coloured sheets of water to ice
and then see them shattered into a million ice shards."

A curious look came over Eugene's muzzle. This sounded
strangely familiar to him. Then it hit him. "The ice beasts!" he
exclaimed. "Do the anorfolk fashion other things out of ice?" he
asked.

"Why, yes -- how did you know that?" answered the man.

--Stanley Anderson (Eugene the polar bear)
sangreal @jps.net

a weapon (PIC)
Posted By: Stanley Anderson
Date: 10/6/2000 21:34 GMT

The man looked inquiringly at the packages on Bluey's back. "We
few remaining will rejoice at the coming of you nor animals," he
said. "But I WAS sort of hoping that you might have weapons of
some sort to bring along."

"But the prophesy is not to destroy the anorfolk but to restore
them," said Fenster. "There must be another way."
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But Otto had already climbed up onto Bluey and was searching
through the packages for something resembling a weapon.
Suddenly one came loose and he looked inside, and recognizing
the object he had seen other men holding in the days when he had
been captured and put onto the zoo-bound ship, exclaimed "oooh,
it looks like I've found a gun," and tossed the box to the ground.

Eugene reached inside and pulled out a pink plastic pistol with a
white trigger and a little cork plug where the cocking mechanism
would normally have been. "Why, this is only a kid's water pistol!"
he bellowed. "What can our friend here do with thi--ooh, Well
now!. Are there any more up there Otto?" he asked.

"Nope, only one," said Otto.

--Stanley Anderson

The Warning (PIC)
Posted By: Bluey the Reindeer
Date: 10/7/2000 02:52 GMT

Bluey: My pack will only supply what the Narwhal bids -- no more
no less. When the time comes he will cause all things to come to
their proper uses and completion. Now he tells me to leave you for
a while -- I will come with aid whenever you have

need, but beware I do not come unless you ask of the Narwhal first
-- only then can I come.

And with those final words a swirl and blast of snow hid him
enclosed about the NorClan and then Bluey the Reindeer was gone
as quickly as he first came with the food and fire is the spiraling
ice and snow. - The swirling wind for an instant seemed to form
words just as mysterious as Bluey's disappearance "Never depend
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on appearances brave NorClan but look to the inside..." the the
wind itself ceased as if it had never been.

Eugene: umph! Look lively! T don't know about this ,but I'm
willing to stake my pelt that the adventures are only just
beginning!

Posted By: Justin
Date: 10/7/2000 17:38 GMT

Khukma looked intently at all the creatures he had met and could
not hold back his curiosity any longer.

"What exactly are all of you?" he asked and turned to indicate
Fenster "Especially you, I have never seen your kind before. Also,
not meaning to pry, could I ask you what your names are?".....

Posted By: Fenster
Date: 10/7/2000 18:05 GMT

Fenster gulped and whispered, "I'm an (-Possum. Eater of
Mangoes. Lord of the Scavengers.

"My name is Fenster, and although I look like a Rat and sometimes
behave like a Rat, I am not a Rat."

Posted By: Justin
Date: 10/7/2000 18:15 GMT

"Well Fenster," said Khukma "I am pleased to make your
acquaintance."
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Suddenly he looked around at Inky and said "Little one, would you
mind riding on my back, I am afraid that I will squash you flat if
you happen to be get in my way, you blend in so well with the
snow that with my vision not being exactly the best among the
group here that I might not recognize you were beneath me in
time."...

Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 10/7/2000 23:18 GMT

"I know the problems that come by poor vision great Khukma!"
Said Gwufbuff. "Indeed, my sight is only clearest when I swim
beneath the seas. But as for riders huge one- methinks there’ll be
ways and passages, as over great mountains and distances where
we ALL may need your strength. Indeed, I think it be one of the
reasons the Narwhale kept you sleeping here until we'd come!"

"Yes", added Speedbolt- "...and I, and Ms. Bojangles will be all
our eyes for great distances, especially from there atop your great
wooly shoulders and back."

"And I, for us all, will be the bright eyes of the night-times!",
whooed Rue.

"And 1, for us all, a great nose!", added Eugene. "Indeed each of us
bring something of our gifts do we not? And astride you great
height Khukma, and your might- why, together we are juggernaut
of the Narwhales good!"

All their hearts swelled... and a smile curled into the corners of
Khukma’s mouth, a twinkle brightening in his eye.

"Alas", he breathed contentedly, "...I am awake indeed!"
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Posted By: Melodee
Date: 10/9/2000 13:47 GMT

Gwufbuff began to feel a rather insistent tapping against his side. It
took a while to penetrate his hide and get his attention, but when he
swiveled his massive neck around, he noticed Inky applying a
flipper to him with a force that seemed to imply some perturbation
of mind.

The seal, heretofore a creature of the waters and the icefloes, and
most of all, of sea level, had been suddenly quite taken with the
idea of height -- her imagination caught by the idea of riding high
on the great Mammoth's back and being able to see for far
distances. She knew Gwufbuff had probably deferred Khukma's
invitation to save her any embarrassment, but she wanted a ride in
the worst way!

"What is it, my dear?" asked the Walrus, finally.

"I would like a ride."

"What? Speak up."

"I would like to accept Khukma's offer."

"Really? It's a long way up, you know?"

"Yes, really."

The Gwufbuff bellowed up to Khukma. "Ho there! It seems our
Inky and possibly her friend here?" he nodded towards Mini who

squeaked an enthusiastic affirmative, "would be pleased to accept
your offer of transportation."
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Khukma looked pleased and bashful at the same time, which is an
odd combination in a Mammoth. Before Inky and Mini could say
another word, they were being lifted gently but firmly, high above
the others, wrapped around by Khukma's massive trunk. They were
deposited with smooth dexterity on his broad back and were then
able to look down on the others with squeaks and yelps of pleased
satisfaction. There's nothing quite like looking down on those to
whom one has always previously had to look up! They must have
presented a weird sight, a mouse on a harp seal on a mammoth, but
they forgot all that in the sharp enjoyment of the vistas presented to
them on all sides.

Re: The Warning

Posted By: Justin

Date: 10/9/2000 15:57 GMT

"Is that alright little one?" asked Khukma.
"I love it."replied an ecstatic Inky.

"Me too!" added Mini.

"Well, we had better begin to converse about how this little
journey is going to begin again or we will never get anywhere."
said Khukma.......




Chapter 11

The Lard

...Meanwhile, Far Up in a Ruined Tower
Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 10/9/2000 19:58 GMT

... At that very moment an ogre shuffled and wheezed its way up
the dank spiraling stairs of a tower in the ruined city. It was indeed
the most decrepit tower within the walls- with impossible portions
of its granite stone sides having long since plummeted to the
rubbled streets far below. And yet indeed it was the highest-
causing it to lean and bend bewilderedly, even sickeningly, this
way and that. From a distance it looked more like the up-ended ash
of a cheroot than a tower.

The ogres viscous gurgling became more pronounced as it labored
higher and higher upward- here and there sprawling over discarded
bones in the stairwell, sending skulls bouncing downward and
sailing dizzily outward through one of the many gaping holes in
the walls.

After what seemed hours it finally made its way, leaning and
sucking for breath to a great but nearly unhinged wooden door.
The ogre mopped its oily sweat from its face. As it was but
reaching for the huge iron knocker, there came a horrid croak...

"WHAT IN HELL IS IT?", it grated.

"It is it... Vommel, your most repulsive flunky my Lard!"
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"Come then you filth!", the horrid croak wratched.

The ogre, so delighted with the terror of entering immediately spit-
up its last meal, which, in this case had been a dead bird it found at
he base of the tower. Snatching it back up greedily, it gulped it
back down and, still reeling with the delightful nausea of its fear
pushed against the door.

Nearly unhinged as it was, it scrubbed and rasped loudly across the
un-even stone floor.

"YOU STINK,YOU!", came the croak from a yonder dark corner.
"YOU HAVE THE SMELL OF A WET DOG!!", it squawked.

"Thank you O Essence of Corruption!" The ogre dared not look up.
"May it only live to know your cruelty!"

"You are welcome. It may live for my displeasure. WHAT DO
YOU WANT? WHY HAVE YOU INTERUPTED MY
BREAKFAST?"

From the same darkened corner there came a muffled whimper,
then a sickening bony snap. Silence... then jagged crunchings.

"WHELLM-HUM?", it mumble-wratched, its mouth full.

The ogre was now face down to the floor with unspeakable horror,
barely able to conceal his grin.

"It has come to report... (hwulp)", the ogre fought to keep down his
bird- "... to report a disturbance my Lard. Your men-beast slaves
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have lost sight of the intruders and have themselves become
frantic!"

Here, the ogre, despite himself, began to chortle. "They have..
eeee-eeee-he-he.... they have begun to harm themselves! It thinks
some may have... eeee-he, eeee-he, even killed one another!"

"YES!? AND!?", crackled the voice from the dark corner.
"It sent out a patrol my Lard... to find the intruders."

"AND THEY HAVE BEEN FOUND!?", came now a deafening
shriek that echoed through the tower, causing yet more stone to fall
away to the rubbled streets far below.

The ogre Vommel’s teeth now chattered so violently that one of
them cracked clear to its roots sending euphoric pain through its
jaw.

"OOOOOOOHHHH GARRRGH, YES MY LARD!", it
howled..."They are not far! NO! Only just beyond the cloven hill
they have been found indeed! And there is... ARRRGGGHH-
ACCHT... there is yet another intruder among them.... a very
LARGE intruder!!"

"LARGE? VERY LARGE?? HOW VERY LARGE???", the voice
from the dark barked.

"The largest large it has ever seen my Lard... nearly as large as the
western gate my Merciless!"

There fell a long dread silence, save a slow gurglish breathing from
the dark corner. As Vommel waited in shuddering blissful fear, it
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pulled down its filthy burlap hat over its ears- so as not to be seen
as it wrenched out its own cracked tooth. Just as it might push it
into a pocket for a rare treat to be enjoyed later(for to an ogre
nothing is quite as sweet as pulp-of-ones-own-tooth!)...

"HERE!", came a command from the dark corner.

Petrified, the ogre slowly laid the cracked tooth on the stone floor
in front of it.

Then, out from the dark corner came... a long finger?, talon?,
claw?, hoof?, tentacle?, that cupped the tooth and dragged it back
across the rough floor and into the darkness. Then the sharp jagged
crunching- like a walnut being eaten shell and all! The ogres heart
sank with hopeless delight.

"THIS NEW INTRUDER... IT SOUNDS BIG ENOUGH TO PUT
ALL THE OTHER INTRUDERS INSIDE IT, DOES IT NOT?
OH YES! OH YES INDEED IT DOES!! IT DOES!!! AND
TONIGHT IT WILL BE...", and here a deep, maniacal and
terrifying laughter rang from the darkness like death itself, and
seemed to ring throughout the ruined city...

"TONIGHT IT WILL BE.... HAGGIS

Posted By: Bluey The Reindeer
Date: 10/3/2000 05:30 GMT

"Hmm...this grass sure tastes good! I wonder when those brutish
Depraved Men will go away so I can go back and join the NorClan
again -- that reminds me I had better pack for the occasion: flint
and steel, tinder, cordage, a good length of rope (never go
anywhere without rope), some panners of food for the others, and a
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couple of pickaxes and shovels. That should do it..now I got to
hoist this avalanche onto my back *omph* there. Now back to
KAFFEKLUBBEN!

KaffeKlubben:The Journey Continues (PIC)
Posted By: Justin
Date: 10/9/2000 19:23 GMT

"If I remember correctly, there is a fork in the path ahead." said
Khukma. "One leads the main halls the city of Atlantis and the
other leads to the lower warrens of the city. The left path, the one
to the main halls, is the longer and has the hardest terrain and you
are more likely to suffer death at the hands of a deathly chill, but is
less dangerous, while the right is shorter and an easier walk, but is
where many strange and dangerous creatures reside, all of which
make the man-beasts seem harmless."

Khukma then looked towards Gwufbuff, "You decide amongst
yourselves which way to go, either way you choose I will gladly
show you the way."....

KAFFEKLUBBEN: Fade to the Nor-Clan (PIC)
Posted By: Justin
Date: 10/9/2000 20:45 GMT

Khukma stood there with Mini and Inky on his back waiting for
the rest of the Nor-animals to finish their discussion on which path
to take when a breeze as cold as death seemed to pass over him.

"Strange," he thought "the arctic air has never pierced my pelt that
far before. I wonder if this is how some of the other animals feel."
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In the back of his mind Khukma could almost hear the sound of
evil, maniacal laughter ringing through the air.....

Eugene turns around (PIC)
Posted By: Stanley Anderson
Date: 10/9/2000 23:18 GMT

Eugene realized that all the time he had been talking to the man
that he had discovered behind the boulder, he had had his back to
the other nor animals. He heard them discussing which path to
take, and it was clear that most of them hadn't heard the part of the
his conversation with the man where he suggested getting to the
water plaza in the middle of the city via the underground
waterways. So he turned around and repeated his last comment: "I
wonder if any of the underground water passageways lead to that
Water Plaza? Surely the Char could find out for us. It sounds like it
would be an ideal place to emerge into the city."

He added "If we jump into the pool here that we came out of, we
might avoid the dangers of either of the other two paths. And the
man here has indicated that the anorfolk cannot bear to be around
the liquid water of the plaza so that we might have a place of
refuge. Isn't that right sir?"

But as Eugene turned back around toward the where the man had
been, he saw that the man was making his way back along the hill.
He called back "I don't have your water breathing abilities and I
must get back to my few companions hiding in the city before I am
discovered here. We will look for your deliverance."

"But we could use your directions and knowledge..." began
Eugene, but the man had disappeared behind the hill.
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Eugene turned toward the other animals and shrugged his
shoulders. "Well, what direction do we want to take? One of the
two paths or back into the pool?

--Stanley Anderson (Eugene the polar bear)
sangreal @jps.net

C
(--:=0-)
C

Khukma Breaks down (PIC)
Posted By: Justin
Date: 10/10/2000 01:00 GMT

As Khukma sat and waited for them to make their decision, a
unexplainable rage was slowly building up inside him.

"Would you hurry up and make up your minds!" he bellowed.

"Well now, you need not get so forceful my friend." replied
Gwufbuff. "This is a difficult decision."

"This is a difficult decision,” he mocked "well, I have decided for
you we will take the right path."

"If you wanted to take the right path, why did you not say so in the
first place?" asked Inky.

Khukma suddenly reached up with his trunk and threw Inky to the
ice-covered floor. "You will not speak to me like that, small one."
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"I am sorry," whimpered Inky "I did not mean to hurt your
feelings."

The fear in Inky's eyes finally brought Khukma out of the evil
enchantment he was under.

"I am sorry, little one, I do not know what came over me." he said
as tears welled up in his eyes. "I feel as though a darkness has
taken hold of my heart, from where I know not. You are welcome
on my back again if you can find it in your heart to forgive me and
trust me again."....

Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 10/10/2000 02:04 GMT

"You have been so long sleeping Khukma", said Gwufbuff. "For
many hundreds of centuries! And now suddenly- you are
awakened, and have so many decisions to weigh... and I would not
doubt.." (and here Gwufbuff gave a knowing glance around toward
each of them)- "...I would not doubt that in the final few weeks of
your sleeping, you began a whole new sort of dreaming! Dreams as
you have never known before! Dreams that have made a whole
new sort of Khukma!"

Khukma stood quiet and still, his great eyelids lowered as he
looked deeply inward.

"Yes...", he breathed- "Yes... I was here.. or was it?" His great
wooly head wagged slowly, as though trying to shake out his
thoughts. "I thought I was eating buttercups... but... WAIT! NO! I
was... I was not EATING them! L.. I was PICKING THEM!!
Picking them? Picking... them for someone... very pretty, and..."
Suddenly Khukma’s great eyelids flew wide-open, his eyes alight
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with both wonder, and fear! His voice quavered with an unknown
emotion- "I WAS A....."

"You were a MAN Khukma! Just as the rest of us who not long
ago began the man-dreams. And with them the man-blessings, and
man-cursings... his joys, as well as those things that trouble him.
Those things have become ours now as well- with this new
'otherness'... within which nesting is yet 'otherness' more! What in

rn

man... and now in us by our dreaming, is called 'soul' and 'spirit'.

"Yes... YES Gwufbuff! I can feel it! It is here!!" At this Khukma
drew up his trunk and touched his own wooly chest... a great tear
as large as a pear falling from an eye.

"It is why you are filled with remorse for your harshness toward
Inky! When you were but a mere Mammoth, you might have killed
her with one blow of your trunk or thrust of your tusks! You might
have crushed her with a step... and then gone on to graze in a
nearby field, feeling nothing. But that Khukma is being put away
for the new one! Now you must...", Gwufbuff looked 'round once
more- "..WE must all act according to the Nor-beasts we are
becoming! It is the will of the Narwhale: working in us to will,
AND to do of his good pleasure."

At this Gwufbuff looked inwardly himself- then into the eyes of
his friends.

"Please trust me if you will... and may the Narwhale forgive me if |
am wrong- but we MUST go by way of this pond. All of us!"
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Posted By: Justin
Date: 10/10/2000 04:41 GMT

"If you will have me with you after the way I have acted I will
gladly follow any path you will lead me down." said Khukma and
then turned towards Inky as tears began to run down his wooly
face. "Can you ever forgive me little one? I am truly sorry for how
I treated you."....

Posted By: Melodee
Date: 10/10/2000 13:18 GMT

Inky was still nervous of the big animal and her dignity was
mightily bruised, but she couldn't bear to see Khukma cry. "We've
all got a lot to learn on this journey, friend. I'd rather be
remembered as the first to forgive than as the first to hold a
grudge."

Just the same, Inky was glad that they would now resume their
passage underwater so that the question of riding on Khukma's
back need not arise.

Posted By: macwilson
Date: 10/10/2000 19:16 GMT

Brrr had been in the background, watching and listening. She had
the strangest sense that they were being watched. Not the normal
animal alertness, but more of a dark shadow across her heart.
Something malevolent was out there. And it knew where they
were. Once or twice she had caught a glimpse of ..... something - a
shadow that seemed out of place, or movement at the edge of her
field of vision. When she would cock her head in that direction, it
would be gone. But she was sure something was there.
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Brrr flew up and perched on the mammoth's massive back. She
was a little frightened of another outburst from Khukma, but at the
slightest sign of trouble she could flutter her wings and be out of
harm's way in an instant.

"Everyone, we must be on our way. It isn't safe here. I can feel it."

The Retreat
Posted By: Justin
Date: 10/10/2000 22:55 GMT

"Yes, lets get going, there is something around here that just does
not make me feel right." said Khukma more worried about getting
away from the area than pushing the envelope with the other
animals who were probably less than thrilled about hearing him
remark about anything at the moment.

"Well, um, yes let do get a move on." said Eugene.

With that being said the Nor-animals began their travel toeard the
pool.

After about five minutes of traveling, the pool was in sight, but the
nor-animals began hearing footsteps other than their own behind
them. Not wanting to see what is was that was behind them they
hurried their pace.

"We must hurry." said Speedbolt they are gaining on us quickly.

They were mere yards away from the pool and the closer they got
to the pool the closer the things behind them got to them.
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Just as they were about to be at the pool itself a squeal sounded
from behind them. Inky had been caught bu the creatures.

Khukma let out a roar and turned back towards the creatures
expecting a group of man-beasts, but they were not man beasts the
were something he had never seen and looked much more
dangerous.

He rushed towards the creature holding Inky and flattened it with
one blow from his heavy foot. He grasped Inky in his trunk and
threw her towards the group of Nor-animals where she was caught
by Gwufbuff.

"Get into the pool, I will hold them off." bellowed Khukma at the
nor-animals. "I will follow if I can."

The Nor-animals nodded with understanding and regretfully dove
into the pool. Inky turned her head to look back at Khukma as he
fell to the ground covered in the creatures like ants defending their
colony and the was under the water following Gwufbuff to the
opening at the end....

KAFFEKLUBBEN: Taken for the Feast...
Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 10/11/2000 02:23 GMT

They were far too many- even for the likes and great size of
Khukma. Yet indeed, as Khukma knew from his days as a calf, and
later a juvenile bull Mammoth- even but a few men with well
placed snares and rope could topple great beasts. Indeed even the
greater four footed dragons had been seen dragged to their sides-
or herded into pits where they would be killed by stone and spear.
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The ogres, with Vommel in the lead, were swarming too rapidly
for him to fend them all off. Thrice the size of men and as vicious
as the mandrills from which they had been bred, they rushed from
every side- many being trampled into a pulp yet refusing to release
themselves from their suicidal clutch at Khukma’s ankles and
hooves.

Stumbling and halting, the ogres began to leap onto his great tusks,
two having been impaled in the onslaught- but on they came,
howling like devils until Khukma’s head was hauled down under
their gathering weight.

Then out it flashed- the dagger from Vommel’s belt... and no
common dagger this: but one of which hilt and pommel were filled
with a black paralyzing and poisonous venom. As the venom
passed through a channel within the blade and into Khukma’s
wound, his great legs began to shudder and grow rigid- and the
pupils of his eyes collapsed into a dark, dense and vacuous stare.

As his entire body lay shuddering and stiff the ogres began to
shriek and howl and scream- some pounding at his ribs with heavy
cudgels, while yet others began bashing themselves into a frenzy
of mad ogreous delight!

As Vommel looked about with slavering glee- its eye caught sight
of three with ragged short-axes struggling among themselves in an
attempt to hack and twist a great tooth from Khkma’s jaw (for
nothing is so sweet to an ogre than pulp-of-tooth! And so great was
this tooth!!)

There came a loud thud and scrunch of crushed bone- but not of
tooth, but the dead skull of an ogre who fell at Vommel's feet!
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"BACK!!!", it howled with its red eyes burning. "YOU SHALL
BE FED! AND BE GLAD FOR THE ROTTING SCRAPS!! BUT
FIRST OUR LARD AND CRUELTY SHALL FEED!! BACK
STINKING FILTH- BACK I SAY!!!"

As the others shrank and slinked, some fell upon the brained one
and began fighting and snarling over its carcass.

"LEAVE IT!", shrieked Vommel. "YOU SHALL NOW LASH
AND FIX THE GREAT BEAST TO THE PALLETS!! TAKE UP
THE ROPES AND DRAG IT WITHIN THE WALLS!! THEN
WE MUST SEEK OUT THE OTHERS- FOR OUR LARD AND
CORRUPTION SHALL NOT HAVE ITS HAGGIS WITHOUT
GUTS!! WORK!! WORK NOW YOU WORTHLESS FILTH OF
WORMS!!!"

KAFFEKLUBBEN: Escape To?
Posted By: Martin
Date: 10/11/2000 04:13 GMT

Thanks to the quick thinking and self sacrifice of Khukma, the
Nor-clan was able to get to the pool and successfully escape the
ogres.

Once in the water, Martin was lost in thought. He realized that
when the ground first burst open in the freeing of Khukma, Martin
was too slow to get out of the way of the massive amount of
moving ground which suddenly landed on top of him as he fell into
the gaping hole left by the freed Mammoth. Fortunately, as a mole,
instinct and training led him to dig furiously. As he surfaced,
Martin saw the Mammoth for the first time. The fear and
intimidation of the sight immediately drove him back into the
ground. With a little coaxing from Inky, he resurfaced to discover
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food and a new servant of the Narwhal who would be of great
value in protection of the Nor-clan.

However, the unseen enemy, which was unsuccessful in its attack
on Khukma's heart, as well as the visible enemies in the ogres had
taken away that which seemed to Martin to be of value to the Nor-
clan.

Even in the environment underneath the surface of the pool, Martin
could feel tears streaking his face. Brrr and Eugene came alongside
the slumped underwater figure of Martin. Brrr asked "Are you
well, Martin?" "No, I am not well." Martin replied. "Why would
the Narwhal free the great hearted beast Khukma, only to have him
die before being of any assistance in fulfilling the prophecy?" The
great polar bear responded; "Martin, it would be just as easy to ask
why the Narwhal chose us to fulfill this prophecy. Khukma has
already protected us by allowing us to get to the water, by which
the Atlantean Man I spoke to gave hope of entering the center of
the city without being attacked by those horrid ogres." Eugene
paused for a moment and then added "I have a sense that Khukma
may still play a greater role in the prophecy's fulfillment. In the
meantime, we are to do all the Narwhal has commanded. Since He
has given even land animals like yourself the means to travel
underwater, let us proceed to find the Arctic Char. She will guide
us as the Narwhal has commanded and gifted her. Take courage
and strength from the Narwhal. Remember, it is not in any of us
that ultimate reliance should be placed. It is in the Narwhal." With
those words of truth and wisdom ringing in his ears, Martin
replied, "Thank you Eugene, for reminding me who should be my
true protection. All the same, Khukma would have been a very
welcome companion."
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The Nor-clan now had the leisure to examine the underwater
tunnels they were passing through with the assistance of the
Narwhal’s enchanting gifts.

Each of the animals was taken with the illumination in the tunnels.
The walls of the tunnels emitted a light blue luminescence which
made it easy to see where one was going. The other striking feature
of the underwater tunnels was that it was apparent that intelligent
design had been involved in the development of the tunnels. What
one did not know was whether or not these tunnels were designed
like underground aqueducts, or were these tunnels a part of the city
which was above ground during the Golden Era of Atlantis.

As the Nor-clan took in the sights, the Char came into view. "I see
the Narwhal has guided you here. Come, follow me. Please heed
my instructions and no harm will befall you in these passages."
The Nor-clan dutifully moved on, with the Arctic Char leading the
way....

Khukma’s torture
Posted By: Justin
Date: 10/11/2000 14:23 GMT

When Khukma came to he noticed that he had iron shackles
around his feet which were bolted to the wall with a massive piece
of iron. Groggily he looked around to take in his surroundings. He
was trapped in a dungeon that had many skeletons hooked to the
wall just the same as he.

Suddenly he heard the creak of a door opening and he heard a
muffled voice in the distance. "Ah, you are much larger than I
expected, all the better for my plan."
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"What are you talking about?" bellowed Khukma. "I have done
nothing to you, why did you attack me and the other nor-animals?"

"All in good time, my friend." said the voice.

"I am not your friend, and you had better not let me loose of these
shackles if you value your life, because if you do I swear I will tear
you apart limb by limb." screamed Khukma.

"And here I thought a great beast such as yourself would be above
empty threats. No matter, you will do my bidding, whether you
like it or not." returned the voice.

Khukma began to hear the sounds of soft chanting in some
language he had never heard before and suddenly he began to
notice that he had not control over his bady anymore.

"Now release him." said the voice.

With that a group of ogres ran over and took the shackles off of his
feet.

"Now return to your friends, wait they will not believe you escaped
unharmed you three" He said to a group of ogres “damage hjis
body sufficiently to give him the look of him returning from a hard
battle, but do not do anything that would inhibit him too much."

Three hideous smiling face rushed towards Khukma and began to
follow their orders.....
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Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 10/11/2000 15:13 GMT

... These, and many other swirling and mingling images passed
through Khukma's mind- but alas, he was only wishfully dreaming;
hope against hope that he might be made free. Free, not merely
from his bonds of captivity- but from this paralyzing sleep! For
sleeping had been his bonds for hundreds of centuries- and only,
oh-so-briefly had he been awake! But alas... again this sleeping.

Indeed- the horrid Lard would never have freed him; so bent was it
to feast on all of the intruders- stuffed within Khukma, as it were,
in a grand and tasty HAGGIS!

Hence its command, at threat of death for failure to find and take
the rest of the NorClan!

As Khukma lay lashed to the pallets, an ogre would come and
administer more of the dreadful venom... and deeper Khukma
would sink in his prison of sleep.

In yet deeper bowels of the ruined towers maize of dungeons and
chambers the great iron pots were already boiling...

But never asleep was the Narwhale! And soon he would send
Khukma's deliverance!
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Posted By: Justin
Date: 10/11/2000 20:36 GMT

Hey, you guys have got me sitting here in Limbo, I can not do
anything to escape, so hurry up and get a move on, I am sitting on
the edge of my chair in suspense waiting to see what is going to
happen.

Khukma

Re: Khukmas torture
Posted By: Stanley Anderson
Date: 10/11/2000 21:56 GMT

[from Khukma]:
>Hey, you guys have got me sitting here in
>Limbo, I can not do anything to escape, so
>hurry up and get a move on, I am sitting on the
>edge of my chair in suspense waiting to see
>what is going to happen.

I think Butch was trying to "fix" the potential story contradictions
that could have developed if the ogres had really been planning to
release Khukma (no matter his mental state) since he (Butch) had
indicated earlier in his previous story post that Lard was not
planning to release Khukma (or any of the others if they were
caught) but in fact, was planning to eat him (or them) that very
night!

(you know, I guess we haven't really established how day and
night are distinguished a mile and a half under the ice cap --
although I guess we already know from earlier posts that there is a
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glow in the ice; perhaps it waxes and wanes with the sun above the
ice cap).

Anyway, I'm thinking about a follow-up. Give me a little time here
and I'll try to add something on to help Khukma out a bit.

I started this whole story with Butch a couple months ago (or
more? when did it start?) and it has gotten so involved that it can
be tricky even for me to keep track of all the events and
personalities and settings. So I can imagine newcomers like
yourself might have a tough time making sure new story elements
don't "run over" and contradict earlier ones. I'm sure you can
understand that we would want to try to fix such contradictions or
we might as well give up on the idea of it being a story in the first
place.

One of the things that I think has come through in the gradual
development of the "spirit" of the nor animal clan and how they are
different from other animals (or indeed perhaps other humans) is
that they have a sort of cautious curiosity and bewilderment about
their newly found ability to feel and sense human emotion and
thought and "separate-ness" of self from "otherness" -- almost a
shyness, if you will, at overreacting too animal-like (or too human-
like for that matter) to dangerous or unknown situations. That,
coupled with a sort of "peace that passes understanding" given
them by the Narwhal causes them to be perhaps somewhat more
subdued than Khukma has demonstrated in his rages. But we shall
see. We shall see.

In the meantime, I will see what I can "cook up" for Khukma:-)

--Stanley Anderson
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Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 10/11/2000 22:04 GMT

Only a note: Sorry brother- but had no choice but to waylay the
direction back to where the story was heading. You overlooked the
already revealed crux of the Lard's intentions- which is nothing
more [nor less!] than to eat the lot of us as a haggis. It now has its
"bag", and has already sent the ogres out to find the "stuffing". Had
the Lard changed its mind, there should have been some reason for
it, and would have required a sort of transition in the story [like the
Lard calling Vommel and the other ogres back first. If Khukma
showed-up back at the NorClan at the same time as Vommel- the
ogres would have to assume Khukma escaped too! If so, they'd just
try to "re-capture” him!] Patience too brother... once Stanley's
character [Eugene] laid DEAD and blood-soaked in the gate of the
Nor-wall for DAYS [literally!]while others posted this and that
until a smooth transition formed and appeared! We, each of us
needn’t post tit-fer-tat necessarily for it all to pan-out. Sometimes
the allowance of these ‘intervals’ [wherein others add new
ingredients|makes it actually flow more like real life! You'll not be
left to rot- we promise!!)




Chapter 12

Into the City

entering the city
Posted By: Stanley Anderson
Date: 10/13/2000 18:12 GMT

Khukma began to awake from his nightmare-infested sleep and
sensed that he was tied down to something and was being dragged
along the ground. Khukma could see that they were just at the edge
of the city about to enter it, when suddenly the dragging stopped
and it was apparent that the ogres had noticed that their captive had
reawakened.

"How much does it take to get that beast to stay under!?" Yelled
one of the ogres obviously the leader.

Khukma saw three others approaching with more of the venomous
drug and he wondered if he might topple them over with a swing
of his great trunk when they got closer. But then his hope died
once more. In addition to the ogres dragging his body into the city,
he now saw that they were being joined by some of the human-like
anorfolk arriving from the outskirts of the city.

Surely he and the other nor animals were outnumbered and could
not hope to accomplish their goal. How could the Narwhal expect
them to do it by themselves?

But no! The human creatures began battling the ogres and a couple
of them ran up to the pallets that Khukma was strapped to and
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began cutting the cords. He saw that one of them was the man
Eugene had caught up in the cloven hills and the man told him to
get up as soon as he was freed, wait for his companions to climb
on top, and then to make a dash for the large domed building to the
right of the path into the city.

"I thought you were more anorfolk come to join the ogres," said
Khukma. "I felt like I was the only one who would call upon the
Narwhal for a hundred miles."

"Do you not know that the Narwhal has others who have not
bowed the knee to the beast nature?" said the man as they finished
the cutting the last cord. "We are few indeed, but we still hold onto
the Narwhal's promises. Even at the rumors that Lard had sent
terrible ice-creatures away to conspire with a herd of orcas to kill
the Narwhal have we held on. But alas, our faith has begun to
waiver at the new rumors -- we have heard that they succeeded in
killing the Narwhal. But surely that cannot be. Do you know of this
news?"

But now Khukma felt his limbs freed at last as the snares were
pulled off and he stood up and trumpeted his loudest warning. The
other men ran to him and climbed up. The man he had been talking
to grabbed onto his tail at the last second and held on for dear life
as Khukma lumbered toward the domed building not far away.
There was an opening in the dome and walls on either side so that
they had but one place to enter the city from that point without
having to go back to the road the ogres had been traveling.

The ogres were taken by surprise and fell behind a bit, but they
knew that a creature that large could not travel quickly once it got
inside the city and they followed confidently. Khukma crashed
through the opening of the building, widening its doorway by
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splintering the side beams as he squeezed through. Inside, there
was only one other exit on the far side of the room. Khukma
headed in that direction and reached the exit just as the group of
ogres entered from the far side.

As Khukma passed through this other doorway, the men jumped
off and swung together the thick doors that had been held open and
brought down the great beam that blocked the doors from opening
inside of the room.

"I'm afraid this will not buy us much time said the man. "They will
go back out the front way and climb the walls around the side of
the dome. I don't think we can get this large animal to a close
enough hiding place before they get back around."

High above in the ice ceiling, Jack and his fellow frostlings, the
tiny Nor-men with the little umbrellas, were just finishing an
ridiculous, as it seemed to them, task that the Narwhal had set for
them. They had chiseled away cracks in the ice threads and caverns
until a large unstable chunk was no longer held securely to the
ceiling. "What a waste," thought Jack, as he and his companions
chinked away the last stress point and a quickly widening crack
spread through the ice and down fell the chunk to the city below.
"But I suppose the Narwhal knows best." he thought as he and his
companions slipped back up into the myriad frozen paths and
threaded ways of the ice cap above the city.

The ogres, seeing their way in the large domed room blocked at the
far end had just decided to run for the front entrance when
suddenly there was a booming explosion and they found that a
giant chunk of glowing ice suddenly blocked the front entrance,
trapping them inside.
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In the fabulous Water Plaza there is a fountain where several
sprays of coloured water sprout up out of the ground like geysers.
But today they sprouted something other than coloured water. Out
of each came a different kind of animal. Some, like a polar bear,
blocked the spray until it slid off over to the side at which point the
spray started up again. Other smaller types popped up to the top of
the spray and bounced around until they tumbled down to the side.
One, a bird, flew straight up above the fountains and circled back
down in great arcs. But every one of them, when they had settled
down again, looked around in awe and silent wonder at the
surrounding beauty.

--Stanley Anderson (Eugene the polar bear)
sangreal @jps.net

C
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Posted By: Justin
Date: 10/13/2000 19:05 GMT

After 10 minutes of nonstop running Khukma decided to look back
to see how close the creatures were to him in their pursuit. To his
surprise there were none behind him, so he slip to a quick stop.

"I wonder where they are." said Khukma.

"Did you not notice that the roof fell down behind us when we ran
out?" queried the man.

"To tell the truth I did was to busy worrying about getting out to
pay attention to what was going on around me." said Khukma.
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"That is your problem my friend, you must always keep a focused
mind or you will get yourself into trouble like you just escaped
from again." returned the man.

"Well I guess you are right, it never hurt to be a little more mindful
of your surroundings, many a mammoth died for not paying
attention to their environment and ended up being roasted above
the fires of the cavemen for that exact reason." said Khukma.
"What is your name, my friend?".......

Posted By: Melodee
Date: 10/13/2000 20:18 GMT

Inky found herself thrust through a geyser with enough force to
send her a few feet in the air before flopping inelegantly into a
shallow pool nearby. She lay there, on her back a little dazed by
colour, light, and music, for each fountain, falling into it's pool
played a different rhythm and tone. The cavern was resonating
with water music, soft, yet compelling. There was sorrow and
laughter, pleasure and pain in the sound, but most of all there was
hope and peace.

Ribbons of coloured light hung down like sashes in the smooth
fold of water that rained soundlessly around the perimeter of the
huge cave. A statue of the Narwhal drew Inky's eyes to the centre
of the room and to the ceiling from which poured a stream of water
infused with a gentle white light. It flowed over the sculpture and
across the massive marble disc it was mounted on.

In wonder, Inky swam towards it and found that, inscribed in the
marble in bas relief were pictures of animals. She traced the
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carving of an arctic wolf with one flipper, then moved to another
depicting an owl.

In sudden excitement, Mini jumped off her perch on Inky's head
and went skittering across the stone. "It's me! It's me!" The seal,
following more slowly, found that the mouse was speaking no
more than the truth. There was a mouse carven there and right next
to it a harp seal.

For some reason, she couldn't explain, Inky felt tears sprout in her
eyes.

Posted By: Martin
Date: 10/15/2000 05:07 GMT

As the Arctic Char led the Nor-clan through the submarine
subterranean passages, each of the animals noticed an increasing
tugging on their bodies. "There is a strong current in this passage."
Gwufbuff observed. "Good Char, is this the way we are to go?"
asked Brrr, who was struggling just to hold on to Speedbolt so she
would not be swept away to who knew where. The Char responded
"Yes, this is the way, and the Narwhal has seen to it that you will
safely arrive at His desired destination. Let this current carry you.
As you proceed, you will find other colors added to the light blue
you already see." Sure enough, as each animal allowed the current
to carry them, the number, depth and brightness of colors
multiplied before the animals' very eyes. Martin was amazed at the
sight of the varied colors, as if they had entered a multi-prismed
room ablaze with full sunlight, with bold colors everywhere. Apart
from the beauty, a sense of awe settled on each member of the
Nor-clan, like that which they had experienced upon the Narwhal’s
appearance at Kaffeklubben.
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Suddenly the current began taking them upward. One by one, the
animals began to quickly head to the surface of the water. The
force of the water current was so swift that upon breaking through
the fountainhead to the surface, the lighter animals were bounced
upon the top of the water emanating from the fountain. Martin was
one of those animals who struggled to get his bearings upon
breaking the surface of the water. After a minute of bouncing on
top of the fountain of water, Martin's body slid down the side of
the water pillar to join others in the pool below.

Martin was also astounded to find the beautiful statue of the
Narwahl, so lifelike and imposing in its authority and grandeur. He
was not prepared for what happened next. Mini and Inky were
calling out for the others to come and observe the obelisk they had
discovered. As each animal came in turn, they were astonished to
find the exact number and type of animals of which they
represented on the obelisk. As Mini had first observed, the detail
was of such impressive quality that each of the animals in turn
recognized their own image in relief on the obelisk. Tears came to
some eyes, and stunned silence overcame them all.

The silence was broken by a loud crash, which reverberated
throughout the cavern. In a few seconds, the Nor-clan felt a slight
tremor under their feet. Eugene said, "Let us proceed quickly! We
do not know if those ogres who attacked Khukma are nearby.
Perhaps we may be able to meet up with the Nor-man I spoke to
just before we went into the pool to come here. Let us follow in the
direction from which the crashing sound came from. Perhaps battle
is at hand!" Gwufbuff responded "HUUWAAHHH!!! Let us set
about the business at hand. Come everyone!! For the Narwhal and
the redemption of Atlantis!!!
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With that, the Nor-clan set off from the beautiful fountain heading
in what would have been called "North" in terrestrial terms. Little
time would pass before they would have their mettle tested....

Martin the Mole (alias Brian)

Tricks of the light (P1C)
Posted By: Bluey the Reindeer
Date: 10/15/2000 08:11 GMT

Khukmas and the man were continuing down the glittering ice
caverns when suddenly three gigantic etins sounded them and set
at them with their great clumsy ice mallets. Khukma leveled two
almost immediately with his great trunk but out sprang countless
more! The man cried out Great Narwhal help us! Suddenly, a great
reindeer appeared seemingly from nowhere. With a Grunt and a
hideous howl the etins charged upon the reindeer with their great
ice mallets (for there is nothing an etin likes better -- except for
tooth pulp -- than raw reindeer meat). But when the etins reached
the spot where the reindeer should have been they were enraged to
find him by Kukma and the man.

Bluey the Reindeer: Quick, man grab what you find in this pack
and eat it both of you! In the reindeer's pack they found two
transparent and slightly luminescent globes about the size of
Concord grapes. The etins again stopped short in their mad charge
-- Khukma and the man with the reindeer had suddenly (and quite
mysteriously disappeared)

Later in the Hall of the Etin Lard -- Vommel cringed as he slunk
into his master's tower with bad news. Moments later after the
flunky Vommel had given his report to his Supreme Dreadfulness
a hideous howl broke the dead, decaying air that surrounded
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Atlantis. The head Etin not being particularly pleased with the
news relieved his flunky of several choice molars in the most
perfect state of decay as ever an etin could wish. Munching the
pithy pulp of his underling's teeth calmed his dreadfulness
sufficiently from his trembling wrath -- giving him enough
strength to hurl the despicable Vommel from his chamber. "Find
that Mammoth! And I want that reindeer's head on a plate! I know
him and his tricks well -- I you kill this agent of the Narwhal you
will earn my displeasure and fiendish delight and be head of my
council -- If you fail -- I will crunch the rest of your rotten bones
for my delight! Now go!

Vommel: I go to do your most evil will my Lard!

kaffeklubben: Khukma's return
Posted By: Justin
Date: 10/15/2000 20:52 GMT

Suddenly as soon as Khukma swallowed the thing the Bluey had
given him, he never quite figured out what it was exactly, he
realized he was in a iced domed room.

Khukma looked around at his new environment and saw a
beautifully carved statue of the narwhal and looks at it's base and
sees delicate inlays of

all the nor-animals. Suddenly he stopped as his trunk ran over the
inlay of the seal, shock came to his eyes as he smelled Inky's scent.

"They have been here already." said Khukma

"Who," asked the man and suddenly realization came to his eyes,
"oh you mean the other animals."

"Yes, I a sure that they went up that passage way." Khukma said.
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The man climbed up on Khukma's back and Khukma and Bluey
ran as fast as they could, with Khukma leading by a arms length.
Suddenly he began to see the faint outline if the nor-animals.

"Wait up!" yelled Khukma.
The nor-clan turned around and began to rush towards Khukma

and Bluey, but suddenly a group of ogres appeared seemingly out
of nowhere in between the two groups.....




Chapter 13

Vesta

Kaffeklubben: M'Lady
Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 10/16/2000 18:24 GMT

The magic globes had only made the man, Khukma and Bluey
invisable to the ogres. At this, the ogres stood, their hoary backs to
the unseen trio, as they slung their weapons for an attack on the
Nor-Clan.

Quietly, stealthily the man climbed nimbly down from Khukma’s
shoulder, onto a tusk, and then cat-like onto the ground. Reaching
sidewise to his belt, he loosed what appeared to be a wine-skin.
Uncapping its spout he now took it by its sling and began to twirl it
round-and-round in a great circle. As he did so, its clear contents
began to spray and spread outward, until its droplets began to
strike the ogres... and as it did, such a sight!, as each drop would
crack and snap loudly like a fire-cracker as it struck an ogres hide-
and from each snap bright sparks would fly from a tuft of smoke,
and then stench of burnt ogre hair!

One of the ogres- still unable to "see" the trio, began to run in its
yowling panic, unwittingly toward them. As it did, the man but
stepped to one side- and all in one movement unsheathed a sword
and deftly hacked off the ogres tail as it fled past! Now shrieking
like a banshee and clutching its bobbed and bleeding stub as it ran
down the passageway the man began to laugh! At that, Khukma
and Bluey too began to trumpet loudly with hilarious glee.
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The ogres- still unable to see the trio, but only hearing the laughter
and trumpeting echoing up the passage, now all fled in wide-eyed
panic, their hides still singed and smoldering.

As they continued to laugh, their eyes now filled with tears. The
Nor-Clan too had now joined in the mirth, and their laughter
seemed to fill the once dark passage with light! The man was now
bent over and leaning upon his sword-hilt with breathless hilarity.
As he stood again, with one hand he sheathed his sword, and with
the other pulled back his cap-and-mail hood...

And suddenly all the laughter stopped, as every eye froze upon the
long flaxen locks that now fell downward, even below the
shoulders.

Sensing the sudden hush, and looking about at every stunned eye-
"Well? What is it then? Why are you all gaping so!?"

There was another few awkward seconds of silence, then, as
though in unison-

"M'Lady?"

There came slowly a now-knowing smile... and a great and kind
smile it was!

"Why yes!", she said- and then a shyness came over her; "I am
sorry", she blinked, looking down, then up again, "...this has
happened before! One cannot well fight ogres in a gown you
know... so I've more than once been thought a man! Though a very
YOUNG man I trust!?" Here her warm, shy smile again.
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"You asked me my name earlier Khukma- but we were too soon
caught-up in our flight from the enemy. It seemed introductions
might be more fitting at a later time... such as this. I am Vesta,
Princess, and daughter of the our sovereign here in the Cathedral.
We, and our few are the remnant of this kingdom- and true only to
the Narwhale."

Here, she looked downward, troubled.

"We need to know if it is a dark rumor only... this news that has
reached us of the Narwhales death? This cannot... must not be! If
he is dead, we have no hope. There MUST be something we have
not yet understood! Something that has not yet reached our ears!
And what of a story of... blood? If you are here of his bidding, then
you must know... and you must know too what might save us!"

Here she turned and gazed at each one thoughtfully. Then she
stopped, and fixed her eyes upon the eyes of Eugene.

"You, great bear. You know, don’t you? Please... speak."

With eyes glassy-wet with tears, Eugene bowed and kneeled to one
knee- "M'Lady....."

Kaffeklubben: The Re-Telling (PIC)
Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 10/17/2000 16:14 GMT

Kaffeklubben: Gwufbuff Re-tells the Blood
(note: this is a verbatim retelling of the Narwhales sacrifice from
among the earliest postings of this story.)
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As Eugene knelt, Gwufbuff approached carefully, his head low-
"...ahem.. M'Lady, if I may speak?" She looked kindly at toward
Gwufbuff, smiling. "Do speak dear walrus... and your name would
be?"

"Gwuffbuff, M'Lady, Ma'am... the son of Hwullek, and grandson
of Mhagan. If I may, good Princess- tell you of the Narwhale?"

"Oh! You MUST dear walrus, Gwufbuftf! Do speak to me, whether
theses things be true- of a horrid death? And of blood? It surely
cannot... it MUST not be!?"

"It is no evil rumor, nor tale M'Lady... for we were there." Here
Gwufbuff looked 'round to the others, who each in turn bowed
their heads. Khukma too lowered his head, though he knew not yet
why- but he, with Princess Vesta, would hear and learn.

"But you must not despair Ma'am! For he did not remain dead...
HE LIVES NOW!... and his terrible sacrifice, and his blood! They
are to bring GREAT GOOD, in the world up-top... and now, I am

"

Here, Gwufbuff began to look quietly inward... and then, with a
sigh he began the re-telling of all they had seen and heard:

"We were having our supper... up-top Ma'am, in our Nor-house...
when suddenly, Speedbolt began to pace by the window- looking
out into the deep arctic night.. and I too, then began feeling a
tingling in me bristles... and the strangest sensation... of a low
vibrating hum in me tusks! Then... somehow I KNEW!! We had to
make are way to the pack-ice edge!! So off we set...
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"The others... well, they thought I'd had too much rum Ma'am!
Except for Speedbolt who sensed what I sensed too! But there was
this.... strange... deep droning... and mysterious light that seemed
to come from under us! Under the ice!!

"Soon I stopped- and not a moment too soon as far as the rest were
concerned, for they would have not dared to go much farther.
"What? What IS it man?", beckoned Otto the Otter who perhaps
for the first time in his life was standing stone-still. There was a
long pause, and then I turned, flipper to bristled mouth....
"shshshshshsh.... we must be quiet. Wait! Watch now!!", said 1.

"At first there was only a high, faint creaking sound... the sound of
ice at the edge of breaking! It became louder and shriller, and just
there!, some 30 yards off, the ice-floor bulging and bowing
upward... and then!, a sharp snap as the ice finally cracked and
gave way!

"Suddenly it appeared! At the sight of it all of us drew back,
gasping, many loosing our footing and tumbling atop one another!!
"Mother of pearl!!", cried Inky the Harp-seal... "Holy abalone!!",
shrieked Otto the Otter... "I'll be clammed"!!, said I half to
myself!!.

"There, towering upward in spiraling wonder and beauty was the
horn of the Nar-whale... and no sooner had we caught our breath
when it began to become luminescent... a deeper humming began...

"And then!, just there- sitting as beautiful as... well... as beautiful
as you dear Princess"(here a shy tilt and scuff of a tusk)... was a
wondrous mermaid... sitting on the wee top of Oodaaqg- the wee'est
island that is, but fit for a mermaid as she... and then Ma'am... she
began the most lovely of singing... And then the Narwhale swam
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close- and sliding up onto a shallow, rested his great head on her
lap.

"All of our Nor-house band stood transfixed at the sweetness of the
mermaid song, and at the low and beautiful drone that was
coming,(we were certain now,) from the spiraling horn of the
narwhale- for as it would rise or fall in tone, its luminescence
would brighten or fade in kind. Together- her sweet sound and his,
began to create a glassy clear harmony, as when one might lightly
glide a fingertip along the wetted edge of a crystal cup. The sweet
mermaid paean, and the Narwhales deep melodious drone began to
rise and grow and filled the cold air just above them with what
appeared to be faint rings of frosty vapor, as ones breath on a cold
night- and which spread outward until they were no more. As the
sound of them rose and rose, the air all around us became alive
with vibration- such that we could not help rubbing our noses,
which had begun to tickle.

"Hello! Look here!!", yelped Ms. Bojangles who was looking
down and twirling as if to keep her paws from the icepack. As we
looked, the icy-blue crystals of snow all about us were dancing and
shimmering like glitter on a drumhead- but what was unusual, and
even dizzying, was that the vibrating snow crystals were turning
and swirling into complicated patterns... kaleidoscopic shapes not
unlike single snowflakes themselves- but these, some three, some
six, some twelve feet across... and as soon as they formed, they
would fall and spread away- and from them three new ones would
form.

"Good earth!", said Eugene with paws to cheeks... and Brr, who
was generally reserved, tossed all restraint and Canary caution to
the heavens and began to fly, and roll, and swoop low through the
frosty crystals singing at the top of her tiny lungs! "Where's my
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fiddle?! Someone git me my fiddle!", squeaked Martin quite nearly
tumbling off Eugene’s shoulder. Indeed all of us were feeling
giddy, and would have just then locked arms for a grand old twirl
and dance. . .

"...when suddenly all fell still and silent- causing us to catch breath
and turn to the mermaid and narwhale. With his head still rested in
the lap of the mermaid, the narwhales eye filled with a great tear
that gathered, and then fell into the mermaid’s hand. All our hearts
felt near to breaking- though we could not tell why. Just then the
mermaid drew her hand to her mouth, and drew the tear of the
narwhale onto her tongue. As she did, showers of stars began to
arch and fall across the arctic sky... and then she alone began to
sing, now with tears of her own which gently fell to the narwhales
head. Caressing him, her song now drew great tears into our eyes-
as we now all now stood silent and forlorn.

"Then her sad song stopped, and the stars ceased falling- and the
narwhale now slid slowly backward from her lap into the cold
black water.

"Just as all but the dome of his head and great spiral horn had
vanished away into the water, off on the right appeared six white
and black fins. The mermaid buried her face in her hands so as not
to see... and I, Eugene and Inky knew quite dreadfully well what
they were. "Orcas...", choked I with a muted sob.

"Suddenly, and horribly- the water all-round the Narwhales horn
roiled and exploded into crimson. Redder and redder it became, as
silently, and without struggle, the beautiful and regal horn- now
gone of all luminescence, slid slowly from view. Without seeing
her go, the mermaid had slipped away... and the horrible red sea
was now growing still.
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"Not a word. Not a breath among us. We stared, numb, out toward
the crimson patch that was now spreading ever outward. On it
came, until its red edge touched the bank of the shore-ice... and
upward it climbed, and ever onward it seeped and bled into the
snow and ice toward them. Never had we seen blood spread so far-
and it seemed as it would not end, but spread outward forever. A
nameless fear gripped us as the crimson stain advanced. Without a
word, we all turned and fled back toward the Nor-house...

"But we need never have fled dear Princess- for his blood was for
our good. Not long after, he appeared to us again- in the form of a
mighty Unicorn- telling us these words: "You must let the blood
come... do not fear... trust, and let it come." And so we did- and
slew the foes of our inner fears and distrust- and by him, and the
blood, every foe we have encountered.

"And now, dear Princess Vesta- I believe he is saying to this place-
"LET THE BLOOD COME!"

At this, Gwufbuff bowed and withdrew, that Eugene could now
speak....

The Fount of Blood (PIC)
Posted By: Stanley Anderson
Date: 10/17/2000 19:09 GMT

Eugene, still kneeling, looked up at the Princess and said "All that
the good Walrus here has said is true. And now something else
comes to my mind. One of the reasons we were all initially
frightened of the blood advancing over the land that we fled to the
Nor House to hide from in our ignorance is that along with the
blood we saw terrible ice-creatures rising up out of the blood,
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intent, as it seemed, on attacking us. And even more terrible, we
saw that for each one of us there was a kind of blood-red ice beast
alter ego. My own nemesis was a vicious gaunt ice-bear with
abnormally long and sharp claws and teeth."

"When we finally allowed the blood to cover us at the unicorn's
bidding we each fought and destroyed our blood-red ice beast
counterpart, melting them (in my case with a smothering hot bear-
hug) or shattering them into a thousand ice-shards."

"But now it occurs to me. When we were on the cloven hill, you
said that the anorfolk feared and avoided the liquid water of the
Water Plaza. And as we have seen, it is even more destructive to
the ogres, burning them at even its touch."

"I believe it was the anorfolk or the ogres, or the leader of their
ranks (whatever foul being that may be), that fashioned fell, icy
imitations of the animals pictured on the Narwhal statue back in
the plaza and sent them out as emissaries to the orcas with plans to
kill the Narwhal. And after that was accomplished, the terrible ice
beasts would attack and destroy all back on Kaffeklubben @."

"And I have no doubts that we would have been utterly destroyed
by those ice beasts, but for the weakness at the center of their
plans. And here must I give praise to the Narwhal once again,
seeing that he knew and accomplished his plan even in the throws
of his own apparent defeat. We all saw him swim willingly to his
death at the teeth of the orcas. But he must have known its effect.
For as the ice-beasts gleefully advanced upon the isle of
Kaffeklubben in what they thought was to be a victory march of
destruction, it was the very blood of the death they had orca-strated
(polar bears can't resist a pun, you know) upon the Narwhal that
overtook them onto the island, covering them as it spread."
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"I am convinced that it was this very blood covering that both
weakened them and made them more visible to us so that we could
see more easily the foe that we each must individually destroy.
And so at the crux of their plans they had implemented their own
defeat."

Eugene stood up and implored more strongly. "Dear Princess
Vesta, it is truly as Gwufbuff says -- you must allow the blood to
come."

"But how is that to happen?" said Khukma.

"I do not know," said Vesta, but your tale reminds me of a mystery
that we few faithful to the Narwhal have wondered long about."

"In all the Water Plaza everything is either a curtain or spray of
water itself or, like the Narwhal statue, is showered in water. But
there is a fountain elsewhere on the far side of the plaza that
surrounds the cathedral that stands isolated from all the rest of the
intricate patterns and beauty of the Plaza."

"And three wondrous secrets it holds. First is the its name: it has
always been known as, and called by us, the Fount of Blood,
though we knew not why. For although there are many beautiful
fountains of many coloured waters and streams throughout the
plaza, this one alone has but a single spray of perfectly clear water
rising up out of the ground with no hint of redness of any kind.
And it has been this way in the memories and tales as far back as
we know."

"But the second is even more mysterious to our sight. For
surrounding this fountain is a low wall. And atop this wall is set a
ring of ever-burning candles with flames that flicker night or day
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and are never extinguished, even though they be constantly
sprinkled with the spray of water from the fountain in the center."

"And finally, the most strange is the third mystery: in the wall
surrounding the fountain is a breach or opening that might allow
one to enter. But none here has ever dared to enter thus into the
ring of the fountain. For there is an intense sense of awe and dread
as one approaches the breach so that, even if one would, one
simply cannot bear the weight and oppression of the approach and
must cower down and crawl backwards in order to escape such
dreadful fear, if fear it be. For it is like no other fear that I have
ever known."

"Yes, you may surmise from this that I myself have tried and failed
often to enter this most mysterious of places in all the Water Plaza.
I am drawn to it to my very soul, and yet I may not approach it, no
matter the strongest will or wish of my heart and mind."

Eugene gazed round at all the nor-animals listening to Vesta's
words. "Take us to that wondrous fountain, dear Lady. For we nor-
animals have seen another ring of candles on a wall before. It may
be that we can, of our own Narwhal's blood covering, enter this
forbidden ring, and you may indeed see blood arise from that
fountain this very day."

--Stanley Anderson (Eugene the polar bear)
sangreal @jps.net

C
(--:=0-)
C
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The Princess
Posted By: Melodee
Date: 10/18/2000 14:38 GMT

While the he-creatures were discussing great matters with the
Princess, the she-creatures had instinctively gathered close to each
other and were looking at the girl before them with great interest.
Heretofore they had only seen male humans and finally seeing a
woman was a great relief to them.

Inky was as convinced of the wisdom of the Narwhal’s will as ever
and if he deemed that she and the others, must some day take on
man-form, that was right and good, she was sure, but -- she kept
this thought at bay with difficulty -- until the Princess had come on
the scene, she hadn't liked the idea very much. Inky knew, of
course, that since she had always been quite an ordinary seal, she
couldn't expect to become such a glowingly beautiful woman as
the Princess, but the general idea of womanhood began to seem
good to her.

The she-creatures nodded to each other. Mini spoke, "The will of
the Narwhal is always good." Without words needing to be
exchanged they went forward and greeted the princess.

Posted By: Justin
Date: 10/18/2000 19:13 GMT

Khukma greatly interested in the turn of events, the very man who
had rode on his back, was a woman, he had never seen a female
human before, but yet he had, and something within him suddenly
drew at his heart, then he remembered the conversation he had
with Gwufbuff before he went through the fit he had before he was
captured by the ogres.
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""You have been so long sleeping Khukma", said Gwufbuff. "For
many hundreds of centuries! And now suddenly- you are
awakened, and have so many decisions to weigh... and I would not
doubt.." (and here Gwufbuff gave a knowing glance around toward
each of them)- "...I would not doubt that in the final few weeks of
your sleeping, you began a whole new sort of dreaming! Dreams as
you have never known before! Dreams that have made a whole
new sort of Khukma!"

Khukma stood quiet and still, his great eyelids lowered as he
looked deeply inward.

"Yes...", he breathed- "Yes... I was here.. or was it?" His great
wooly head wagged slowly, as though trying to shake out his
thoughts. "I thought I was eating buttercups... but... WAIT! NO! I
was... I was not EATING them! I... I was PICKING THEM!!
Picking them? Picking... them for someone... very pretty, and..."
Suddenly Khukma’s great eyelids flew wide-open, his eyes alight
with both wonder, and fear! His voice quavered with an unknown
emotion- "I WAS A....."

"You were a MAN Khukma! Just as the rest of us who not long
ago began the man-dreams. And with them the man-blessings, and
man-cursings... his joys, as well as those things that trouble him.
Those things have become ours now as well- with this new
'otherness'... within which nesting is yet 'otherness' more! What in

rn

man... and now in us by our dreaming, is called 'soul' and 'spirit'.

"Yes... YES Gwufbuff! I can feel it! It is here!!" At this Khukma
drew up his trunk and touched his own wooly chest..."

Then he remembered, this woman reminded him of his time as a
man, she reminded him of the very woman he was picking the
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flowers for, not that she and his former love looked alike in terms
of features, but she has the same textured purity and untouched
beauty that his former love had. He turned his face away from her
as a tear rolled off of his woolly face and onto the floor.......

The Kingdom (PIC)
Posted By: Melodee
Date: 10/20/2000 00:54 GMT

All the animals listened to the Princess with great intensity. The
words fell on them like conjoining pieces of a puzzle and all felt a
certainty that the Fount of Blood should be their next destination.
The particular phrase "might allow one to enter" set a chill on
Inky's heart. She didn't like things she had to do on her own.

"No time like the present," said Mini in her careful way.

"Right! Onward! Let's get to it!" said Otto over his shoulder as he
dashed off then dashed back. "Which way?"

Suddenly Khukma trumpeted loudly, "Let's get this done."

The Princess laughed. "I think, in my Father's dominion, it might
be more fitting were you to seek his council first. Indeed, I should
not have spoken but your news amazed me and I forgot myself.
Besides, the hour grows late and I know the King would wish that
you, favoured creatures of the Narwhal, should be shown all
hospitality. If this good Mammoth will still bear me, I shall direct
him to my home."

"I would be honoured, Princess." The girl leaned down and
whispered something to Khukma. "Good idea. There's room for
everyone. If you all come aboard, we'll make good time. I'll
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warrant some of the smaller folk are tired and walking isn't the
favoured mode of travel for some."

n the end, probably more time was wasted than gained as it proved
to be quite a feat to assist a polar bear and a walrus onto the back
of a mammoth, but it was all accomplished with much good
natured laughter. Gwuftbuff's "Huwuh!" as he was finally landed
in place echoed off the walls of the ice caverns with crescendoing
power. Eugene, climbing first to the bended knee of the great
beast, heaved himself with such power onto it's back, that he flew
over the other side and somersaulted to the ground again, collapsed
in a heap of laughter. Fenster found this so amusing that, doubled
up as she was with mirth, she became such a perfect sphere that
she couldn't maintain her balance and rolled ignominiously to the
ground as well. Eventually, all were in place and as the luminosity
of the caverns faded to dusk, their silhouette was an impressive
sight with Khukma's gigantic height augmented by Gwutbuff's
tusks, Eugene's big ears, the snouts of the dogs, and perched
between the mammoth ears, an ever watchful Rue, his yellow eyes
glinting wisely in the growing gloom.

The followed a long smooth tunnel with many branching
pathways, the Princess always directing Khukma without
hesitation until they came to a great ice-gate. It opened to her
bidding and a great wave of golden lamplight washed onto the nor-
beasts, making them blink.

A man stood in the gate -- a man who made all the he-creatures
suddenly glad that they too would some day be men. The Princess'
smile was brighter than the lamplight when she saw him. "Father!"
She alighted gracefully from Mammoth and went forward to greet
him with a kiss. "I've brought guests!"



VESTA 215

"Indeed. Just in time for dinner, too." His voice was stern but there
was laughter lurking there. "Welcome, friends of the Narwhal."
The animals must have looked surprised because he then added,
"Do you think I would not recognize the company depicted in
water cavern? We have been expecting you. For long ages, we
have been expecting you. Bless the Narwhal!"




Chapter 14

The Fountain of Blood

Posted By: Melodee
Date: 10/20/2000 02:40 GMT

This part of the city, that the humans, faithful to the Norwhal, had
kept for themselves was very beautiful. Everywhere there were
carvings and sculptures obviously created by master craftsman. As
they followed the King and his daughter, they often passed homes
from which snatches of music could be heard. Lamps made from
great shells hung from posts carved in the likeness of trees. They
came, finally, to a great edifice, which could only be the palace, it's
straight facade spilling light from windows shaped like stars. Just
inside the palace walls, the Princess paused. "See to your right,
good friends, through that gate lies a courtyard and inside it is the
fount of which I told you. My father will speak of it later, but first
you must refresh yourselves and dine with us."

Other people came out to greet the King and Princess then and
with a few instructions the he-creatures and she-creatures were led
to different rooms where there were fountains for bathing and
assistance offered in grooming. Inky accepted a nice combing out
from a helpful young girl, as did Miss Bo and Fenster. Mini
contented herself with primping her whiskers into some semblance
of order. She was dining with a King after all! Brrr spent some
time fluffing out her feathers to a nicety. "That's more like it!" she
tweeted.
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"I don't know as I've ever had a combing before, but I'm going to
make a habit of it. Very soothing," said Inky. "And it fluffs up the
fur splendidly, don't you think?" she asked Mini.

"Most fluffy," Mini agreed.

"Your whiskers look ever so nice. It brings out your lovely ears,"
Inky complimented the mouse. "And Brrr, your feathers are so
bright!"

"Thank you. Have you ever seen Fenster's fur so shiny?"

"No, nor Miss Bo's. They both look very sleek. Quite fit to dine
with a King. Should we go down?"

They met the he-creatures in the hallway and they were looking
very distinguished as well -- clean and combed, sleek or fluffy as
was fitting for each. Gwufbuff had even taken the time to shine his
tusks. They went into the great dining hall together.

Such a meal as followed can hardly be described. How the humans
provided food fit for everyone, is still a mystery, but it was good
and hearty and no one lacked for anything. The volume of talk rose
and fell, but never stopped. The humans and the animals had so
much to share with each other. No one wanted the feast to end,
even when each had eaten his fill and sleepiness overtook them.
Inky grew tired sooner than the others and she sat in her place,
content to let the others' talk roll over her.

Contentment, though, began to fall away from her, as she pondered
the words of the Princess, "one may enter". Quietly, the seal,
slipped away from the table, unnoticed amongst all the talk. She
found her way back to the city gate. It was late and most of the
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people were abed so it was very quiet as she passed into the
courtyard of the Fount of Blood. The candles flickered there
seeming to draw and repel her at the same time. Inky knew she
wasn't a brave sort, but since hearing the words of the Princess a
feeling had grown in her that she wasn't satisfied with knowing
that any longer. It was time to do better. Time to think about the
will of the Narwhal for herself alone, not just to follow
comfortably with Gwufbuff, or Eugene or Martin in the lead and
Mini always with her.

Inky circled the wall of the fountain, looking for the opening. She
took a deep breath and entered. First she felt very warm and
comfortable, and then the heat became greater until she felt close
to burning. A moment later she was cool, then cold as ice. She
swirled in a world of grey and white without definition until she
had a sensation of stretching, stretching, until all her joints ached.
Inky closed her eyes in pain and instantly it stopped. Daring to
reopen one eye, then another, and realizing that the pain did not
return, she found herself lying inside the ring of candles with the
pool of the fountain before her. She leaned over it to see her
reflection and her human self stared back, instantly recognizable.
She was about ten years old, with long tawny hair, shy blue eyes,
and a pale little face. Inky smiled at herself and dipped a finger in
the pool. She splashed her fingers in the water and cooled her lips
with the drops. Everything felt so strange and new. The
compactness of her seal body had given away to the gangliness of
a human one. Odd how far she could move her hand from her body
and just look how her legs could bend. What a smoothness of skin!

But then her eye was caught by an image in the water. She saw the
old Inky, the seal Inky and she was lying on an ice floe with her
mother. The arctic sun was low in a sky of sapphire blue. The two
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were eating fish, content in each other's company, the warmth of
mother-daughter love encircling them.

But a shadow grew over their content. This time, from a distance
Inky saw the hunter, his club raised. From a distance she felt the
horror but close up, inside herself, she felt the grief and the hate.
The club descended. She could do nothing to stop it. The little seal
was pushed into the sea and the blood blossomed around the head
of her mother, where the hunter's club fell.

But he hadn't wanted the mother and the man kicked at her body in
contempt and anger and suddenly the paralysis which had held the
girl-Inky in place, left her. Looking down into the pool she was
filled with a certainty that if she touched the water now, she could
take the life of that hunter -- destroy him with ease. Inky knew she
had the power. She had only to push her fist into the pool where he
stood with his club, stained with the blood of her mother, still in
hand. She wanted to do it. She hated him. She would do it, but
Inky also knew that she should not. The Narwhal did not want her
to.

Opposed to her great hate, her love of her mother, her need for
vengeance, her massive pain, there was only that. The Narwhal did
not want her to.

A dozen times she raised her fist and dropped it back. A thirteenth
time she raised it and this last time she laid her hand, palm up on
the lip of the pool. "Your will, not mine," she whispered and
dropped a tear wet face in her hands.

She heard the words, "My daughter!" and the pool rippled with
joy. A red drop fell from the white spout.
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Inky found herself outside the ring of candles in her seal form once
more.

Posted By: Stanley Anderson
Date: 10/23/2000 23:15 GMT

Eugene put a paw up to his forehead and tried to wipe the ache in
his brain away. What in Kaffeklubben @ was in that purple-
coloured drink they kept giving him anyway, he wondered as he
blinked his eyes a few times? "It was good stuff, but Whew! I
think I need some fresh air. I wonder how long I've been asleep?”

Eugene made his way through the palace and out into the courtyard
area where he paused for a moment wondering if he should take a
look at the fabled fountain, or wait until morning when they all
could visit it together.

"It can't hurt to take a peek anyway," he thought. "And besides, it
looks like someone left the gate ajar. I'd better have a look."

As he approached the ring of candles on all four paws, he found
that his tongue was lolling from side to side and he was panting
heavily. As he passed through the opening in the wall, he felt his
fur stand on end and his skin bristled with a tingly, itchy feeling.
He looked behind -- over there by one of the buildings was a nice
sturdy rough wall that he could lean against and wiggle back and
forth to give himself a good body-scratching. Maybe he would do
that first -- one wanted to feel one's best before undertaking so
momentous a look into this most mysterious of fountains.

But suddenly, he drew in a deep breath and then exhaled for what
seemed like a half hour and it felt like he had exhaled all the stored
up fat and fur and fish and feelings that a white bear could gather
up in years of living in snow and ice and water. When he was
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ready to breathe in again, he found that he had stumbled forward to
the fountain and reached to peer over the edge. Reached To Peer
Over The Edge?! Had the fountain grown so, that he now had to
stretch to look down into the water? But no -- the answer was
reflected back at him. He saw the reflection of a tall (for a human
anyway), lanky-thin boy of about 11 or 12 wearing thick dark-
rimmed glasses and some sort of stick thing -- the phrase "slide
rule" came to his mind -- hanging from his pocket. Eugene knew
that boy.

But now other images under the water attracted his attention. There
he was as a polar cub searching for his sibling and cousin cubs
who had told him to go ask polarmom if they could all swim out to
the new iceberg that had broken off of the shelf that morning. He
had asked her and gotten permission, but the other two had taken
off before he got back and were nowhere to be seen. It was all so
clear to young Eugene now. They had planned all along to ditch
him and were even now probably laughing at how easily they had
fooled the "older cub".

But the human boy looking into the fountain could see more than
the angry bear cub, wandering over the snow hills feeling
humiliated and deserted, and staring down into the snow at his
front paws. The whole layout of the surrounding area was revealed
to the boy and over at the end of the bay was a large ship, one of its
cranes slowly hauling up an iron cage containing two sleeping
cubs, small black tranquilizing darts still attached to their rumps.

The boy wanted to yell out and rescue them, but the scene under
the fountain's water had changed. Now he was looking through the
bars of a much larger cage, this one surrounding a large area of
water and ground with a sign nearby that read "Arctic Polar Bear --
please do not feed." The air was balmy warm. And true enough,
inside, pacing the grounds before the water was a large polar bear -
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- no cub this time, but the boy still recognized that it was the
sibling of the young Eugene, now grown to bearhood. "Everest,
what are you doing in there?," the boy yelled, and the polar bear
looked back at him and knew him.

"This is a place the humans call a 'zoo', said Everest. "And it is
bear heaven as far as I can tell. They feed you every day, and I can
swim or sleep when I want. It's great."

"But that's not how we bears are supposed to live," said the boy,
forgetting his current shape. He looked around and saw a gate
nearby in the cage wall. He found that by looking at it and
concentrating, he could, with sheer will open the gate and soon the
cage was no longer a prison for the captive polar bear. But Everest
just stood there looking at the opening.

"Come on Everest," said the boy, "leave before someone comes to
close it again. Maybe you can find your way back to Kaffeklubben
@ again somehow and we can play games in the snow up there like
we used to."

But Everest just laughed at the boy and shook his head. "Eugene,
Eugene, you just don't understand. It's nice here. Oh, I know every
inch of this place by now and I sometimes wouldn't mind a change
of scenery or a nice chill blast of air and a new iceberg to jump off
of, but boy, talk about relaxation. Naw, I don't WANT to leave. |
wouldn't trade it. In fact, why don't you come join me instead? We
could talk about the old times and we'd have fun here together."

The boy at the fountain looked over at the open gate in the zoo
cage under the fountain water, and suddenly knew that he could
jump in if he wanted. Well, why not? He was once bigger and
stronger than Everest. It might be a struggle, but he knew he could
go in there and push Everest out by force if he needed. At least he
thought he could -- Everest HAD gotten a lot bigger in that cage.
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Well, so what. If he failed, what was the worst that could happen?
Join Everest in that seemingly fun area and live his days in
peaceful rest? Not so bad.

The boy climbed up onto the rim of the fountain and prepared to
jump in. Standing on the rim, he was tall enough to look over the
wall surrounding the fountain and caught a momentary glimpse of
a spiral spire atop one of the buildings nearby and thought
suddenly of the Narwhal. "This IS what I need to do for my
brother, isn't it Narwhal?" It's for his own good, surely. And
wouldn't you be the first to recommend sacrifice of one's own
desires? What do you mean, 'whose desires'?"

The boy paused for a moment, swallowed and realized that he had
been panting heavily and another tingle coursed through his body.
He crouched down with fists clenched ready to jump in. The spiral
outside the fountain wall began to glow and vibrate and hum.

And then the boy opened his eyes once more to look at the spiral.
The humming had stopped and it the spiral was dark. The boy felt
that the Narwhal was waiting silently for a decision. "I just want to
help him get back here!" the boy yelled. Still silence and darkness.
"I have to do something!" But at last the boy climbed back down
off of the rim and looked once more into the water. There was
Everest, pacing by the water in the cage, the gate still open. Then
the image of the gate became jumbled as drops of water disrupted
the smooth surface of the fountain's water. But these came not
from the fountain. They were drops of tears from a 12-year-old
boy's eyes and as they hit the water, they turned from clear liquid
to thick red blood.
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Eugene opened his eyes and found himself outside the ring of
candles, still panting heavily with Inky sitting nearby. "How long
have you been here?" he asked her. "Not even half a second," she
replied.

--Stanley Anderson (Eugene the polar cub)

C
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Posted By: Bluey the Reindeer
Date: 10/24/2000 00:03 GMT

Bluey had a strange feeling all that night...something was bugging
him...something about having a look at that fountain. "I imagine it
can wait till morning..." Then a voice within him said, "No
Bluey...tonight -- you must go there tonight or you can have no
part of me." Bluey knew that voice and he dared not disobey so he
quietly edged away from the circle of animals toward the strange
fountain.

Hmm...the door is open a crack -- I wonder who else has been
here...Bluey saw the ring of lighted candles and the deep pool.
When he leaned over to look into the pool he didn't see the
reflection of a shaggy buck reindeer...but a small wiry boy about
10 years old walking down a street delivering papers to houses --
only he was that boy! That's me somehow... Beside him mocking
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and teasing him was another kid mocking him. Bluey felt himself
growing mad he wanted to teach that boy a lesson!

Il show them! But then he knew that's not what the Narwhal
wanted him to do...he wants me to forgive that boy -- that bully
that made my life so miserable? Please Narwhal...I can't I just
can't...Please help me! Great tears began dripping down Bluey’s
big liquid eyes and splashing down into the pool. Bluey felt
himself falling down into the pool...

Dweeb! Hey dummy! Come here! Yeah YOU! Come here...
What do you want?

Your a real dork you know that? Your so dumb! Your stupider
than my sister!

I may be, but I forgive you for what your saying about me.
You what? Dweeb! What for?

Because Jesus wants me too and he loves you too...

You Are weird! I'm out of here!

Bluey found himself in the pool again as the water suddenly went
bright crimson red. Then Bluey found himself outside the fountain
with Eugene and Inky

How long have you been here?

Inky: Eugene and I just found ourselves here a moment ago
ourselves...
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Posted By: Justin
Date: 10/24/2000 00:58 GMT

Khukma looked into the pool and saw something that brought a
haunted look to his face. He saw himself, his manself. He saw
himself holding hands with his love, and walking through a flower
covered field.

"Hey hold on a minute, I am going to go get something really
quick, just stay right here and I will be right back."

So he walked over and leaned down and started to pluck some of
the choice flowers from the field.

After about five minutes he suddenly heard a scream, he jumped
up and looked towards his love and noticed she was not where she
was when he left her. The he realized where the wail had emanated
from. It was the around the old, dried up well.

He ran as fast as he could, "Why didn't I warn her about the well?"
he derided himself. "Why?"

He came to the edge of the chasm and saw the crumpled heap of
her broken body at the bottom of the old, dried up well, and let out
a primal howl of intermingled sorrow and rage.

Suddenly Khukma heard himself trumpeting furiously and realized
he had escaped from the vision. He looked towards Eugene, Bluey,
and Inky who all gave him a knowing and sympathetic stare, at
which he turned his face away to hide the tears streaming down his
wooly face.......
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Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 10/24/2000 02:29 GMT

Feeling a tad of swoozy warmth form his wine, Gwufbuff- who till
now had been admiring his own polished tusks in a mirror that
hung just opposite the table, gathered himself and soon noted the
many empty chairs about the table. Many of the Nor-Clan were
still seated and grinning at one another with glee as they listened to
minstrels playing "Wilde Mountain Thyme". He found himself
tapping a flipper... the tune, and words seemed so familiar to him!
"Where had I heard this song before?", he wondered to himself.

He closed his eyes as he listened... and a deep ache rose in his
heart...

Oh, the summer time has come
And the trees are sweetly bloomin',
And the wild mountain thyme
Grows around the purple heather;
Will ye go, lassie, go?

And we'll all go together,

To pull wild mountain thyme
All around the purple heather;
Will ye go, lassie, go

I will build my love a tower

By yon pure, crystal fountain,
And it's there I will bring

All the flowers of the mountain;
Will ye go, lassie, go?

But before the song would end he stirred himself. "Tower... and
crystal fountain?", he thought to himself. At that, he looked about
at all the empty chairs, and then out past a pillared veranda- toward
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where the mysterious fountain awaited. A strange knowing came
over him- and he knew what he must do. He made his way from
the great hall...

Re: The Kingdom Cont...(Gwufbuff and the Lost Boy) (PIC)
Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 10/24/2000 16:36 GMT

The plaza was bathed in blue moonlight- and here, and there a
lighted and flickering torch to illumine the many walkways. A
delicate and comforting breeze moved through the night, and this-
with the moonlight and glimmering blaze of a torch here and there;
gave to a sense of some nameless and magical beauty. Still
reaching Gwufbuff's ears from the waning great hall came the pale
and echoing refrain...

I will range through the wilds
And the deep land so dreary
And return with the spoils

To the bower o' my dearie;
Will ye go, lassie, go?

And again, this pain welled up within Gwufbuff's heart... and for a
trice he paused, searching inwardly for the wraith of some
memory- but where? He gazed up into the stars, but they gave no
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sign... seeming only to bathe his hurt with their cold beauty. He
continued on.

Off ahead, Gwufbuff could now see the flickering ring of candles-
so reminiscent of their beloved Nor-House... and the shining
outline of the Fountain of Blood. Too, nearby it he could now
make out the shapes of his friends who seemed rapt in hushed
conversation. As Gwufbuff came nearer they all turned and fell
silent. There was no need now to speak- for they knew, as did
Gwufbuff, what he must do.

There ahead was the narrow entry, which though narrower still at
first, now magically, seeming imperceptibly widened... and only
just enough to admit him! Far in the distance, the final wisp of
refrain reached him...

Oh, the autumn-time is comin'
And the leaves will soon be fallin',
And the blossoms o' the summer
Will soon wither on the mountain;
Will ye go, lassie, go?

...and with it this nameless weight of dread and fear. For a fleeting
instant he thought to return to the warmth and mirth of the great
hall- but then words? A still, small voice? Something deep within
that seemed to say - "...these things must needs be." And so
onward he pressed against the dread.

Before he knew it he was within the ring of flickering candles...
and the further he pressed, the less his dread, and indeed a sense of
comfort seemed to help him now. Drawing now to the fountains
edge, Gwufbuff looked over...

...and looking back was a boy. For a second they seemed to be
looking, one to the other, with a deep knowing - and then the boy
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turned away, back to his business as Gwufbuff watched curiously...
and yet seemed to know what would happen next! The boy was
nine years old, and there, at a table in his room he worked intently,
tongue-in-teeth as he fashioned a pair of small paper wings. He
now affixed them to a white toy horse... and then stepped back
from the table gazing at his endeavor. Just then, Gwufbuff could,
in his own heart, feel the rush of wonder that filled the boy's!
Carefully, now the boy set the winged horse on top of a dresser...
and backed away again to sit at the edge of his bed. The boy stared
and stared at his winged horse... and again, Gwufbuff could feel
the heart of the boy, as within it came waves and rushes of...
mystery... wonder... and awe.

And then came images of a memory to Gwufbuff... of the boy
looking through a great heavy book that was his fathers and
mothers. Within it were many beautiful paintings... and lo!... the
most wonderful thing the boy had ever seen!! A great and noble
winged horse, rearing majestically up, its long mane flowing as it
bounded mightily over the clouds!!

His mother would tell him it was "Pegasus", from mythical and
make-believe stories - but the boy did not believe her. He knew
that somehow, somewhere such a mighty and noble beast HAD to
truly be! He was no tale... no "make-believe" story! And before
long... after the boy had fashioned his winged horse, he soon
placed it in a special box he had also fashioned- which served
(though he knew not what to call it then) as a kind of alter - for the
boy had decided that, to be merely sat upon a dresser was no place
for so mighty and awesome a beast! And the winged horse, in its
"alter", was set, quite secretively, at the back of the boys closet...
and at night he would gaze at it with a flashlight from his bed, and
then dream of he, and the horse, winging their ways together
through the stars!
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Soon, even the closet was not sacrosanct enough for his magical
winged horse... so it was taken, and emplaced at the back of an old
cave in the woods (known only to the boy), not far from where the
boy and his parents lived in Germany. He would visit it every few
days, and gaze at its magical wonder by the light of a candle... and
when he was in school, he would think of it - and how only he
knew where it could be found.

But alas... the boy would grow older, and other thoughts, and other
wonderments would begin to fill his head and heart- and his
pilgrimages to the cave would grow less, until finally, they would
stop. Soon too, he would return back to America... leaving forever
his winged horse in the cave in the woods.

Gwufbuff knowingly bowed his head... thinking now of his own
longings of heart since the man-dreams began. How he would look
now into the starry night skies, and wonder - "...must there not be
some Great Good behind them?" Gwufbuff whispered those words
to himself... and knew now too how for the boy, the winged horse
was his first stirrings that there was something Greater, Mightier,
Nobler than we.

Gwufbuff opened his eyes... but they widened as he drew back,
taking a startled breath - for now the water was becoming blood,
and was troubled and swirling with dark images. The boy had been
lost by the man... and no more were the longings and wonder, but
now, great trouble, pain, terror and war. The comfort withdrew,
and now, even here within the glimmering ring of candles the very
great dread descended. All courage left him now, and Gwufbuff
retreated from the horror... and fled, choking for breath to the
entry.
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Kaffeklubben: Gwufbuff, Boy and Man (PIC)
Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 10/25/2000 19:17 GMT

But as he fled toward it, quite suddenly the entry narrowed before
him! "I will never get through it!", he gasped, swallowing hard. He
turned for an instant, to look back at the fountain- but now it roiled
and turned with violence, as redder and redder it became! And
things... dark shapes, seemed to be trying to rise from it!

His heart began to race, faster than it ever had before. He felt a cry
welling-up within him as a cruel, faceless terror seemed to be
drawing the life and strength from his legs. But he must not! Boys
do not cry out!! Now frozen in dread, he buried his face in his
hands.

But wait! Boy? Hands? Legs?

Drawing his hands away, and opening his eyes- they WERE!!
They were the HANDS OF A BOY!!

"But why wouldn’t they be?", came a voice behind him. "You
ARE a boy are you not?"

Slowly he turned... but no one was there- only the fountain, which
had now gone still and quiet, and the water, now only a pale pink
with blood. The boy now turned, and stepped, cautiously at first,
toward the fountain. As he did his eyes would dart, here, then
there, trying to take in the strangeness all around him. For a second
he paused- and looking again at his hands, and then down at his
legs and feet to be sure, he said- "Yes... yes... I am a boy. Who
asks? .... Sir?"

"Come to the fountain boy." , came the voice again with a gentle
power. Still cautiously, the boy took the few more steps until he
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was there, at the fountains edge. "You are a... talking fountain
then?" , he asked timidly.

"Look into the water.", answered the voice. As the boy leaned over
he strained, for he thought he could see a great, graceful shape
moving and turning far below. "What can it be?", he wondered to
himself, and of a whim wondered- "Is it a walrus?" But it seemed
to lithe, and at its leading end there appeared to be... "A lance?",
the boy guessed!

And just then the shape looked as though it were turning upward,
and growing rapidly larger and larger... UNTIL!!

The boy stumbled and staggered backwards until he landed
squarely on his rump! And looking upward the fountain gushed
and exploded, its pinkish spray going out in every direction... and
from the midst of the roaring tempest rose a beautiful spiraling
horn, and then just beneath it the graceful and noble head of a
Narwhale!!

The boy was still sprawled on the ground, eyes and mouth now
wide-open in speechless wonder! Then the words came to him:

"HOLY JEEPER'S!!"

The boy wobbled himself back to his feet, eyes fixed on the horn
spiraling some 16 feet into the air above him.

"You're... you're a talking Narwhale!?", the boy gasped. (For he
had seen pictures of narwhales in one of his nature books, and
knew what a narwhale was.)

"And more", came the voice of the Narwhale. "But now boy, do
look at my eye." At this, the boy took his eyes from the majesty of
the spiral horn, and looked into the Narwhales great dark eye. As
he gazed into it, something moved within him and took his breath.
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He could not name it- but in that instant he saw everything that
was possible... everything that was ever meant to be.

"I would ask you boy, not to fear.", spoke the Narwhale, now more
commanding, and yet with a kind sympathy. "Why have you fled
from the fountain?"

The boy now thought inwardly- and began, only now, to remember
the terrors and horrid images and shapes. "I was... I was lost sir,
or... it was the man who became lost, and... left me behind."

"The man?", asked the Narwhale. "What man was this?"

The boy puzzled again within- "Sir... I am very confused. I seem to
know the man... but then not. But... didn’t we BOTH run from the
fountain? He... was running beside me, wasn’t he Sir? There was
so much noise Sir... and explosions, and screaming, and... pain. We
could not stay!?"

"Boy", spoke the Narwhale. "What is your name?"

"Why... my name is Butch sir! Charles... Charles William actually.
But my mom and dad always called me Butch!"

"And the man", asked the Narwhale... "Tell me now boy... what is
his name?"

Just as he was about to say it, the boy was seized by the realization.
He brought his hand to his mouth, as his eyes began filling with
tears- for boys do not cry out. He struggled, and swallowing hard
spoke through clenched teeth- "His name is Butch, Sir."

"You, the boy, and you, the man have always been the same", said
the Narwhale gently. "But it is you, the boy, who is the better part
of that man... for you have always been closer to My Heart and My
Kingdom. And it was not until that man could once more become
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like you that he could hear Me and turn. All of his better dreams
came from you... yes, even his dreams to be a soldier. Do you
remember? You loved your father so! And were so proud of him-
for he was a valiant soldier before you. And you would play and
pretend to be like him... laying out your soldiers, and ships, and
tanks in desperate battle upon your bed! Do you remember? And
you swore, even then, and longed for the day when you could be a
soldier true!"

Here, the Narwhale paused to turn his head, and draw his great
eye, itself now seeming heavy with tear, closer to the boy.

"But you were a boy... and could not know the terror and pain of
true war- nor the horrors that men do in it. How, in the end of it, if
they live- they are soldiers above all who pray for peace! And
indeed boy... there is no peace in this broken world that has not had
to be bought with blood, and for the good of others. But alas... no
eternal peace can man buy here."

The Narwhale drew closer still, and in hushed voice spoke-on to
the boy...

"Peace. Be still. I tell you boy, as I tell the man... eternal peace too
must be bought with blood, and has been bought for you if you
believe. A greater enemy than this world has known has been
crushed... even death. So you... and the man- let not your heart be
troubled. Rest now.... and sleep."

When Gwufbuff awakened, he was curled by the wondrous
fountain, with his nose tucked under a flipper. "What a beautiful
dream I've had!" , he thought to himself yawning... "...and such a
delightful rest!"

Gathering himself, he took one last look into the now clear and still
fountain. He thought of the boy, and the man in his dream, and
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smiled. He then made his way, at last, back through the entry. It
was still now dark and moonlit, and his beloved Nor-clan friends
stood just as they were when he left them.

Mini and the Fountain (PIC)
Posted By: Melodee
Date: 10/24/2000 18:29 GMT

Mini saw the other beasts depart, one by one, and she knew where
they were going. Inky had left early on without even consulting her
and the mouse was a little hurt by it. They did most things together
and if it was so important to go to the fountain right away,
well...Mini gave herself a mental scolding. No doubt Inky had her
reasons, as had the others it seemed and so should a mouse, she
deemed. That mysterious fountain in the courtyard was tugging at
the corners of her consciousness too.

It took a long time to skitter through the icy city on her little mouse
feet and she was thoroughly chilled by the time she rounded the
final bend and entered that quiet place. She saw the others,
grouped together, but she felt no urge to approach them. It was
shadowy there, where they gathered, and whether it was the light
or something else, Mini seemed to see, then not see, human beings
amongst them.
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It took but a moment to pass through the opening in the candle-
crowned wall, but it was a moment in which everything changed.
The darkness of the outside bloomed into daylight. Flowers and
grass waved above her in a freshening spring breeze. Beside her,
on the ground, there lay a branch, twined around with rope, one
end of which rose up into infinity in the air above her. At the
utmost edge of her vision, a scarlet diamond was anchored by that
rope.

As Mini watched, the branch beside her began to inch away and
she realized that the thing she was seeing was a kite, it's end there
beside her, with no one to hold it. It skipped a few inches away
from her and Mini came to know, suddenly, that she was to
become the anchor. She was to hold that magnificent kite.

"But I can't! I'm so tiny, I'd be carried away by the wind." Her little
mousy tummy tightened up at the very thought. All the fine things
she had eaten at the feast began to sit very uneasily.

"I will help you," came a deep, briny, beloved voice.
"I can't."
"We can," He answered.

Mini moved closer to where the stick now lay, but she did not
touch it. "I'm afraid," she said.

"I know." And He did know. He knew her fear and He knew what
fear was.

Mini reached out and took hold of the rope. Immediately she felt a
sensation of flying, but she wasn't flying. She was growing! Her
feet were still in the grass, but the rest of her was towering above
the meadow, the grasses only playing about her knees, and the kite
held in her capable girl hands. The same wind that made a
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wildness of her red hair drew the kite high, but she was strong
enough for this.

She laughed in the knowledge of her strength and in the pleasure of
guiding the scarlet kite through the blue sky.

In an instant, she was outside the wall, a mouse again, but not quite
the same Mini, not quite the same at all.

Kaffeklubben - CAST CALL!
Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 10/25/2000 19:36 GMT

Cast Call:

Possum? Canary? Char? Labrador retriever? Otter? Wolf? Mole?
Owl? Reindeer? Anybody?

"...you must become as little children."

The fountain awaits. Next?

Re: Kaffeklubben - CAST CALL!
Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 10/25/2000 20:52 GMT

Whoever hasn’t entered is "next"!

Just a nudge for others to pitch-in their bit, if, and when they can...
elstwise it may eventually need to be "engineered" for them, in
order to get along with the story. But we'd rather see this sort of
thing personally done, as it is to touch on our "actual" childhood
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memories and experiences. Delicate territory, and not easily
touched by others. Which brings me to ask- reluctantly... did you
actually lose someone in the manner you described? I trust not
brother. My sympathy if you did.

What are we looking for here?

"...you must become as little children."

Re: Kaffeklubben - CAST CALL!
Posted By: macwilson
Date: 10/26/2000 01:44 GMT

Brrr had noticed that several of their group had left the table. She
knew where they had gone. She knew she should go, too. But
something held her back.

What was she afraid of? What she would see there? What the
Narwhale would ask of her? That she wouldn't be good enough?
Several times Brrr hopped up as if to go. Several times she sat back
down. 'Perhaps a few more seeds before I go. What's the rush?'

The fear was growing, weighing heavily on her tiny heart. She
realized that putting it off only prolonged the inevitable. Gathering
the little courage she had, and asking the Narwhale to provide what
she lacked, Brrr hopped up and took flight without looking back.

She could see the ring of candles glowing steadily along the wall,
despite the spray of water from the fountain. The water caused the
light to flicker and dance. The sheer beauty of it gave her heart a
tingle. As she flitted through the gate, her body grew heavier and
heavier. Brrr flapped harder but still seemed to be falling. She
cocked her head to the side and saw that her wings had become
arms, her feathers had become fingers. No wonder she was falling.
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She looked down at the rest of her body. Her little legs were
growing, growing until they touched the ground. Now she was
walking, flight an impossibility.

Brrr reached the fountain and peered over the side. A blond-haired
girl with several teeth missing smiled back. They both giggled.
Brrr reached out to touch the girl, and the girl reached back. As
their fingers touched, the image of the girl was blurred. In its place
Brrr saw her canary self.

The canary Brrr did not see the danger behind her. The girl Brrr
looking into the fountain shouted for her to turn around. The
canary Brrr seemed to hear, for she turned and saw......a snake!
There was nothing the canary Brrr feared more than snakes. The
fear paralyzed her. She couldn't move. The snake was coiled, ready
to strike. It weaved its head back and forth. When would it dart
with lightning speed? When would its mouth open wide, wide
enough to swallow a canary whole? When would those fangs
pierce her flesh? Canary Brrr screamed. And screamed and
screamed. She uselessly fluttered her wings, but still couldn't
manage to move from the spot she was frozen to. Now the snake
was striking, darting towards Brrr, but missing. Darting again and
again. All Brrr could do was scream and scream.

The girl Brrr watched in horror. She, too, feared snakes more than
anything. She felt her own heart beating a mile a minute. She felt
her own sweat beading on her forehead. She felt the panic and the
terror, and she screamed and screamed.

But she also knew that she must help her canary self. But how?
Great Narwhale, How? I'm too afraid. You don't understand the
terror. The fear is too powerful.
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Then the still, small voice inside her spoke. "I am here." The girl
Brrr's screams lessened just a little. One had to be quiet to hear the
voice.

There it was again, "I am here", a little louder this time.

The girl Brrr stopped screaming and took a few deep breaths. Then
she reached her hand into the fountain - right for the snake. The
courage it took to do this was not her own. She had no idea
whether the snake was real or simply an image of the fountain.
Those darting fangs could pierce the flesh of her girl hand. But she
reached anyway.

As her hand touched the water, the snake made one last strike. The
girl Brrr nearly pulled her hand back, but she held firm. The snake
disappeared.

Then she felt the Narwhale around her. No longer was it the still,
small voice - but an all-encompassing presence enfolding her in
warmth. She felt her little girl self climb into the lap of the loving
Father where she was cuddled and held tightly.

"Narwhale, I'm so glad that is over. I was so afraid."
The Narwhale was silent. Brrr felt a little bit of the fear come back.
"Narwhale, will there be more snakes to face?"

"Yes," said He, very solemnly and a little sadly. "But I will always
be with you."
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Re: Kaffeklubben - Facing the Fountain
Posted By: Martin
Date: 10/26/2000 04:00 GMT

Martin had fallen asleep after the wonderful meal provided for the
Nor-clan. Upon waking, he discovered that many of the seats had
been vacated, and of those Nor-animals remaining, sleep was still
upon them. "Where is everyone?" Martin thought. "Guess I'll go
outside and take a look."

Upon reaching the outside, Martin noticed a flickering change in
the colors reflected off the ice ceiling in the great city. The source
of the changing lights seemed to be coming from the location of
the fountain itself. "Maybe they have gone to the fountain. If I am
seeing this changing display of color, then I wonder if the others
have already seen it and made their way to the fountain. There's
one way to find out." thought Martin as he made his way to the
fountain.

As Martin padded his way toward the fountain, he began to sense a
tingling throughout his body. As he approached the fountain
entrance, he notice the candles on the wall. "Just like
Kaffeklubben" thought the mole as he began to enter the fountain
courtyard. Suddenly, Martin was jolted by these words....

"PACK YOUR STUFF AND GET THE OUT OF MY
HOUSE!!!" A man was yelling at a boy of 12, who had made some
type of childish mistake a short time earlier. As the boy stood in
stunned silence, the man continued with threats to do bodily harm
to the boy if he did not get his things packed and get out of the
house. The boy obliged with tears streaming down his face. A few
minutes later the boy walked to the back yard of what was his
house and sat his two duffel bags down on a picnic table and cried
some more. Not knowing what to do, the boy stayed at the picinc
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table until being grudgingly invited back into the house by the
man.

Suddenly, Martin realized that he was that boy, and tears came
flowing from his eyes into the fountain. As the ripples spread out
from tear drops, he observed the redness advance with the ripple
waves. The next thing Martin noticed was The Voice. It was The
Voice, which had commanded him to go and face his ice beast. It
was the voice that spoke comfort and peace to the Nor-clan as they
made their way to this city. It was the voice of the Narwhal
Himself.

"You recognize that boy, do you not, Martin?" "Yes, Sir. I do."
Martin replied with a tremor in his voice. The Narwhal continued
"The world that boy lived in was a broken world, just as this world
is a broken world. The beast nature was given control by that
father who cursed his own son, just as the beast nature has been
given control by many here in Atlantis. Do you remember the last
thing the boy placed in one of his duffel bags Martin?" Why Sir, |
do believe it was a special book. It was black and the outside had
two words; 'Holy Bible." "You are correct Martin" said the
Narwhal. "But unlike that father, I long to draw all Atlantis back to
myself, just as I longed to draw you back to me, just as you even
sensed during that time of great fear, pain and rejection by taking
Truth along with you. You and your companions have done well,
little one! The return of Atlantis to my domain is very near!!
Watch and obey, then behold the wonders I will do. My blessing is
upon you, to heal the hurt of that boy, as well as to heal the hurt of
the father as well." With that The Voice ceased. The audience was
over.

Martin next realized that he had been sitting down with his head
hanging over the rim of the fountain pool. His eyes were still
moist, and there was still a tinge of red in the fountain water. "I
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guess it was not a dream after all." Martin said out loud to no one
in particular. "No, Martin. It was not a dream." Martin turned to
see Inky just behind him. "Come and join the rest of us, and tell us
what you saw and heard." With that the two animals joined the
others that had already come before to face the fountain. All had
the sense that the redemption of Atlantis was soon to come. It
remained to be seen how the Narwhal would accomplish the task.

CAST CALL-Fenster repost w/addition
Posted By: Fenster
Date: 10/26/2000 09:56 GMT

Fenster sat at the table and refused to budge. She wasn't going
anywhere, no sir. She stared at the patterns of the glass, the silver,
the plates and....

....she was a girl climbing effortlessly out of a tree and jumping the
last few feet to the ground. It was dark and she began to roam
through the night like a possum foraging. She didn't know where
she was going, she just followed her feet and she felt she could
walk forever. She was looking for something. What was IT? She
walked alone, except for Orion, the Hunter, who was always silent
and kept his distance.

She came to a tree and the grass beneath it was carpeted with huge
black flowers and the air was filled with their scent. She gathered
up an armful of the flowers and now she knew where she was

going.

She walked on further till she came to a small building. The lights
were off, the bell was stopped, and the door was locked. She felt
some outrage. "This door should never be locked and this building
should never be empty," she shouted into the darkness. She lay the
flowers on the steps at the foot of the door and then she sank down
and slept.....
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....and when she awoke, her furry cheek was resting against cool,
wet stones and she could still smell those flowers.

The smell of the flowers was not a dream! Fenster eyes widened in
delight. Here were her flowers floating in the fountain. They had
been given back to her, and they were not black, they were blood
red!

Fenster stood up and started pulling them off the water and handed
one to each of her companions as they gathered around the
fountain. She took the last one and put it back onto the surface of
the water and pushed it gently towards the Arctic Char who was
looking at her with sad, wise eyes.

Fenster knew now that she must do something that a possum never
chooses to do. She climbed up onto the stone rim of the fountain.
She stood there for what seemed a long time to her, sucked in her
breath, and leaped.....

..... falling, falling, falling....would she never hit the water? She did,
finally, with a loud THWACK and an ungraceful belly flop.

She was underwater, holding her breath, and she opened her eyes.
Hands were pushing her through the water. She had hands?! Long
hair swirled about her face. How odd.

Off in the distance she could make out a narwhal and he was
diving down and shooting upwards and spinning around in circles
and it looked to Fenster like he was dancing. And he was singing,
if you could call it singing. It was SO joyful.

And then, although he did not speak, the narwhal said as clearly as
a thought, "Hello! I am with you ALWAYS. Have no fear. All is
well! And then he swam off into the gloom and disappeared.
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Fenster bubbled out the last of her air and shot to the surface,
climbed out, her fur wringing wet, and shook herself dry.

Re: CAST CALL-Fenster repost w/addition (PIC)
Posted By: Rick B.
Date: 10/27/2000 00:12 GMT

Otto suddenly shot straight up in his chair at the great banquet
table. He sat stupefied for a moment, then realized that all the fine
food, drink, and more drink had caused him to doze off. He had no
idea how long he had been asleep, but his whiskers were pressed
flat against one side of his face.

"Wuh, hey... where'd everybody go? Hello? Inky? Gwuff??
ANYBODY HEEEERE?!??

Otto thought he heard a faint crunching sound coming from behind
one of the curtained entrances at the end of the long banquet hall.
There was muffled, urgent speech coming from somewhere, then a
frightened and painful yelp. Suddenly the words became clearer:

"You putrefied stinking carcass of rotting dung!! I said ALL of
them!!

Loud whimpering, followed by: "Please, my vile Master, do not
strike your servant any more. I will capture the little morsel for
you, just let me..."

The words were stifled by a dull splitting sound, like a watermelon
makes when you break it in half. There was a brief gurgling sound,
followed by a "plop" as something rolled against the bottom of the
curtained entrance, far enough to leave a rounded bulge. Instantly
Otto was wide-awake, and any thoughts of another round of that
delicious liquid were now long gone. He quickly ducked beneath
the long trestle table, just in time to see several pairs of clawed,
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hairy legs waddling toward his end of the room. As quickly as you
can say OTTO-here, he shot down the length of the table and was
out the other entrance, taking just long enough to glance back and
see the ugly creatures still searching his place at the other end.

Finding his way out into the courtyard, Otto was in a blind panic.
Where could he hide? Surely they will be right behind him. He
decided to climb up the next stone stairway, which took him to an
outdoor balcony, directly over where he had been sleeping only
minutes ago. There was a very large tree nearby. Otto hopped up
on the railing, then raced along it to the end closest to the tree.
Pushing off with all his might, he flew across the gap and caught
hold of the branches, hanging on for dear life as the springy
oscillations became smaller and smaller. He could see the shadows
in the room below, and more horrible blood curdling sounds. That
was all the prompting he needed - he scurried from one branch to
the next like an oversized squirrel, and coming to the next tree in
the garden, again made an unbelievable leap.

He looked down through the leaves and realized he was now
almost directly over the fountain the others had been discussing at
dinner. The candles around the top of the wall flickered quietly,
totally oblivious to the horrors Otto had just left. He could make
out the shadows of the other Nor-Animals just inside the wall - or
were they? Something was different about them, he couldn't quite
tell. No time for thinking about it now, he had to warn them before
it was too late. Otto edged out a little further onto the small
branch... just a little further... CRACK!! The small crowd below
looked up in unison as a small furry, twisting shadow descended
from above, legs flailing helplessly in all directions --
SPLAAASH, sight in the middle of the fountain, soaking everyone
standing near the edge.
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KAFFEKLUBBEN: Darkness Awakes (PIC)
Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 10/26/2000 18:02 GMT

None could know it- not even the good King and Princess Vesta.
There was an evil spy in their court.

It need not be named, this evil spy- for spy's have no true names,
having forgotten them, and what they once were- many roles, and
many faces ago.

But you would have known it, had you seen it's leering over the
napping Nor-Clanner's who were still at table- as it affected the
gathering of plates and platters... or as it would turn, so as not to be
seen greedily licking platters clean of their leavings. You would
most certainly have known it, had you seen it hunching over to
snatch up bones and swallow them whole. Or more so, had you
seen it's gagging them up behind a curtain, or in some dark hall in
order to crack them and gnaw out the marrow.

"More wine dear friend?", it would say. "More bread?", or, "Is
everything to your satisfaction?", or, "Tis been such a delight to
serve you!"

Far up in the Ruined Tower, Vommel now stood wheezing and
gurgling before the horrid door. It shrank with a knowing grin and
shudder as it reached for the heavy iron knocker... and as always,
just the instant before it's sooty fingers would reach it...

"WHAT IN HELL SHALL IT BE", came the icey shriek from
within.

Vommel wet itself with fear of the delightful horror within, and
could not help but dance on it's soggy toes and chortle as it wrung
it's gritty fists.



THE FOUNTAIN OF BLOOD 249

"Tis it, Oh Most Obscene! Your shriveled toad and servant
Vommel!"

"SKULK HITHER THEN, YOU SIMPLE FILTH!!", it screamed
from beyond the dreadful door.

Vommel half-choked, half-snorted with blissful, delirious fear.
Bowing low, and clutching at its matted chest, it pushed at the
horrid door.

Always, upon entering would come the deathly cold... so tangible
as to feel like a winters gust, rushing out from the far dark corner
where, never quite visible, the Lard was encrouched on its
Unthrone.

"YOU STINK,YOU! LIKE URINE OF DOG!!"
Vommel quite nearly swooned under the compliment!

"OOOOOHHHHHH... it's Most Merciless Profanity! It's slimy
stain of worthless servitude is not WORTHY of such an
accolade!!", whined Vommel.

"INDEED YOU ARE NOT, YOU SQUIRMY MAGGOT!",
wratched the Lard out of it's dark corner.

Again, Vommel nearly swooned beneath the nausea of such
flattery!

"OOOHHHH... it's Lard is toooo kind, and soooo generous to such
a sack of puss as Vommel!!"

"KIND? GENEROUS? WHAT EVER COULD IT MEAN YOU
TWITCHING ENTRAIL??", shrieked the Lard, as flecks of
bloody spittle shot out from the dark corner.
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"OH! But it's Most Heinous!! It grants me such hope!!",
whimpered Vommel.

"HOPE!!", the Lard screamed, it's pink spittle now sprinkling
Vommel’s hoary hide.

"YES! YES! HOPE!!", yelped Vommel, its voice cracking with
mawkish sentiment- "For a maggot, as it's Most Bellicose
Blasphemy has so correctly and graciously called it, may at last
one day become a..." (here Vommel weeps) "... a FLY!!"

At that, from the dark corner a low gurgling growl gathers into a
horrid ear-splitting shriek-

"SHUT THE HOLE IN YOUR FACE YOU PILE OF SWINE
FILTH! I GIVE HOPE TO NO ONE!! NOOOO ONE!!!"

At this, something shot out of the dark corner... a black bony
claw?, a leathery finger?, a tentacle?, a spiny leg?, and struck
Vommel full in it's face, sending it backwards and banging across
the rough stone floor, into an opposite corner.

Writhing with delightful pain, Vommel struggled for breath and
feet. About to vomit, it was interrupted mid-arlp by two ogres
scuttling through the door, dragging a dark bag between them.
Something appeared to be struggling vainly within it.

Nearing the dark corner, one of the ogres pulled a thrashing shape
from the bag. Holding it by its neck, the ogre produced a cudgel
from its belt and clubbed the wretched shape until it went limp.
Laying it on the floor, the ogre backed away.

Then again, from the dark corner... a claw?, a hoof?, a long
crooked finger?, came out and cupped the limp shape, dragging it
back into the darkness.
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"IT IS DEAD", the Lard shrieked! "I DO NOT LIKE THEM
DEAD!" In one dreadful motion the dead shape was flung out, and
the ogre was snatched by the neck and jerked into the dark corner.
There came a shrill cry, and then a snap- and then out from the
dark corner the headless body of the ogre was flung.

The second ogre, now terrified, quickly reached into the bag for
another struggling shape. This time the cudgeling was done more
carefully, like one only tapping the shell of a poached egg. Shaking
it to be sure it was merely stunned, the ogre quickly laid it on the
floor and stood away.

Again, the talon?, the twisted leg?, the withered hand?, scooped the
twitching form back into the dark corner. A few moments passed
in silence... and then the muffled shrieking. A dull crack and
snap... and then the jagged crunching. The ogre snatched up the
empty bag, bowed toward the Unthrone, and fled.

"MMMM-NYOW", mumble-smunched the Lard, its mouth full...
"MMMMWHY HAVE MMMMMYOU COME?", it smuffled to
Vommel, as sprays of red shot from the dark corner, midst floating
tufts of fur.

Vommel was nearly unconscious with it's horrified euphoria- but it
gathered itself to speak.

"It's spy has notified it's Most Eminent Perturbance with unsettling
news it's Lard. The intruders are going to the fountain. It thinks...",
and here Vommel probed for easier words, but there were none.
"...It thinks the beasts may soon become children."

Suddenly, as sickeningly as it had begun, the jagged crunching and
snapping stopped. There was a long and dreadful silence, when
Vommel could only hear the pounding of it's own heart. And
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suddenly a monstrous scream that sent stones toppling from the
Ruined Tower, into the rubbled streets far below...

"CHILDREN!? CHILDREN!? BLAST, HELL, AND DAMN!! IF
THEY BECOME CHILDREN... ALL CORRUPTION IS LOST!!
LOST!! LOOOOSSSST!!"

Vommel lifted it's head, and began howling like a mournful dog.

Posted By: Bluey the Reindeer
Date: 10/27/2000 05:00 GMT

You bag of entrails -- you are useless -- I will go myself. They
must become self-servants and therefore become useless to the
Narwhal! They must not remain children to be used of the Narwhal
-- at all costs they must be turned! I will offer them all their
favorite things -- 1 will cause contentions among them. I will stop
at nothing! After they are thoroughly distracted you my pathetic
Vommel will stand by to sack the NorClan and bring them to the
tower. Understood you worthless flunky!

Down the fountain several strange things began to happen...

Bluey the Reindeer: I have this odd hunger for a candy cane -- |
don't even like candy canes.

Eugene began growling and pawing the ice to get at a nice fresh
fish...

Inky began beating an imaginary ball with her nose and Brr began
hunting for seeds

Meanwhile Fenster, Mini, and Martin had clambered up onto
Bluey's pack cases a begun rummaging and fighting for the
contents of the mysterious pouches.
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"I was here first -- so I deserve the first peek!" they all shouted out
at once. Suddenly they became ashamed -- "what were we doing?"
said Mini
"I'm not really sure..." said Fenster "It was rather bizarre wasn't it?"
"I do feel rather silly," said Martin.

Suddenly out of seemingly nowhere out popped the ugliest ogres
you've ever seen with sacks and sacked the whole party and
trundled them off to the dark tower...

What Maggie Saw (PIC)
Posted By: Melodee
Date: 10/27/2000 17:34 GMT

... that is exactly what Inky saw happen as she gazed again into the
fountain pool. The others were still gathered in the courtyard,
talking quietly or just sitting and thinking and finding, to their
surprise that they were now able to change shape from child-self to
animal-self at will.

Inky having willed herself into her girl-shape, felt the need to be
alone for a while -- yet still close to the others. She went and sat by
the pool, remembering somehow, that she her name was now
Melodee. She drew her knees up to her chest and thought -- yes
that was her name, but it wasn't what she was called. No, she was
called Maggie.

A chill wind ruffled the surface of the pool and a darkness seemed
to be gathering in the depths of it. Maggie could not look away
from the images, which terrified her. The voice she heard,
speaking destruction, death, and filth was coming from an huge ill-
defined dark shape in a dim room. It was speaking to a quivering
thing of ugliness called Vommel. This Vommel was afraid of the
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shape, terrified, a slave to it, but a willing one. He craved the
depravity that leaked from it like heavy smoke.

Terror froze her soul as she heard the conversation and watched
events unfold hardly aware that it was only an image and not
actually happening. She never doubted the reality of the evil.
Maggie almost felt the cruel hands grasping her, gasped with
choking claustrophobia seeing the dirty sack closing, enfolding her
in darkness. Only then, did she finally have the strength to move.

She ran into the courtyard, the vision still gripping her, half
expecting she would find the others gone or in the hands of ogres.
She was shaking with fear and, still unsteady on her new legs, she
careened into a boy she hadn't yet seen and the two of them went
down in a heap.

He was laughing as he helped her up again, and his laugh
proclaimed him Otto, though she had never seen him as boy
before. "Sorry!" she blurted out breathlessly.

"It's okay. What's the hurry, anyway?"

"There's danger...Monsters...Darkness! I'll explain later. We've got
to get out of here!"

What Otto Saw
Posted By: Rick B.
Date: 11/3/2000 13:01 GMT

Otto stood dripping wet, looking at the young lady whom he had
just bowled over. She seemed oddly familiar, although he could
swear he had never set eyes on her before. He unconsciously
scratched the side of his cheek (his what?) with his fingers (wuh
hey, fingers!!?7??). Otto was beside himself, or maybe inside
himself, obviously not quite himself.
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Suddenly it dawned on him that he somehow had become a man
cub, one not quite old enough to be "out on his own", but
nevertheless wanting to be. He looked at the pretty gal before him
brushing herself off from their spill, then glanced around at the
others standing around the fountain, all looking in their direction. It
made him uneasy to be the center of so much attention, and he
unconsciously took a step backward.

As his otter brain began to recall the recent events, he suddenly
forgot his shyness. "Yes, we've all got to get out of here fast --
they're looking for us and I don't think it's for another dinner

party."

God bless,
Otto Matt




Chapter 15

You Must Become As Little Children

For the Nor-Clan -- direction! (PIC)
Posted By: Stanley Anderson
Date: 10/30/2000 20:27 GMT

We (Butch, Melodee, and I) have been recently discussing by
email the possible direction of the Kaffeklubben @ tale and the fate
of the nor-clan. We are thinking that the tale is getting to the point
where it may be difficult to keep going in a non-chaotic way for a
communal story setting without perhaps some sort of general
outline of a plot.

This is certainly counter to the "method" by which these type of
stories have been generated in the past, but this one in particular
has produced such a strong story line (as opposed to the more
episodic tales in the Shire and Bism), that we're wondering if it
might help keep interest and continuity up to have some idea of a
possible direction to head.

We don't want to stifle creativity, so we would want the outline to
be as general as possible so that sidelines could be carried out
without disrupting the overall stream or contradict previous story
elements. With that in mind, Melodee has come up with a couple
of ideas that sound pretty wonderful to me. Butch also had some
follow-up comments and I'll post both of their comments here in
hopes that this will give people some idea of a general direction for
the story to take (in this Atlantis section anyway). Here are their
comments:
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[from Melodee]

Suppose the freeing of the Fount of Blood were to be the catalyst
for the destruction of the ruined part of the city. The idea of free
grace is released and the depraved men start to come to
themselves, realizing their fallen state. They try to get to the King,
but are stopped by ogres, who lay siege to the Kingdom.
Meanwhile, the Frostlings have been alerted, but are cut off. They
have only gotten as far as the water cave.

Our good Nor-Folk conceive a plan whereby they will guide
groups of the men to the water caves, first scouting out underwater
caverns where they can rest from time to time. Covertly they leave
the city via the fountain. Once the fallen-men have been reunited
with their "souls", they can engage the ogres from the rear

[from Butch]

I've posted this morning- to keep up the dark side of the story, and
also, with hope it may inspire some final transition from our
beasts, to our children. Like I'd said... they/we can each "shift"
back to our beasts as needed- but my idea was to bring we kids to
the front to lead the day. (?) Now... what and how they lead, and to
what final end, I do not know!

All of your ideas sound great to me! But, should we lead as
animals, or children. My sense about the fountain is that it is
leading us to the later. We can get more "done" too, I think, as our
own human children. Opposable thumbs. Real knees so we can
ride horseback...
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[from Stanley]

I think these comments and ideas from Butch and Melodee make a
lot of sense and I propose that we use them as guidelines in
continuing on. With that in mind, here is my next addition to the
story (and, by the way, any nor animals that have not yet added
their "Fount of Blood childhood visions" could still do so on the
earlier thread since these won't impact the continuing plot except
to add atmosphere and interest):

Blood of the Fount

Princess Vesta looked around the halls and noticed that all of the
nor animals seemed to have wandered away outside the palace.
She walked out to the gate leading to the fountain and passed
through, already feeling once again the simultaneous longing to
enter the fountain and the dread of each advancing step toward the
fountain.

As she came within sight of the fountain, she saw a group of
figures to the side of the fountain, some, animals she had already
met, along with a few human children. But the children turned, one
by one back into the remaining animals until she saw all of them
but one (the otter was missing) grouped together and appearing to
make a plan of departing quickly.

But now she walked up to the opening in the fountain wall and was
astounded that she could get this far without cowering as before.
The nor-animals, seeing her approach, gathered around behind her
wondering what she would do. And then suddenly there was a
crack from the branch of a tall tree above, and the otter-animal
came crashing down into the fountain splashing all of them with a
spray much larger than any that such a small animal could produce
from that short of a fall.
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The next thing they saw was the streak of a small animal racing out
of the fountain and into the crowd at the opening (Otto was quick
to make his exit!). But this was only a momentary image. For now
the fountain erupted, not with the spray of water that had
previously arched up and down gracefully on and over the interior
of the surrounding candle-adorned wall, but with a flooding
overflow of crimson red that seemed intent on spreading through
the interior, to the opening and on outward through the water
plaza.

The nor animals had seen this image before, yet even with the
knowledge and confidence that they need not fear this advance, yet
a tingling excitement very much like the fear they had known at
their previous encounter with the blood filled their bodies and
minds. They watched as Vesta stood motionless before the flood.
Then, as if by some silently ordered direction, the nor animals
began reaching out paws, flippers, and other appendages and
grasping the one of the animal nearest them until all were
interconnected behind the princess with Inky's tail pressed up
against the heels of the princess.

But as the blood reached her they could not see exactly what
happened to her. For there was a spreading glow and the animals
became disoriented as they once more transformed from their
animal-state. And then behind the princess could be seen a group
of playful children, all holding hands in a large circle looked up
with joyful faces, their eyes flickering happily as though lit from
behind by the flames of small candles. For now truly, the holiness
of the candles that surrounded the Nor-House and the Fount of
Blood, burned with an unquenchable flame from within souls of
the Nor Animals themselves and the Narwhal smiled down upon
his children.
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The blood-red water continued to spread, but only the outward
edge -- the advance guard attacking all it touched, as it were -- held
the rich crimson red colour. Once it had conquered and passed on,
the overwhelmed landscape had returned to it's original colour, but
now with a clarity and sparkle as if refreshed and renewed. If seen
from above, it might have looked not unlike a growing fairy ring of
red mushrooms found in a magical wood of coloured spiral-shaped
trees.

But now the children saw Princess Vesta turn around toward them.
The little girl Maggie let go of the hand she was holding to make
an opening in the ring and Vesta walked to the center. She turned
around to look at each child's face in turn. Then she began to
speak.

--Stanley Anderson
sangreal @jps.net
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Nor-House repost - Jack comes Back
Posted By: Melodee
Date: 11/9/2000 15:36 GMT

As the Nor-Folk were standing around, all arms and legs as they
now were, peering at each other in the half-light and trying to
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familiarize themselves with new faces, there came two distinct yet
disparate sounds. The first was a hollow boom which shuddered
through the ice at their feet. The second was a tiny, tinkling, plink,
as Jack the Frostling came to alight in their midst. He didn't speak
until he had fastidiously furled his silver parasol and had found a
comfortable position to lean against it. They all watched his
movements with fascination.

"Ah, children I see! The Narwhal speaks true." Jack nodded his
tiny head benignly.

Yes, we're children, by the will of the Narwhal, it seems. But we
don't know what it means. Do you sir?" asked the boy Butch.

"What it means, each of you knows better in your heart than I
could ever tell you. There are better questions that I'm more suited
to answer."

"What was that awful noise, Mr. Jack?" Maggie's voice held a
tremour.

"The Ogres have attacked the city from inside and out. That sound
was an explosion planted in the very room in which you dined.
Some of your hosts died tonight, though, thank the Narwhal, the
King and Princess are uninjured. She is tending to the wounded
now, while the King and his guards are dispatching the infiltrators.
That battle will soon be over, but there is a horde of the evil
creatures assailing the city."

"We must go to the King!" said Eugene and the other boys nodded,
indeed Rick made a ten yard dash before sheepishly coming back
to ask where the fight was. It seems that boy and otter were not so
very different.
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"I'm sure there's something we girls can do to help Princess Vesta,"
said Chris.

"Peace children. I'm certain your help would be appreciated, but
this battle is not yours. The task laid on you is the aid of the other
men -- those outside the walls. The fountain you helped to free, is
flowing now through the ruined city and those unfortunates are
beginning to awaken to the will of the Narwhal. The time is nigh
when we Frostlings and those fallen creatures will be reunited in
joy and wholeness."

"But what can we do?" asked Kevin.

"My people are trapped in the water palace. They are safe there,
but it is surrounded by ogres. Somehow you must help to bring the
fallen men to us. They want to come, but they're afraid and
leaderless. They need your help. This is the task laid on you and I
have helped you all I can. Bless you and may the Narwhal help
you!" With that he shook out his umbrella and a skiff of snow
seemed to rise beneath it, lifting him from the ground. He rose
swiftly and their eyes followed him until he was only a shiny speck
like a star on the vaulted icy roof.

""This is the task laid on you. I have helped you all I can.' His
arrival always raises more questions than answers," said Steve.
"How are we supposed to help with ogres inside and out and more
at the water palace? What are these ogres like, anyway?"

Maggie just shuddered having seen one in particular in her vision
in the pool, but Rick had seen them first-hand. "Ugly, big, strong,
armed to the teeth with vicious clawed feet and hands, long fangs,
greyish scaly skin and the coldest, deadest eyes you've ever seen. I
saw some at the feasting room. That's why I arrived in such a
hurry. I wanted to warn you, but then all this happened..." he
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looked down at his newly acquired arms and legs, "and then Jack
arrived."”

"He's right. They're awful, but -- there's something even worse..."
Maggie's voice faltered away.

"What else did you see?" asked Butch.
"I can't..."
"Yes you can," he said gently.

"An evil, a blackness, a thing! I can't describe it, but next to this
creature the ogre seemed a mild danger. The thing seemed like a
solid concentration of filth and hatred and death! It made me feel
so -- so -- hopeless." Maggie started to shake and Carol took her
hand reassuringly. "Whatever it is, it wants us. More than
anything, it wants us!"

Re: Nor-House repost - Jack comes Back
Posted By: Kevin the younger
Date: 11/10/2000 03:31 GMT

"What if we went through the ice tunnels underwater like we did
getting here?" said Kevin rather sheepishly. "I mean I still have
those strange marble like things we used earlier. And what about
that squirt gun? The ogres are terribly afraid of water -- what
would the squirt gun do if we filled it with water from the
fountain?"

KAFFEKLUBBEN: To the Heart of Darkness... (PIC)
Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 11/16/2000 19:49 GMT

KAFFEKLUBBEN: To the Heart of Darkness
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All of them, children now- fell silent and inwardly discomfited at
Maggie's words: "More than anything, it wants us!", she said.

Their little hearts were now filled with all sorts of the images of
nameless fears and dreads that come to children’s hearts! The
"monsters" that live under beds, and in closets or bedrooms at
night if a light is not on, or a door left ajar!

"Can we not just be our animals again?", Carol seemed to squeak-
and just for an instant the tip of a mousy gray tail seemed to peep
from the hem of her dress, and a wee wisp of mousy-whiskers
seemed to pop from her cheeks! But just as quickly they were
gone, and only rosy-pink cheeks remained beneath a tussle of red
curls. "I wasn’t afraid of monsters so much when I was... Mini! I
mean... you saw me scurry straight up Khukma's trunk, 'n kiss 'im
on his big wooly head to wake 'im!! I don’t think I'd do that sort of
thing now... as me- as the girl [ am, that is!!"

"Me neither!", Chris chimed-in. "You all saw me too... when 1
went after that terrible ice-beast possum in our battle up in
Kaffeklubben! I.... I don’t think I could be so brave as... as me- as
the girl I am, that is!!"

But now all of them hung upon her word "Kaffeklubben", and
thought of the warmth of the fireplace crackling there- and the
great cedar table, laden always as it was with sweet, warm loaves
of bread, and thick wheels of rich cheese, pies and cake, and mugs
of tasty hot cider.

Suddenly, Steve gave a hoot!, startling everyone back to
themselves and the present! "Who? Who? Who?", and here he
would look and nod to each one of them... "WHO is not braver
when they think of courage in the past?" They all listened
thoughtfully. "WHO among you recall such 'courage' in the
moment JUST BEFORE your bravery!?" At this, all heads hung,
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as they thought of their terror when they fled the on-coming blood-
and first glimpsed the red icy beasts that pursued. "But courage
came, didn’t it? When it was time for courage, courage came... in
its own way somehow!"

"Steve is right", said Butch- as he thought inwardly... of other
times, and of the boy he was- and the man that boy would become.
There was war... for both of them: the boy, and the man. But never,
it seemed, memories of "being brave". Only the doings of what
was right, and what was needful from moment to moment- as it is
in all of life... the sense of good, and of courage when it was called
for, seeming to come from somewhere else.

And just then, he remembered how, in his boy's world he would
'do combat', quite literally, with his fears. The "monster" in the
closet would not be destroyed by the glow of night-lights, or
bedroom doors ajar, or chairs of books stacked against it.

His father was a cavalryman- and had told him often, that fear
must be met. It must be enjoined face-on, attacked, and only then
can it be- not merely fended-off, but destroyed! It does not mean
being fearless- but understanding the fear of fear itself.

And one night it all came to him. When even younger... perhaps 4,
or 5 years old?, a little boys fear of flight and big noisy airplanes
was overcome- and was transformed into the love of all things
flying! And this overcoming led to yet another as he was assailed
with illness and long stays in hospital. But all of it would be gone
through! For this was a boy now unafraid to fly!

And so one night he taxied her out- his steel "Hubbly" Warhawk...
only a toy: but in his imagination a true rumbling P-40 fighter-
"sharks-teeth" emblazoned on her nose. The great Allison V-12
shuddered with power... her wing-trays heavy with ammunition for
the four fifty-calibre machineguns. Down the runway she sped, her
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tail now rising... and then OFF!, as her wheels leave the ground
and still spinning as they retract!

He banked her and turned for altitude... until finally, there, far
below was the enemy. Stick now forward he noses her into the
steep dive toward the long-feared closet and faceless monster
within. In his vivid imagination he hears her airframe howl as
faster and faster they dive... and then- he squeezes the trigger. Out
ahead of him he sees the tracers ripping into the darkness of the
closet... and then, bit by tortured bit the monster begins to
disintegrate until there was nothing left to fear. The tyranny was
ended.

Coming to himself, almost with a start, Butch looked all round to
the frightened clutch of girls and boys- each of them strangers...
and yet timeless friends.

"We will not win here unless we go straight at the heart of
darkness!", he said. They all looked wide-eyed and still.

"We must go to the Ruined Tower."

Note- Photo of me and my father Charlie C. Olmstead, at an
airfield somewhere in Alabama: 1951-52

May I suggest that, now, since we are our "child" selves- IF we
have actual childhood photo's of ourselves, we might post them!?
Great fun to see I would think!!
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Kaffeklubben -- Prayer (PIC)
Posted By: Melodee
Date: 11/24/2000 03:39 GMT

Maggie looked around at the circle of children, each strange face,
hiding a friend -- friends who had plunged through a cave wall to
save her from the depraved men with spears -- friends whom she
had laughed with as they slid down the tunnel at Oodaaq -- friends
whom she had followed into danger and into joy -- who had argued
and made peace. Suddenly she just couldn't bear the thought of
them going to that dark place. "They don't know! They don't
know!" she cried in her heart.

She could see the resolution growing in them, the boyish faces
becoming more serious and manly, the girls' more womanly.
Maggie had no thoughts then for the Narwhal or his purposes, nor
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for the needs of the Frostlings and the misery of the fallen men.
She didn't even think about Princess Vesta or the King. All
Maggie's thought was centred on her vision of darkness and the
unbearable thought that these people, whom she loved, would fall
into those unspeakable hands and she with them. She put her face
into her hands and wept bitterly.

Caught up as they were in their determination and sense of
purpose, her sudden sobbing took them all by surprise. "Whatever
is the matter, Maggie?" asked Stanley. "Have you got a pain?"

They were all at a bit of a loss. When they were animals no one
had taken to crying.

"Maybe she hurt herself when she had that fall," suggested Carol
casting an accusing eye in Rick's direction and putting an arm
around the other girl. Maggie shook her head.

"Is that it, Maggie? Have a peppermint,” said Steve digging a
rather linty looking offering from his pocket.

"No," sob, "thank" long shuddery breath "you," she managed to
say.

Chris, found she had a handkerchief and she passed it to Carol who
offered it to Maggie who blew her nose rather loudly and went on
crying.

Justin and Kevin were beginning to exchange the kind of glances
that said, "girls" with disgust.

Finally, Butch walked across the circle, took the girl's hands and
pulled them away from her face. "Buck up, Maggie! What's this all
about?"
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This firmer tone did what the sympathy of the others had not. She
stopped crying on one long, indrawn breath, hiccoughed, and
found her voice. "We'll all be killed. You don't know what you're
talking about. I've seen it -- him -- it's a terrible place. We're just
children. We are nothing against that -- that -- horror!"

"But we have the Narwhal," Brian said a little shocked by her
attitude.

"Where!" Maggie snapped, tears starting to flow again as she
lowered her head in shame. Why couldn't she have the courage and
faith of the others?

"Maggie!" This time it was Rick's voice, but serious as it had ever
been. She knew he wanted her to look at him, but she was too
embarrassed. He knelt down in front of her instead, so she couldn't
help but see what he did. He placed his hand over his heart. "We
have the Narwhal here." Maggie knew it was true, even of her
whose courage had so hugely failed. She wondered why knowing
did not abate her certainty that they would all be murdered and
then she began to have an inkling of what must be true. Safety and
happiness were not guaranteed them only the certainty of the
Narwhal’s presence.

Maggie felt Carol's arm leave her shoulders as she too knelt down
with her hand over her heart. She began speaking to the Narwhal in
a soft voice. Others followed her example and finally Maggie did
too, until the whole group of children was kneeling, hands to hearts
before the Narwhal, pouring out fears and asking for strength.




Chapter 16

The Black Tower

Kaffeklubben -- The Black Tower (PIC)
Posted By: Stanley Anderson
Date: 11/27/2000 06:13 GMT

“If the water pistol was a gift to us, surely we should prepare it for
use,” suggested Kevin as the children and Vesta rose from their
prayers. “It’s the only weapon we have to fight with.” Vesta agreed
and handed the plastic toy over to Kevin. He and Stanley walked

back to the Fount of Blood to fill it.

“Even simple liquid water seemed deadly to the ogres — surely
water from this mystical fountain of Blood must have even more
power to help us,” said Stanley. “But we need to be wise as
serpents too. Now the first thing that strikes me is that this thing
does not have much range. We will have to get very close to our
enemies in order to be able to use it properly. And if that is so, they
mustn’t suspect the potential of the weapon if they see it. So be
sure to fill it completely up to the top so that there are no air
bubbles showing — that way, it will look empty and useless and its
appearance may buy us that extra second to get close enough to use
it.”

Kevin removed the cork from the back side of the toy where the
cocking mechanism on a real gun would be and handed the cork to
Stanley. Then he carefully filled it up with water from the fountain,
making sure it filled to the brim. Then Stanley plunged the cork
back into the hole so that it held tightly in place. The two then
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patted each other on the back for a plan well designed and carried
out.

But in the branches of the nearby tree above clung silently a
leering ogre listening to all of their conversations. As the boys
walked back to the other children with their secret weapon, the
ogre slithered back down the trees and lumbered back to his
rendezvous place to inform the other ogres of his discovery and to
aid with their surprise attack.

The children discussed briefly what they planned to do, but they
could come up with no better idea than to simply make their way
to the black tower as best the could and see what they found there.
And just as well — for no plan could they have enacted, and even
the small plans Kevin and Stanley had devised went wildly astray.
For as soon as they emerged from the water plaza into the
otherwise ice-bound portions of the outer city, they found
themselves surrounded by a gang of ogres, hopelessly
outnumbered. Kevin tried to hand the water pistol to Stanley that
he might in turn give it to the Princess Vesta to use on the enemies,
but the ogres, already warned about watching for this dreaded
device, had seen the attempt and dove into the legs of the two boys
tripping them. When Stanley hit the ground the water pistol went
flying from his hand skidding along the frozen ground 20 feet into
the waiting hands of an eager ogre. The ogre held the device aloft
and pranced around in proud victory.

“It has it. Thuh secret weapon of thik dreaded Narwhal-crurz! It
has it!” belted the ogres in unison. Its must takes this children and
thits weapon to the Lard!"

The children were bound and led to the black tower and up to its
pinnacle where dwelt the Lard, unseen, but whose presence could
be felt and smelt even from the entrance to the tower at its
foundations. The children were held in an anteroom before the
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Lard’s chamber and they waited while one of the ogres gingerly
carried the “secret weapon” into the chamber. Kevin and Stanley
both hoped beyond hope that their plan of making the water filling
of the weapon unnoticeable would pay off. But they were soon
disappointed.

The ogre returned from the chamber gleefully displaying another
black socket in his mouth where minutes before a jagged fang had
held its place. He began to speak. “Thits Lard — very pleased witth
discovered device. Children thinks its to have its surprise, but
children mistake. For ogres hidden hear plan of hoorid water in
platstics holder. And moore! Its knowts that platstics holder is
moore thant holder. Its ist GUN! Yess! Its knowts what GUNS do.
Its shootst it. And Lard knowts to shootst it away -- away from
itselfs -- down into pit where Bullet cannot touch its — its witll be
uselesst. And NOT other ugly water will children findit anywhere
in tower. Children are duntt — soont dead.

The children, despite their attempts to each keep a stern face, could
not hide their disappointment at the news that their only weapon
and means of defense had been discovered and taken away to be
rendered useless. But Stanley suddenly got a curious look on his
face. “Bullets?” he thought. “Would these ogres even know what
bullets were?”

The ogre continued. “Me! Me toldt to Lard about secret cork and
how it hides secret water in holer-gun. Lard knowts cork harmless.
Ahh. But Lard knowts Narwhal-crurz its clever and unknownt in
workingt. Lard knowts that secret hurg-water in holder-gun haves
secret power to makes bullet — yhess its knowts what bullets
workingt and howt — secret water makes cork-bullet blast out of
end of holder and destroyt enemy in front of cork end.
Hahahahahattt — Lard knowts to foilt plan of griks-Narwhal foolish
Narwhal. And even moort foolish children to trust Narwhal-crurz.
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Even now Lard its pointing cork into pit and pulling trigger to
watch cork and water spurt down intot pit of endless bottom where
no more hurt can rigihk-water do to Lard or its ogres.”

At this revelation, Kevin and Stanley looked at each other in
sudden recognition and each began to mouth to the other in silent
words “He’s pointing it backwards”. But before they could finish,
the chamber doors blew open with a blast of nasty putrid smoke
and a piercing scream of agony. As the smoke began to clear, they
could see a ring of stones in the middle of the room surrounding a
large hole — clearly the “pit” referred to by the ogre. And out of the
pit trailed wisps of dwindling black smoke of the kind that had
blasted the doors open.

The children could see what must have happened. The Lard had, in
his foolish wisdom fired the water pistol at himself, thinking the
cork to be the dangerous part and so aiming the wrong end into the
pit. The Lard must have then fallen into the pit as whatever had
constituted his face previously had been the target of the deadly (to
it) water of the Fount of Blood. As the children came to this
realization, their fear increased — for now surely the ogres would in
their rage kill the children outright. But even as they began to
cower, the saw another thing happen at the pit. Blood-red Water
rose up out of the pit and began overflowing the sides. The ogres
stared in terror and suddenly began fleeing in all direction. Since
their devotion to the Lard was not one of submission to an
authority, but instead a kind of negative devotion to self that
brought about only a disjointed confusion of one-ness with self-
ness and the resultant blindness to “otherness”, the Lard had been
able to control them with a terror not even as of a despot of
tyrannous rule over his subjects, but more as of an engine turning
subject gears and pulleys at its command. And when that engine
explodes in its destruction, so do the subject gears and pulleys fall
to useless and disoriented tumbling.



274 KAFFEKLUBBEN @: THE DREAMING

As the room emptied of ogres, and the children once more
o’ertaken of the red water at their feet — that same blood water that
had flowed over them at the Nor House Wall and again at the
Fount of Blood itself — they found doors that led to a circular
balcony that ran round the pinnacle of the tower. They filed out of
these doors and spread out around the tower on the balcony and
looked down upon the city below. And there they saw crowds of
Normen gazing up at the strange glow that had emanated from the
top of the black tower. Each child felt a calling to change back into
their nor-animal selves and as they did so, the strange light
engulfed them and shone out over the city so that from down
below, the Normen looking up beheld what appeared to be a ring
of candles in the shape of various animals lit as though from
Heaven. The pinnacle itself sprouted flutes that spiraled up to its
pointed tip so that in effect the sculpture in the water plaza was
brought to life.

And then the blood-water overflowing from the pit found its way
out onto the balcony, up over the edges and soon began flowing
out over the sides, sprinkling a crimson rain down onto the upward
gazing eyes of the Normen below.

--Stanley (aka Eugene the polar bear)
sangreal @jps.net

C
(--:=0-)
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Re: Kaffeklubben -- The Black Tower
Posted By: Rick B.
Date: 11/29/2000 01:55 GMT

Rick had become "separated" from the other Narwhalers, once
again by his own choosing. He had remained behind in the safety
of the fountain, at first mystified by the tears of Maggie and the
effect his words of encouragement had on her. The earnest prayers
of hers and the others seemed visibly to strengthen their kneeling
forms, even as his own words of trust in the Narwhal seemed
somehow to weaken his own resolve. He knew it was one thing to
trust, but quite another to obey.

Rick quietly turned away from the bowed heads of the others and
kneeled down at the edge of the gurgling fountain. Its quiet
splashing seemed to slowly diminish, though, until the rippling
surface of the raised pool became smooth as ice.

"So, Mr. Richard the Lion Hearted, what's become of your lyin'
heart?" He spat on the reflection below him. He stared down at the
floating spittle for a long time, until he was suddenly awakened by
loud shouting and commotion in the surrounding courtyard. Otto,
for his form had already reverted to his old alter animal, nosed
cautiously around the edge of the opening in the fountain wall. He
saw the others being helplessly hustled away by a swarthy band of
ogres. He began to shiver uncontrollably; he, he couldn't stop.

For what seemed like hours, he looked up toward the menacing
tower at the end of the twisting lane leading from the courtyard,
down which the others had disappeared. He knew his friends were
being tortured and slowly killed in that gruesome place. He sobbed
quietly. Slowly, he turned to go slide back into his hiding place,
when suddenly he bumped right into a pair of legs made of solid
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steel. He didn't need to look any higher than the shaggy fetlocks
just above the shiny jet black hooves.

"So, we meet again my little one? Have you not learned by now
that I cannot fight all your life's battles for you?" The tall white
stallion's words stung like yellow jackets, but they were spoken in
a quiet and kindly whisper. Words not meant to condemn, only to
convict. Otto looked up into the dark eyes. He knew it was the only
way. Trust AND obey.

Otto, no, it was now Rick, stood up and turned toward the tower.
He still shook with fear, but he knew who was behind his every
step. Suddenly a great cloud of smoke poured from the vents at the
top of the tower. "Oh---My---God. They're cooking them."

He looked around for anything that might serve as a weapon. He
picked up a fallen branch from beneath one of the trees in the
courtyard. Somewhere from his childhood he remembered an old
Vacation Bible School verse, "I am the vine, you are the branches."
As his pace quickened, his violent shaking began to ease. Suddenly
he stopped. "No, no, NOOooo...!" He saw dark red blood spilling
over the edges of the balcony surrounding the top of the tower.
And then he heard wild cheering coming from a gathering crowd
of Normen around the base of the tower. He was so filled with rage
he charged toward them with his club raised.

"Stop, Rickie, stoppp!!!" He heard Maggie's unmistakable voice
coming from somewhere above him, for he was now in the shadow
of the looming tower. He stopped as the open mouthed group of
men before him stared in his direction. His club now dropped
limply to his side. For there, above him on the balcony, was all the
Norhouse gang. Each was smiling. And below them, the blood-
spattered crowd of men was smiling, too.
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"Hail to the King! The prophecy fulfilled!! Long live the
Narwhal!!! The siege is broken!!!!"

God bless,
Rick B.

KAFFEKLUBBEN: The End of Ruin (PIC)
Posted By: C.W. Butch Olmstead
Date: 11/29/2000 21:40 GMT

KAFFEKLUBBEN: The End of Ruin

The children (for now they flushed like cuttlefish, excitedly back
and forth between themselves and their Nor-Clan forms) waved
wildly to Rick who stood below beaming up and waving back!

"Hail him indeed! Hail the Narwhal!!", cried Rick upward to the
cupola's edge where they stood high-up, very nearly to the top of
the Ruined Tower. For indeed, it was still a ruin- and in their bright
enthusiasm they took no notice of great stones yet dislodging and
plummeting perilously onto the rubbled quadrangle below, often
narrowly missing the Normen who themselves seemed too
overjoyed to note this lingering corruption.

And just as they were about to send-up another cheer - there came
a horrid screech such as they never heard- from far above them...
and as they blanched and looked up, from the highest ledge there
appeared three dark and flailing forms- ogres, who in a blink now
hurtled past them; their belts and clothing smoking as they fell far
far below- then to sickeningly explode, like bags of rotting guts
onto the rubbled street. Soon after them, two more- then three, then
five!

"My soul!", cried Brian- "They're... they're JUMPING!!"



278 KAFFEKLUBBEN @: THE DREAMING

Again the horrid bone-freezing shriek... and they all knew at once,
it was not yet over.

"It's as 1 said", gasped Butch, who- trying NOT to watch the ogres
plummeting by to their deaths, was now holding his forehead and
fighting a sudden dread of the dizzying heights. He now swallowed
back his dry nausea. "We were to go up into the Ruined Tower of
our own will... but we have only been 'taken' this far." He was now
pressing flat and hard against the tower wall, eyes screwed hard-
shut, so immense was his fear of falling now. With what little
strength remained he pulled himself into the door of the anteroom.

"Well... what are you saying then?", gasped Maggie, who just
before ducking in with the rest gave Rick a wave-up.

"I'm saying... it's not done. It cant be done 'till we... go up there
ourselves", answered Butch, now at least relieved to be off the
edge of the outer cupola.

All of them now were filled with a mix- half dread, half anger.
Dread for what yet awaited above... and anger that its tyranny
lingered. More than anything, they wanted it all to be finally
finished.

"Whatever it is then", cried Carol, not at all mousily- "Lets be done
with it!"

"Yes"!, they all cried together. "Look at us!", yelled Justin, "Can
we be ANY more afraid than we ARE!?" "He's right you know!",
roared Stanley... "...and I say ENOUGH!! HOW MUCH WORSE
CANIT BE!!??"

They could not know:

The dark room of the Un-Throne was filled with the sticky vapor
of burned and scalded blood... its sickened air a stench of scorched
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hair and hide. For as the first fleeing ogres had begun to return to
the only warm horror they knew, the Lard snatched them greedily
up as quick as they came through the door- and mercilessly stuffed
them alive into the pit-mouth to stop the blood-tide and flames.
Like a howling writhing fodder they were stuffed and jammed tight
into a dense unrecognizable mass of flesh into the gaping hole...
and nearly as fast as the Lard could stuff them in, they would
bubble and fuse into a horrid, sickening tallow- into which the next
clot of ogres would be thrust!

At this, it was a horror in which even the foulest ogre could not
delight- and they began leaping by the tens, and more, over the
side of the highest parapet... bursting like wet sacks of grease in
the streets six-hundred feet below. But they could not flee fast
enough through the single door- and striking out from the dark
corner... a claw?, a black bony finger?, a talon?, would snatch them
with such violence that many were torn into parts even before
being stuffed into the pit-mouth.

"YES! OH YES!! RUN IF YOU CAN!! LEAVE ME!! LEAVE
MEEEEE YOU VILE TRAITORS!! TRAAAAAITORS!!!"

Then as suddenly as the Lards rage: from a safe and distant corner
came... Vommel- skulking, bobbing and swaying nervously as it
wrung it's filthy hands.

"Not IT! Not IT, O Most Foul... THOU! THOU it's Bangle of the
Necroverce!! It would NEVER leave It!!!"

At this, Vommel itself began to club in the skulls of its under-ogres
and drag their still jerking carcasses within reach of the its Lard.

"See!, it's Lard! See!, O Bauble of Rot, O Prince of Putrifaction!! It
is NEVER It's traitor!! NEVER... NEVER... NEVER!!!"
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And with each "never", another skull would crunch... and another,
and another would be clubbed and stuffed into the spluttering
hole... Until before it could itself realize... only Vommel and it's
Lard were left in the dark room of the Un-Throne.

Besides the spluttering plug of tallow in the pit-mouth, all else to
be heard was a slow labored wheezing coming from the dark
corner. Looking nervously about it, Vommel began to make a
show of busy-ness by beginning to sweep entrails and bones and
bits of hide into a pile.

"IT IS TIRED... AND WOUNDED. IT IS FAMISHED", croaked
the Lard.

"Yes... It MUST be weary... and.... hungered, O Jewel of Spit... it
will.... ", but Vommels bowing mumble was cut off.

"AND YOU SHALL FEED ME!!", the Lard wratched.

A deathly chill now shuddered though Vommel- and blissful
horror flooded it with nausea. So violently did it now shake, that
it's rotted teeth clattered aloud. So utterly sweet was the fear that
bile began to slaver from its cracked lips- and urine began to run

from its rattling legs. Vommels eyes rolled back into its hoary
head...

...and without ever having seen It strike and take it- it was being
chewn alive and whole... feet and legs first into the jagged grinding
mandibles. Even as it's kneecaps snapped and crunched- Vommel
wept for this unspeakable and wonderful horror beyond dreams. To
be eaten alive by it's own Most Hideous Lard... and this undreamed
of hope- to be chewn bottom-up, so that it could look at long last
into the face of all that is Horror...
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And it was just as the children arrived at that terrible door- hearing
the jagged crunching coming from beyond it... that Vommel let
loose a heart-stopping shriek of desperate horror! The children
rushed backwards atop one another- hearing now only a kind of
suffocated and hoarse pleading... a snap, and then silence.

"WHAT IN HELL IS THERE!!" ,came a raspy scream from
inside. Now the children were petrified- and could not move had
they wanted to... and suddenly- the door was wrenched inward
from its rusted hinges! All their eyes went tight-shut, and they
clung to one another like shivering chicks.

"WILL YOU COME HERE... OR SHALL I COME THERE?", the
dreadful voice shrieked!

They felt they were turning to stone. All strength, even the will to
flee was beyond them... when, they could scarcely hear one
quaking voice among them. It was Rick's, who had come up the
tower behind them. "G.. g.. g... greater is He that is in us, than...
what... what... ev... ev... ever's in that room!" - and - "H... h.. HE is
the v... v... vine, and we're the branches.... w... w... WITHOUT
HIM WE CAN DO NOTHING!!!"

And no sooner were the words spoken when all the earth below,
and Ruined Tower began to rumble and reel. So much was it
swaying that it began to sicken and make them dizzy. Only those
outside could see, and know what was happening.

Even from a distance of miles you could see it. The Ruined
Tower... which afar off looked like the tottering ash of a crooked
cheroot... seemed now to be- STRAIGHTENING? No! Not
straightening, but being filled by... and becoming something else!
For somehow... and from somewhere there was appearing the most
gigantic horn of a narwhale that any had ever seen on earth, or
would ever see... rising from the icey earth beneth the Ruined
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Tower, and driving itself upward, ever upward WITHIN the very
heart of the tower!

The Normen below fled away to a safe distance as it grew upward,
higher and higher- displacing the rotted and corrupt shell of the
Ruined Tower which fell-away to the ground far below. And yet,
the horn seemed to be BECOMING itself a tower! The great base
widened and widened- 50, then 60, then 90 feet across or more! So
magnificently huge in fact that the pores of its ivory appeared as
great oblique windows or ports! Driving ever upward- soon the
horn had displaced all else but the very top portion of the Ruined
Tower, which now bobbed perilously at its top, now seven hundred
feet up.

When the great horns end had finally driven itself through the floor
of the dark room, the Un-Throne was itself lifted, last of all, upon
it's tip... and there: now in pure daylight and full view of all,
appeared to be seated a naked and emaciated old man... so gaunt
and atrophied... so decrepit and limpid, as to seem quite
transparent- with only bird-like bones standing out from within its
pellucid skin.

It waved its bony arms about pathetically, as if trying to issue a
final command... but it seemed to grow thinner, and fainter- until
there was but a faint electrical crack... and then nothing more than
a wisp of brownish smoke faded into the air. As it did, the Un-
Throne toppled and fell below at very last.

And it could be heard throughout the streets: "This? This was the
ruiner of a world?"
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KAFFEKLUBBEN: The Birth of Narvalha & Her Children

It took the children longer to come down from the new Beautiful
Tower, than it did to climb the ruined one... for now it was one
hundred and seventy seven feet taller, and filled with all manner of
ivory and intricate wonder. Beautiful rooms and airy balconies
seemed to be everywhere- and sunlight could seem to come
through its ivory walls.

Every turn or so in its spiraling form (and one could as safely slide
down its deep spiralings from top to bottom!) the children would
stop to lean out of one of its pores-become-windows to wave at the
gathering people below, and to provoke cheers! In fact, they would
appear in one as their children... and then in the next, to evoke
laughter and more uproarious cheers, they would appear as the
Nor-Clan... with wings, paws, flippers and hooves waving!

Just as they finally reached the bottom, and to the cheers of all- a
hush as quickly fell, as trumpets blared and into the now beautiful
ivory quadrangle came the King and Princess Vesta on
magnificently regaled white stallions! Behind them great draft-
horses drew something huge and covered in green velvet. The
children looked at one another with quizzical smiles that seemed to
say- "For us!?"
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Words were quietly exchanged between the King and Princess-
and then Vesta dismounted and walked to the portico of the new
Beautiful Tower.

"Citizens of what shall now be forever known as Narvalha... hear
me! These noble hearts", (and here she turned to the children)
"...have fulfilled the prophesy, but by one final point- which we
shall all see here this hour. May He who has come by the form of a
narwhale, but who is King of all the universe- bless and preserve
your steps forever. The steps of you, beloved children. And of you,
beloved Nor-beasts!

As the Narwhale Lord never sleeps nor tarries, but goes ever-on
through the deep sea and His cosmos... so must you His servants,
from world to world, from place to place, from time to time as He
bids you to follow. These shall be your helpers children, as you
make His way your own." (Here the Princess nods, and servants
pull away the great green velvet cover.) There in splendid strength
and glory- a great Viking ship called "Pulse" loomed before them,
having the shape of a mighty plesiosaur!

"No common ship the 'Pulse’ dear children. This you will all soon
know. And no common steeds those aboard and awaiting you."
(And only then did the wide-eyed children see the flaring nostrils
at portside!) "These have waited long for you, and the Narwhale is
already on the move... so soon you must be off." Here Vesta
paused, came to the children and took their wee hands to pray.
Coming to her knee she said: "Lord- may that Wind now come
wither so ever It wills... and the treasures of the snow be opened."

At this a great cold gust rose... and on its tempest rode the
Frostlings- carried up, up, and up about the spiraling Beautiful
Tower and then, it seemed, miles above it where they gathered, as
it were, in a cloud. To and fro within it rippled great fingers of
lightening- and thunder echoed for the first time over Narvalha. At



THE BLACK TOWER 285

first many became afraid- especially the Normen, who still bore a
stain of the beastly.

"Look!", someone shouted, pointing to the sky.... and now, again
for the first time over Narvalha, rain... pure, clean rain began to
fall. And no common rain- it was the Frostlings, set free as life-
giving and cleansing water that now came down upon all the
Normen. And then a miracle... they were ALL of them becoming
children! Free, happy, laughing and dancing children!!

"A kingdom of children father!", cried Vesta to the King, her eyes
welling with tears. "A kingdom of children!!"

"A you will help me rule them wisely, and well dear daughter!",
boomed the king over the dancing and playing tumult, a grin from
rosy cheek to rosy cheek!

"Then we are finished here dear Princess", said Stanley.

"Yes", said Vesta, nodding to the "Pulse" which was already being
born down into the nearby river. "This will draw you out from
here, and by magic will deliver you out onto a fjord above... and
not far from Kaffeklubben."

"Where we began Stanley!", said Butch, with a giddy kind of
irony- and for a moment, quietly they remembered:

(Gwufbuff was looking across the water to Eugene who was just
thinking of looking for some fish to nab for a snack (he was
thinking that all those fish down in the water that he could see
were really just the quantum mechanical wave function of one fish
taking all possible waterway paths and that if he scooped his paw
into the water, they would all collapse into one delicious mouthful
held wriggling in his long claws).
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But before Gwufbuff could say any more or Eugene do any
scooping, a cargo hold opened up in a ship off in the distance and a
variety of strange animals came bounding and crawling and flying
out. "Well what do you suppose this means?", asked Eugene!

"Well one thing it means for certain", said Gwufbuff with a tinge
of worried disappointment, "there will be 'guests' for supper this
evening, and I've nowhere NEAR the rum and sardines to feed that
brawl!" At that he nodded toward the spray and splash of hooves,
claws, feet, pinions and paws that made their way toward them
across the icy low-tide shallows.

"But we really must show hospitality!", insisted Eugene, who was
well more given to company than Gwufbuff. "And besides, old
tusk- what we might lack in rum and sardines, we can surely make
up in conversation!!" (Eugene was the consummate
conversationalist, and always eager to share his thoughts on such
things as the "the mathematical cosmos", powers of ten, and the
awesome prospects of a universe that was at once infinitely large,
and infinitesimally small.)

"Indeed", said Gwufbuff, "and when our grog is dredged away, and
the last sardine is sucked down, you'll no doubt have surplus of gab
for all! I can hear you now... 'Wench! Pub-tender!! Gab for the
house!! Gab for all!!" And come morning, when the mob leaves us
steindry and the floor littered with heads n' tails- no fear!! There'll
be plenty of gab left over... huwah!!

Eugene barely heard a word, for the old tusk often went on and on
like this, and his blusterings, which almost always started or ended
with a "huwah" blown through his bristly whiskers, would end as
quickly as they'd begun. And more often than not, there was
something else that disturbed him, which had little or none to do
with what he was "huwahing". In this case, it was the "new
creatures"”, now quickly approaching- and not that they'd dredge all
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the rum and suck down all the sardines. "But are they like us?",
thought Gwufbuff. By "us", he meant Eugene and himself, and at
least a few others among the spiral-horned narwhales, musk oxen
and reindeer who, like them, had also begun to dream they were
people. It was not the sort of thing one could hide- for from the
creaturely side, there was a certain "scent" that gave the dreamers
away- and to explain it to a dreamless creature was impossible.
That is not to say creatures do not dream, for they do! But of food,
and romping, and fleeing nameless terrors. But never of being a
person... and least of all a person who is dreaming they are a
creature!)

Butch looked to Stanley, and Stanley looked to Butch- both their
eyes filled with tears. And looking about them, all the other
children: Both of their Carols, Melodee (who they also called
Maggie!), Chris, Suzanne, Kevin, Justin, Brian, Gawain, Rick and
Steve. All strangers. All best of friends... and fantastic adventurers
all!

Soon they were slipping away from Narvalha... with Priness Vesta
and the thousands of her Narvalhian children beeming and blowing
kisses from the shore. And His magic current pulled them farther
out... and farther up...
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KAFFEKLUBBEN: The Goodbye Course

As the "Pulse" made her way slowly up the great fjord, the shore
where Kaffeklubben lay was not many miles off.

They all had wondered.. and hoped the "Pulse" may pull-in, but
she did not, and seemed bound for open seas.

Standing together along the rails, and holding cups of hot cider-
they looked longingly to that wondrous coast, remembering the
warmth of the Norhouse and its rich smells... and how everything
seemed to begin here. Maybe even the whole universe! For
anything was possible now.

"Better not to look behind", said Rick- "...if we hope to keep our
courses straight!" (For he knew what ALL of them were thinking.)

"LOOK!", cried Chris. She pointed to a stretch of pack-ice that
sloped upward from them and toward Kaffeklubben. "Is that what I
think it is?", said Kevin. "Someone, quick... grab that spy-glass
from the tiller-box!", said Rick.

Sure enough, as they quietly passed the glass from hand to hand-
they saw them sure...
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...a small band of creatures, all in an orderly line from the largest,
to the small... and wending their way slowly toward a tiny ring of
lights.

The End... ?




