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Prologue

From out of a mist-filled meadow the horse and rider appeared, looking more like shadowy figures
of the spectral world than anything of flesh and blood. Indeed the vision they created looked like
one from hell, as lightning flashed in brilliant bolts of blazing fury, illuminating the mist around
them in an eerie shroud of light.

The charger, black as night and massive in size, could well have been from Satan’s own stable, so
swiftly and silently did he move through the swirling vapor. Galloping with neck outstretched and
tail sailing behind like a banner, the daunting steed flew across the field like a soaring dragon, steam
bursting from his nostrils at every stride. The mystifying appearance he projected was matched only
by the unearthly image upon his back, who appeared to relish the cross-country race with the wind
and the challenge of outrunning the pelting rain sweeping up the valley behind them.

Reaching a canopy of trees just as the first drops of rain began to fall, the horse slowed to a walk
by some unseen command, then stopped completely and reared as the rider gave a long, sweeping
wave to an unseen foe.

Within the span of a heartbeat they both vanished from sight, the fog and falling rain masking the
direction of their escape.



