
The Legend of Duke Ernst of 
Bavaria 
Adelheit leaned out of her bedroom window and smiled. Deep below in the courtyard, two mighty 
warriors were practicing their swordplay. A large group had gathered to watch as they danced 
back and forth, each trying to outdo the other. Both were masters at their craft and neither was 
willing to to offer the other the slightest opportunity. A few of the onlookers glanced up and 
bowed deeply as they recognised Adelheit in her window. Well respected for her intelligence and 
wisdom, she had accepted the leadership of Bavaria after her husband had died. Still young and 
beautiful, she was respected and loved by her citizens, but she longed for the day when she could 
hand over the reign to her son, who was one of the combatants currently engaged in daily 
practice. A tall young man, Duke Ernst of Bavaria was pushing his friend and teacher, Count 
Wetzel, hard. He had the strength of youth and was a courageous and skilled fighter. Wetzel, who 
had been with the family for many years and who had acted as much more than just a mentor to 
the young duke after his father’s death, parried the wild attacks. Wetzel was an experienced 
fighter, seasoned in many campaigns and blooded in battle. He knew that he had to wait for his 
opportunity to strike. Patiently he sidestepped and defended himself against all of Ernst’s attacks. 
Finally, he spotted the moment he had been waiting for. Ernst lunched and Wetzel rolled his body 
away from the attack, striking the young man across the back with his sword. 

‘Well fought, young duke,’ he commented. ‘But you are still too aggressive. Wait for the opening. 
If you attack too early before you are sure to land the killing blow, it will be the last thing you do. 
Others will not use the flat of the blade.’

Ernest removed his helmet and smiled at his mentor. Sweat was running down his face and 
gathered in the beard he had started to grow. Many had noticed that he seemed to try and grow 
facial hair like Wetzel’s huge bushy beard and whilst his efforts looked fairly pitiful in comparison, 
few could think of a better idol for a young man than Wetzel, the loyal servant of the family and 
surrogate father. 

‘One day,’ Ernst said. ‘One day you won’t be able to escape my attacks.’ 

The older man laughed. ‘One day, maybe. When I am old and grey and need a stick to walk. Until 
then, you still have much to learn and you better listen or risk being killed by a peasant with a 
pitch fork who takes a lucky stab at you.’ 

From high above clapping could be heard and the two men looked up. Adelheit was showing her 
appreciation for their work and both bowed deeply. She was grateful for Wetzel’s presence and 
more than once she had thanked her good fortune that made him come back from that ill fated 
battle which had deprived her of her husband. Wetzel had been the first to bend his knee to her. 
He had delivered the dying duke’s last wish that she should continue reigning over Bavaria until 
Ernst was ready and despite the opposition of the nobility assembled, he had sworn loyalty to her 
immediately and offered to mentor young Ernst, who stood shyly in the corner. It was this show of 



loyalty and devotion that had convinced the nobles and one by one they had followed his 
example. Without him, she did not know what would have happened.

The call of a sentry woke her from her daydream. She looked up over the battlements of the 
castle towards the town of Regensburg, her capital, and over the river Danube that was snaking 
its way through the valley. Beyond that, on the road west, she could make out riders. A large 
group it seemed and carrying the imperial banner. News from the emperor, she thought, and 
turned to change into clothing appropriate for a royal emissary.

Wetzel and Ernest looked at each other. The sentry had announced that the royal banner was 
approaching and he had also spotted the standard of the Count Palatine. ‘Heinrich is the nephew 
of the emperor himself,’ Wetzel reminded Ernest. ‘He is one of the highest advisors in the empire. 
This is no regular visit. If he is here this can only mean that there are important reasons. Go and 
get out of your armour and dress appropriately. Now. Ernst was slightly taken aback by the 
sternness of his teacher and frowned. ‘This is not a man who is used to waiting, nor will he think 
kindly of some sweaty and smelling duke.’ Wetzel impressed on his charge. ‘Go now and make 
ready. And, Ernst, be careful. This is a powerful man. Treat him with care and be polite, always.’ 
Ernest bowed his head in understanding and rushed to his chambers whilst Wetzel instructed the 
castle guard and servants to prepare for a lord of the realm to be welcomed.   


Ernst rushed to join his mother in the assembly hall. She looked serene as always and nodded 
briefly in his direction as he took his seat. The Count Palatine stepped forward and bowed deeply, 
proceeding to proclaim that his highness the emperor asked for Adelheit’s hand in marriage. The 
hall fell silent. Nobody had expected these news and whilst a marriage should always be reason 
for joy, all looked at the lady of the keep. Those who knew her well, understood how much she 
still mourned her late husband and yet, this was not an offer to refuse or risk the wrath of the 
emperor or even open war. ‘I will accept his most kind offer,’ the lady answered and sheers broke 
out. Only Ernst and Wetzel saw that her smile was a mask and her eyes told a different story. ‘But 
before we leave, Der count, please allow me to entertain you and your entourage for a few days. 
You must be tired from your travels.’ Heinrich gladly accepted and a feast and tournament were 
hastily organised. Ernst showed his skill in a variety of duels, but Heinrich did not seem to be 
impressed with the young man. He criticised wherever possible and many of the keeps servants 
started to complain about his poor treatment of them and his arrogant ways. Finally, on the last 
evening before the planed departure, Ernst was unable to contain his fury. After the count had 
insulted had laughed with his friends about the young man’s technique during the day, Ernst 
jumped up and threw his glove towards the count. ‘If you know so much better, prove it! I 
challenge you to a duel.’ Wetzel, who had tried to contain Ernst’s anger during the last days, 
sighed. This was the closest advisor to the emperor and soon Ernst’s mother would be married 
and at court. Not a man to pick a fight with. ‘I gladly accept,’ the count answered. ‘In fact, all is 
set up, why not go now?’ The hall emptied quickly, whilst Ernst and Heinrich prepared. Jousting 
had been a favourite past time of the powerful man and he had been a great champion at the 
emperor’s court. Defeating this Bavarian youngling should be no problem, he figured. However, 
over the yers he had stopped practicing and grown slow and fat. At the first clash of lances, Ernst 



catapulted the man out of the saddle and into the mud. Lying defeated and humiliated, Heinrich 
swore revenge. 


The next day, Adelheit and her court left for Mainz to marry the emperor Otto. Ernst and Wetzel 
accompanied her and despite the long journey, the two men continued sparing each night. 
Heinrich watched them closely and Wetzel had noticed that this demeanour had changed. He 
feared for Ernst and tried to stay close to his charge as he did not trust the other man, advisor to 
the emperor or not. On their arrival in Mainz, the party was welcomed with all the emperor had to 
offer and the celebrations of the marriage lasted several days. Otto quickly took the young Ernst 
into his heart and a friendship developed between the two men and was a great relief to Adelheit, 
but a thorn in the side of the Count Palatine. Eventually, Otto declared that Ernst should take 
charge of the protection of the eastern border. No small task for a young man, as there had been 
constant forays into the empire by the normative people from Hungary, who attacked villages and 
towns for plunder and bloodshed. Taking his charge seriously and keen to impress the emperor, 
Ernst raised an army and quickly invaded deep into the territory of the enemy. He himself slew 
one fo the most ferocious chieftains and his courage and skill in battle were admired by his men 
and feared by his foe. Returning from his campaign, he presented the Otto with treasures from the 
eastern lands and the head of the unruly chieftain. In exchange, the emperor presented Ernst with 
commendations. 


Heinrich meanwhile had not stopped plotting against Ernst. The young men’s successes had 
made him more determined than ever that Ernst had to be tight a lesson in humility. The emperor 
noticed the brooding in his advisor and asked him what the matter was. ‘Oh how I wish another 
could answer in my stead,’ the count answered. ‘The news I bring are simply too much to bear.’

Concerned, Otto asked: ‘Is the Empire in peril? Answer me. What is the grave matter you speak 
of?’

‘Worse, my lord. It is your very life that is in danger and there are forces that are plotting against 
you. Forces that are already close to you. Ernst of Bavaria is aiming to replace you. I have solid 
intelligence that he will be using your marriage to his mother and his recent successes to elevate 
himself to your throne after killing you.’

‘You lie!’ The emperor had paled. He loved Ernst like his own son by now, but he had always 
counted on Heinrich, who had been by his side his whole life and helped him accede the throne. A 
more loyal servant could not be asked for. 

‘I wish it was so,’ the Count Palatine responded. ‘In his youthfulness, Ernst has approached lords 
and counts across the empire proclaiming his plans and those most loyal to you have passed this 
message to me in fear he might succeed.’

The emperor’s rage was well known and he immediately assigned Heinrich to lead his army 
against Bavaria, to tear down its castles and to return Ernst dead or alive. Heinrich bowed deeply 
and smiled. We would drive the arrogant young man from his home and raise his holdings to the 
ground.




As Heinrich’s army approached Bamberg, the citizens fled in great numbers. News of the cruel 
deeds of the Count Palatine had travelled fast and Bavaria’s population lived in terror. Fields and 
farms had been destroyed and smaller towns plundered. Ernst how had only just returned with his 
army of veterans patrolling the eastern boarder and continuing to fight against invaders marched 
towards Bamberg. He had discussed the situation with Wetzel and neither man could understand 
why the emperor had send this host against him. It was agreed that they were the likely target of a 
vendetta of the Count Palatine, something Wetzel had feared for a while. Ernst had matured in the 
last months of combat and whilst he was still courageous and a wild fighter, he had also learned 
to control his anger in most situations. Now, the protection of the Bavarian people was of the 
highest priority and whilst Ernst’s army measured far fewer men, he had the advantage of fighting 
alongside veterans against those, who had never seen battle. A whole day the battle raged and 
despite the smaller numbers, Ernst and his army won the day. Heinrich returned to Mainz, where 
he reported this defeat to Otto who declared Ernst outlawed and offered a handsome sum of gold 
for his capture. His fury could not be tamed. Ernst tried sending messages to plead his innocence 
and both Wetzel and Adelheit spoke in person with the emperor to convince him of Ernst’s 
character. None was successful. 


Finally, Wetzel and Ernst came up with a plan. Speyer was to host a big meeting of all lords and 
counts in the empire and it should be there, Wetzel argued that Ernst would be able to proclaim 
his innocence. Others, so he reasoned would back his story. It was agreed that the two men 
would travel to Speyer and hide in the crowd. Fortunately for them, these meetings were largely 
public and nobody would notice them if they stayed hidden and in disguise. As the lords 
assembled, Ernst and Wetzel tried to stay out of sight. They had to wait for the right moment. As 
the Count Palatine rose and once more told the lords that Ernst was a traitor and had to be found, 
the young man could no longer hold back. ‘Liar!’ He moved towards the centre of the hall and 
removed his cloak for all to see his face. ‘You lie. I have never plotted against the emperor and 
have always been a loyal servant. And yet you proclaim my deeds and plots as if you had any 
evidence.’

‘Ah, the traitor shows himself, finally!’ Heinrich could not believe this luck. Had Ernst really been 
foolish enough to turn up at this gathering? ‘It is proof you seek? We know that you have 
approached the lords of this land to rise against their emperor.’

‘More lies from the snake,’ Ernst replied. ‘I have never done such a thing’

‘And yet, many are here to testify. Please, my honourable lords, rise if Ernst has offered you riches 
and holdings in exchange for our beloved emperor’s head.’

Several of the lords present rose and Ernst looked around himself in horror. It was then that he 
realised that the Count Palatine was the real power in the empire and had clearly instructed the 
nobility to follow his every wish. It was not Otto who was in charge and by accusing Ernst, 
Heinrich had further stabilised his own foundations. Rage filled Ernst, both for the deeds against 
him as well as the emperor. Before Wetzel could stop him, the young man had pulled a dagger 
from his belt and thrown it at Heinrich, taking him squat it the heart and killing him before the 
body had even hit the ground. The hall erupted and men ran to their lords to create protection. 



The imperial guard closed a tight ring around the emperor, who had watched the proceedings, but 
not feared for his own life. Ernst, however, noticed none of this as Weztel had already pulled him 
into a group of people who were fleeing the scene and thrown a gown of his head to hide him 
from archers. Together, they managed to escape into the town and by nightfall over the walls, 
where they had hidden provisions and horses should something happen to them. Both men 
thanked their lucky stars for this decision and they quickly rode east. 


Despite Adelheit’s pleading, Otto’s anger knew no bounds. He had extended his rewards for 
Ernst’s head and threatened to invade Bavarian and destroy the country should its citizens not 
deliver the head of the traitor. Secretly, Adelheit sent Ernst gold and treasures for foreign kings 
and advised him to leave the empire and to travel to the holy land on a pilgrimage to Jerusalem. 
Over time, she argued, Heinrich’s treacherous machinations would be revealed and Ernst might 
be able to return. Fearing further reprisals against his people, Ernst wrote to Otto, once more 
proclaiming his innocence and explaining that he and Wetzel would travel towards Jerusalem. The 
next day, he gathered his most loyal fifty companions and left Bavaria behind. 


In Exile 
After weeks of travel, Ernst and his men finally arrived in Constantinople. They had travelled 
through Hungary and the lands of the Bulgar people and whilst their journey had been largely 
peaceful, the despair of the loss of their home had weighed heavily. Constantinople was a gem, 
unsurpassed in all of Europe. Ernst marvelled at the buildings of granite and marble as they 
exposed the city and its many churches. Wetzel went out to the docks each day to look for boats 
that might take them to the holy land and Ernst, despite his dispute with the emperor, was still of 
noble birth and therefore welcome in the finest quarters of the city, where he was advised that a 
group of crusader knights and pilgrims was gathering to make the treacherous journey in a large 
flotilla. One rich merchant was so taken by Ernst and his friends that he offered him his own ship, 
a large galley , which had been outfitted to sail to Jerusalem for trade and that had space for the 
men. Within a few weeks the arrangements were made and twelve ships of varying sizes left the 
harbour. 

‘Does this sight not lift your heart?’ Ernst asked Wetzel as they cruised out into the ocean. ‘Look 
at all of those travellers, all with the same aim and destination. Fate has brought them together.’ 

Wetzel did not answer, for he was worried about the journey ahead. Too many ships had been lost 
at high seas and he knew the dangers of the ocean better than most, having sailed out on 
campaigns in his younger years.


For several days the group travelled without any problems until, a week into their journey, the 
wind picked up. The captain of the vessel began to look towards the horizon uneasily and Wetzel 
also seemed worried. ‘This looks like a storm brewing.’ He muttered to himself. Ernst, never 
having sailed on the ocean before did not appreciate the danger. ‘It will blow over, I am sure. We 



are after all on a pilgrimage to the holy land and the lord will protect us.’ Wetzel was less certain 
about this was kept quiet. The wind increasingly got stronger and some of the smaller boats 
started to struggle. The flotilla had tried to sail towards land but the direction of the wind had 
made this impossible task and it had been decided to stick together closely for protection. As 
night fell though, the storm hit with all its might. Waves crashed against the hull of the ship and 
the men huddled in the belly of their wooden vessel, praying for deliverance. For hours they were 
tossed about by the forces of nature and even Ernst had by now realised their perilous situation. 


The clouds were so thick that it was unclear if the sun had risen yet or not. Slowly but surely, the 
winds slowed and the men came back on deck. Nothing that had not been tied back had survived 
the storm. By good fortune, the sails and rudder seemed in working order and the captain tasked 
the crew to undertake minor repairs to ensure continued safety. The other ships of the flotilla were 
nowhere to be seen and it was unclear where they were. The captain tried to get bearings but 
shook his head repeatedly. Ernst and Wetzel walked up to him as they saw his confusion. ‘What is 
the news? Have we lost our course?’ Wetzel asked. ‘I wish I knew,’ came the answer. ‘If we had 
only lost our course I could navigate us into safe harbour. These readings make no sense though. 
I don’t know where we are and there is no map that will help me work it out.’


Worry turned into despair as the ship drifted for weeks. It had been decided to stay with the wind 
and to try and find land but none had been spotted. Food had t be rationed and cut again as 
stores ran low. The men huddled on deck or below, weakened by weeks without full meals or 
drink. Moral was low and whilst many prayed for their deliverance, others openly contemplated a 
quick death over their prolonged suffering. Finally, the lookout called out that he had seen land 
and men rushed to the side of the ship. Soon they could see it themselves and as future had it, 
they could make out a city with a harbour. Slowly the captain navigated them towards the port. 
Ernst told his men to suit up in their armour. Whilst he hoped for allies, he also wants to take no 
chances as they had no idea where they had landed. The city rose before them with walls and 
towers. And yet, none of the seafaring crew had ever seen it, neither did Wetzel recognise it from 
any accounts he had read. Where they had arrived, remained a mystery. 


As the ship neared the post an early silence fell over the men. No person could be spotted on 
land. The harbour was completely deserted. There were no boats and none of the usual busy 
activity that could be expected. As the captain made to land, Wetzel suggested to ensure that a 
fast departure was possible, as he did not trust the silence that awaited them. Ernst and his 50 
men left the boat and gave thanks for finally feeling sturdy ground under their feet again. Slowly 
they stretched their limbs exploring the harbour, not finding anybody. And yet, it also did not seem 
that people had left in a hurry, for everything was orderly and tidy. The group made their way into 
the city. As the buildings grew taller around them, they spotted an alley of merchant shops and 
quickly explored their stores. Here they found barrels of food, water and wine, all of good quality 
and all ready to load onto the ships. They decided that if they should find the mysterious people 
who lived here, they would offer payment, but for now they would carry all they could to the ships. 



The men quickly informed the crew on the ship and together they started loading. This would take 
some time as all had to be done by hand, so Ernst and Wetzel went further into the city. Ernst had 
spotted a palace, which he hoped would hold a clue to the inhabitants or at least some useful 
items to take. As they entered the palace, the smell of fresh food was overwhelming. Quickly they 
made their way into the hall, which had tables laden with the most delicious looking fruit and 
meals they could imagine. Despite their worries, both men, starved from weeks at sea, started 
filling their plates and eating. Having filled their stomachs, Ernst and Wetzel were about to take 
stock and discuss the next steps, when they heard a noise as from thousands of birds. A quick 
glance from the window showed a group of cranes arriving. But these were no ordinary cranes. 
The were larger than their known relatives and carried weapons. Many were dressed in garments 
and some seemed richly decorated. In the middle was unmistakably a human woman, who was 
pushed along by armed guards, for she was clearly a prisoner, with her hands tied together and 
the the cord held by the richest adorned crane, walking just in front of her. Ernst drew his sword in 
anger, and was ready to attack the birds when Wetzel cautioned him. ‘There are far too many, 
even for you. They will overwhelm you quickly and this will not help the poor woman, who is 
clearly their slave. It seems they are coming this way. Let us hide and wait our moment’. Ernst 
agreed and the two men found a hiding place in the gallery above the hall, where they would be 
able to see and wait their turn. 


Before long, the host arrived and a small group of seemingly high ranking cranes entered the hall 
and sit to feast. At the head of the table was the crane, who was leading the slave woman. Now 
the men could see that she was young, no older than 20 and her clothes were reduced to rags, 
but had been off rich fabric once. She kneed on the floor as her master sat. The other birds also 
sat down and all started eating. Ernst and Wetzel were astonished to see this spectacle as the 
birds struggled to eat food that was prepared for humans with their beaks. Once the food had 
been cleared by more cranes, who seemed to be servants, the entertainment started and 
musicians and dancers performed for the leader. Whislt the two men in hiding recognised the 
proceedings, it was strange to see birds perform this way and many of the sounds and dances 
seemed alien and out of tune to them. Finally, the leader dismissed the guests and was ready to 
retire, the slave girl still on her knees. This was the moment Ernst had waited for and together with 
Wetzel he quickly left his hiding place and stepped out in the open, sword drawn. The crane 
leader, on spotting him, let out a loud cry and started dragging the woman towards an exit. Ernst, 
nimble as he was jumped quickly in the way. Wetzel, fearing re-enforcements headed for the door 
and block it with various furniture. The leader, seeing now way out, plunged his beak into the 
young woman from behind, straight through her heart. With a cry, Ernst stepped forwards and cut 
the head off the bird. As the leader’s body sank to the floor, Ernst caught the woman and gently 
laid her to the floor. ‘I am glad you came,’ she said, struggling to speak. ‘I would rather be dead 
than continue to serve as a slave to these creatures.’

‘What happened here?’ Ernst inquired of her, but she had already breathed her last. 




Wetzel meanwhile was struggling to keep the door closed. The leader’s guards had arrived and 
were trying to push their way in and whilst the cranes were much smaller and weaker than the two 
men, there were enough of them to provide Wetzel with a difficult situation. Quickly the men 
decided to climb through the window and make for the ship. As they ran through the palace, 
some confused cranes started attacking, but the men quickly disposed of those and made good 
progress. However, they had not counted on the birds being able to fly and were overtaken by a 
host of guards, who closed the city gates before them. Being trapped in the city, Ernst and Wetzel 
readied themselves for a final stand. Back to back they waited for the attack.


The men in the harbour had loaded the boat when they heard commotion in the city. Quickly, they 
ran to the gates only to find them locked. Getting ladders from he port, one fo them climbed the 
wall and to his horror could see Ernst and Wetzel fighting for their lives. They were circled by 
crane warriors and killed anyone coming too close. Dozens were already dead on the floor. Their 
archers had not found a target, as the men’s armour and shields were well produced and placed, 
but it was only a matter of time. Quickly the men found some large length of timber and fashioned 
a makeshift battering ram, which they used to break down the gate. Quickly they entered the 
fight, allowing for a retreat to the ship, which the captain had readied for launch. But even as they 
left the port, the cranes pursued, this time from the air. With their bows they send arrow after 
arrow into the crew and knights and where these struck, the men died in agony, as their tips were 
poisoned. Ernst, enraged by this lack of honour, and his men managed to shoot down a few of the 
birds themselves, but they had not loaded many arrows and soon took cover as the captain 
managed to stir the ship onto the open see. Eventually, the birds seemed to give up their quest 
and returned to their city. Ernst and his men were safe. They had lost friends and were back on 
the ocean, which no clue how to reach civilised lands.


Magnet Mountain 

Having escaped the cranes, Ernst and his men travelled for several days. The weather was kind to 
them and the food and water they had taken on board meant a much easier journey than 
previously, although the men were increasingly disheartened by the lack of any information of their 
whereabouts. Each day the captain would check his maps and the lookout would scan the 
horizon without any indication of land. Additionally, the men mourned the loss of their friends. Of 
the 50 Ernst had set out with, only 35 had survived the fight with the cranes and many had to be 
buried at sea, having succumbed to the poison arrows of their foes. Unlike Ernst and Wetzel, they 
had not worn their armour and were much easier targets. 


One morning, about two weeks into their journey, the captain took aside Ernst and Wetzel. He 
looked confused and disturbed. For some time now, he explained, the ship had not been steering 
East, despite the rudder and sail pointing north. For some reason, the boat was being pulled into 
that direction and the speed was increasing. The captain did not want to worry the crew. On open 



sea it was hard to spot this shift, but he was certain that something was happening. Ernst and 
Wetzel were concerned about this development and the three decided to measure the speed over 
time before making decisions. It quickly became clear that the ship was indeed getting faster, but 
not int eh direction intended. Crew members also observed unusual creaking and stress on the 
ship and the men found walking harder, as if steered by a magical force. Since there was no 
hiding the facts, the group debated what to do. Many sailors offered supervisions, but none had 
an explanation or solution. Suddenly the lookout called that he had spotted land. He came down 
the mast and reported a single mountain on the horizon. The captain paled and explained that he 
feared that this was the infamous magnet mountain, which attracted everything made from metal, 
including the ships fittings and everything on it. Quickly the men discarded all metal from their 
person and belt buckles and brooches were taken off. Soon it was clear to even the most 
inexperienced sailor the the ship was speeding towards the mountain, which was not visible to all. 
The creaking increased as nails and fittings tried to escape their places on the ship. Loose pieces 
of metal started moving on the deck and one unfortunate sailor was hit by one and knocked 
overboard. There was no way to safe the poor soul and the other men scrambled to the back of 
the ship, where they felt safest for now. Trusting their fate to god, the men prayed and hoped they 
would be spared in the coming crash.


When it came, it was like an explosion. Wood splintered and bodies hit the water as the galley 
crashed and splintered. Ernst got thrown overboard and could feel the cold water of the sea. He 
had been fortunate not to be hit be debris and like the other men, he had stripped all of his heavy 
clothing before the crash to give him the best chance to survive. He now frantically swam to the 
surface, thanking providence and his mother, who had insisted he learned swimming as a boy. He 
knew that many others were unable to swim and their chances of survival were slim at best. He 
lungs screaming from pain he finally breached the surface. The scene around him was 
pandemonium. Splintered wood was everywhere. Close to him floated the body of one of his 
men. Ernst swam over and turned him around, only to find his head carved in, presumably by a 
heavy object hitting him. The man was dead. Ernst grasped a floating piece of wood and slowly 
made his way to the mountain and the thin beach surrounding it. As he came closer, he could see 
that most of this beach seemed to consist of old wreckage, driftwood and pieces of wares other 
ships had lost when crashing. The mountain itself was covered in metal shards, many rusted, but 
many had just been added by their own ship, forming a thick layer, giving the place the feel of a 
strange statue, to which god, Ernst could only guess. As he arrived on the beach he was hailed by 
Wetzel. The old veteran had also survived with only a few scratches and was now belong the 
young man to stand. Close to exhaustion, the two then combed the beach for other survivors. As 
night fell, so did their chances to find anyone else. Some had managed to land, many more had 
died. Of the 50 men and crew Ernst had sat sail with in Constantinople, only 5 had survived 
alongside Wetzel and himself. As the sun went down behind the horizon the group settled down in 
despair. They had walked around the mountain and its tiny island where they were stranded. 
There was no fresh water or tree. Surely they would die from thirst and starvation.




The next morning, Ernst and his men surveyed their situation. Looking through the wreckage of 
their ship, they found that at least some of the cargo had not been spoiled or destroyed. This 
included some of the food and water as well as clothing, which the men quickly dressed 
themselves in, as the night had been freezing in their wet undergarments. Undressing had saved 
them in the water, but the addition of war, dry clothes was more than welcome. Creating 
makeshift camp, Ernst and his men hauled everything that might be useful in days to come on 
shore, including plenty of wood to start a fire, once dried out. However, even if they were able to 
build a fire to be seen, would not any other ship suffer the same fate? Some where contemplating 
building a raft when one of the men spotted two large birds overhead. As they came closer, the 
men could see that these were no ordinary birds, but griffins. ‘Quickly,’ Wetzel demanded. Pack 
some food and a flask of water each into a small back, as well as a piece of wood that you might 
use as a club.’

Ernst was confused. ‘Are we now hunting Griffins?’ He enquired. 

‘In a way,’ Wetzel replied with a half smile. ‘These creatures are our way of this island. With luck, 
they are here to find food for their young. They are well known for taking sheep, goats and even 
small cows. We will wrap ourselves into the leather hides, which we rescued from the ship and let 
them carry us to their nest. When there, the clubs will help us escape and the packs will offer us 
some provision until we can find more.’

There was no time to discuss the audacious plan. The seven men followed the instructions and 
quickly gathered their gear and wrapped themselves in the hides. The Griffins, upon seeing easy 
prey, feel upon the group and took two each in their enormous claws. Ernst was one of this group 
and he could peak out of his hiding place to see the ocean beneath to disappear behind clouds. 
He closed his eyes and prayed that he might survive this ordeal as well. Suddenly he heard a 
scream as one of the men slipped from his hide and disappeared down. The griffins, unperturbed 
continued on with their journey. After about an hour or so, they defended and Ernst could see 
land. They were tossed unceremoniously and the large birds took off again, to get the other men, 
Ernst could only hope. He himself quickly left his hiding place as soon as he was confident that 
the griffins had left. A beak came down on him and he evaded it in the last second, using his club 
to give the youngster a good smack, before running for cover in a nearby shrub and waiting for 
others. The other three who had been taken with him also joined him and the small group waited, 
hoping that the griffins might return for the others. 

Their luck held firm and a few hours later, the griffins could be seen with more prey that looked 
like men hidden in hides. As the griffins dropped them and disappeared, Ernst and his men came 
out of the shrubs to help their friends. Wetzel and one more had survived. A quick look at the last 
men confirmed their fears. He had been pierced by one of the claws of the griffin and must have 
died during the journey. The men fought back the young griffins to drag the body of this men out 
of the nest, for they were not leaving him to be food to these creatures. They had not been able to 
bury most of their comrades, but he at least deserved a Christian burial. It was now night and 
after Ernst had said a few words about their fallen friends, the small group went on to find a safe 
place to stay overnight.




The next day, they surveyed their surroundings. They had landed in a lush country with olive trees 
and bushes full of berries, which they recognised and eagerly ate. They also soon found a river 
and, assuming that if they were to find any inhabitants of this country they would likely live close 
to a river, decided to follow it towards its source. They travelled for a few days like this. The 
landscape was pleasant and there was plenty of food to be found. One of the men had learned 
how to trap rabbits and make fire as a child and these skills were now much applauded by his 
comrades, for they were able to catch small game and enjoy cooked meat. The vegetation was 
dense enough that they did not fear being seen, as they did not know who might live in this stage 
land, but they kept their improvised clubs close to them at all times, should they need to defend 
themselves. The river meandered along until the landscape started the change and they reached 
the feet of tall mountains. The river, carving into a large canyon, disappeared into a cave and an 
initial inspection gave no indication on how far this cave might reach. The two options were clear: 
either they crossed the mountains on foot or they would have to build a raft and stay on the river, 
hoping it will emerge on the other side. None of the men though that staying on this side of the 
mountain was a good idea, as they had seen no sign of any civilisation. ‘We have no warm 
clothes. Look at the mountains and see their snowcapped tops? We will freeze to death overnight 
unless we find a pass and even then we are at the mercy of the weather,’ Wetzel argued. The 
others agreed and they started to build a raft. This took a long time as they had few tools at hand, 
having lost all of their axes to the magnet mountain, but there were plenty of fallen trees and the 
men fashioned robe from vegetation. Some of the men had also saved the hides they had used to 
fool the griffins and these were now used to tie together logs and create a sturdy boat. As they 
boarded their raft and set out into the underground, the men contemplated the adventures they 
had already endured and could not help wondering if this was to be their last as total darkness 
surrounded them and there was nothing to do but wait and pray.


After what seemed several hours time, they could see a glimmer of light coming from ahead. The 
men had started to tell stories, just to break through the total isolation of darkness and now 
hoped that the end of the tunnel might be reached. AS they came closer though, it was clear that 
this was not daylight. It was light reflected from hundred and thousands or gems, which the walls 
were covered in. Where the light came from, the men did not know, but it was reflected again and 
again by Sapphires, Emeralds and Rubies. Ernst gently stared the raft to one of the walls and as 
they passed use his club to break free a large gem, the most beautiful he could spot. It was as 
large as his fist and captured the light like no other stone he had ever seen. ‘This will be my 
present to the emperor when we return.’ The men nodded knowingly as they had all decided 
individually that the aim of the journey was home, whatever the cost may be. The wonder of the 
underworld passed and the men continued king turns in rowing forward gently and carefully. Only 
feeling the water gave an indication that they were moving at all, but there was little or no current 
against them. How low or wide the tunnel was, they did not know, but they stayed at the side to 
be able to navigate. Progress was slow, but eventually they could see light and this time, it was 
unmistakably daylight. After another hour of travelling, the men reached the opening of the tunnel 



and disembarked their raft and looked around to see a forest of large pine trees towering around 
them.


In the Land of Arimaspien 

After a short rest the companions abandoned their raft and followed the river on foot. Whilst they 
all agreed that it might be easier to continue using it, all had by now enough of travel by water and 
preferred to trust their feet. Before long, they came upon land that showed signs of agriculture 
and quickly fields of produce opened before them. As the surveyed the scene, they saw several 
people working these fields, as well as houses and hamlets and, in the distance, a city. Finally, 
they had reached civilisation. Ernst and his men continued on and found a street. Their plan was 
to find the first person they could and ask where they were. To their great astonishment though, 
the found that the people they could see much clearer now had only one eye and that in the 
middle of their forehead. Even stranger, the people seemed t have spotted them and gathered 
around as if they had never seen anyone with two eyes. They pointed and talked amongst 
themselves and as Ernst approached them to talk scuttled back fearfully. ‘It seems these people 
have never seen the likes of us, just as much as we have never seen anyone like them,’ Wetzel 
commented. ‘Let us head on to the city and hope that there is an authority to talk to.’


As they came to the city, the citizens gathered and more and more people came to see the 
strange two-eyed creatures who had emerged from the forest. This news also travelled quickly to 
the king, whose advisors urged him to close the city gates, for this was the land of Arimaspien 
and the king had many enemies, who wanted to harm his people. However, the king felt that 
friendship might be the better policy and opened the gates to admit the strangers. He invited 
them into his palace and offered them food. Ernst, humbled by the generosity of the man and 
surprised by the common language. It seems that these men conversed in a form of greek and 
this meant that they were able to communicate. Alas, the king and his advisors knew nothing of 
Greece herself or their place in the world and thus the group was none the wiser about their 
whereabouts. The king, however, grew quickly fond of Ernst and offered him to stay and rest.


For several days, the men enjoyed the hospitality of the king and helped out where they could. 
The people of Arimaspien particularly admired their prowess at tourneying and Ernst and Wetzel 
won many duels jousting and sword fighting, much to the delight of the locals. On one of these 
days, the five survivors were presented with armour and weapons from the king’s personal 
armoury, fine weapons all. One day, the king asked Wetzel and Ernst to accompany him on a hunt 
which was his favoured past time. As they rode and talked, Wetzel suddenly sopped smoke at the 
horizon and the group quickly rode to investigate. They discovered a village, completely 
destroyed and burned to the ground. Bodies of men and women littered the floor and even 
children had been slain. After searching the grounds it was clear that this was the work of the 
Sciopedes, an old enemy of the kingdom. These people, the king explained, had only one foot but 



it was broad and tough and they could move extremely quickly by hoping along. They specialised 
in fast raids over the border, taking cattle and provisions, killing all in their way without mercy. As 
more reports reached the king and his advisors it was clear that a large host had been raiding 
along the boarder and was now moving towards the capital keen on capturing more loot. Ernst, 
without hesitation, offered his services and to lead the king’s army. Having seen the youngsters 
skills and abilities, the king happily agreed and quickly raised a small army which Ernst led 
towards the enemy, who were reported to camp close to a river. 


As Ernst and Wetzel approached the enemy they held council. ‘We do not have the numbers to 
fight them in open battle,’ Wetzel warned. ‘The Arimaspiens are kind and friendly people, but they 
are not born warriors and will be slaughtered. We need to find a way to gain an advantage.’ Ernst 
agreed and looked for a long time over the map. Finally he looked at his older mentor and smiled. 
‘Do you see this forest here? I will take half of our force and I will use it as disguise. When we 
attack suddenly, these Sciopedes will be in chaos. If the king is right, they are not keen on an 
honest fight that is not on their terms and will look to retrace across the river. You will take the 
other half of the army and especially the archers and crossbow men. You will cross the river 
further north and be ready on the other side to kill them as they emerge.’ Wetzel was impressed 
with the plan and the two men staid until late discussing the details with their commanders. 


In the early hours of the morning, before the sun had risen, Ernst was creeping through the forest. 
His men were not the professional army he would have like to have under his command, but there 
were many good trackers and woodsmen and he had taken these with him, for they knew the 
area and how to approach without making any noise. The Sciopedes had not bothered putting out 
many scouts and these had been killed quickly and quietly. Now they had reached their 
destination the task was to cause chaos and fear. The men were well instructed and Ernst looked 
to the right and left. On his signal, fires were lit and each man was took a torch in one hand as 
they started to run towards the camp, shouting at the top of their voices. As soon as they entered 
the perimeter, the torches were thrown onto anything that could burn. Tents and stores went up in 
flames and as the Sciopedes emerged , Ernst got his fist view of the men with on foot. Standing 
at 6 feet tall these creatures looked like men, if it was not for this distinguishing feature. They 
move surprisingly fast and nimbler and their branch foot gave them much stability. Ernst took not 
time to contemplate the stance ways of creation and killed the first Sciopedes who was unlucky 
enough to emerge from his tent, just as Ernst was running by. ‘At least they bleed like we do,’ he 
thought, before moving on and inflict more deaths and destruction. As predicted, the plan 
worked. Having been taken by complete surprise and tried to run in panic. There was no 
controlled retreat and now leadership. Many of the Sciopedes were killed and those who escaped 
the immediate slaughter, were driven into the river, only to emerge on the other side and be picked 
off but Wetzel and his archers, who had arrived in the nick of time. None survived but one, who 
was led to Ernst and was taken a personal prisoner.




Great was the joy at court when Ernst returned with the army. Not only had the Sciopedes been 
defeated and unlikely to mount any attacks for years to come, the cost had been very low and 
very few Arimaspiens had lost their lives in the attack. The king declared Ernst general of the 
realm and asked him to stay and train his army, which Ernst gladly agreed to, since he felt grateful 
to the king for the hospitality they had experienced. Glad to be able to pay back the trust and 
kindness, him and Wetzel set out to work immediately . However, the time of peace was short 
lived and quickly news were delivered that the Panuochi had mounted an attack after hearing that 
the realm was besieged by the Sciopedes. These people, the king explained, were always keen to 
take advantage and aim for easy gains. Unlike the Scipopedis though, they did not rely on speed 
but the fact that they were nearly invisible. These people had earflaps that came down to their feet 
and since these were as hard as steel, they could use them to defend themselves. The Pnuochi 
were not numerous, but in past encounters the Arimaspiens had struggled as they had been 
unable to use their weapons effectively. Having the command of the army, Ernst assured the king 
that he would deal with the problem and issued an order to supply al men with a club before 
moving out to meet the new enemy. 


The panocha had camped in a forest, as this was what they were most accustomed to. Once 
again, pondering over maps, Ernst and Wetzel discussed strategy. Clubs had been a good idea 
and these should help the army be more effective, but the men were concerned about entering 
the forest and losing the discipline they had so painfully established. They knew that between the 
trees the battle would break into small skirmishes, which the Panuochi would dominate. Again, 
Ernst decided to split his force and this time, he instructed Wetzel to get tot he other side of the 
forest and set it aflame. Without hesitation the other man took a small force and followed the 
instructions. As the forest started to burn, Ernst and his army waited for the Panuochi, who 
started to emerge in panic. Ernst could see that they were far less numerous than other foes he 
had faced, but these were hardened warriors, who knew how to use their giant earflaps well. It 
took several of his men to bring down these creature, but being able to face them as a battle line 
helped and quickly the Panouchi were overwhelmed and killed. Again, Ernst took one prisoner for 
himself. 


On the armies return, the celebrations lasted a week. Both the Sciopedes and Panouchi had 
threatened and killed the realm for years and there was none who had not lost loves ones to one 
or the other. Ernst and his men were celebrated heroes now and held high places in court and the 
estimation of king and citizens alike. Ernst returned to training the army and was pleased by their 
progress. 


After a few months of peace, Ernst and Wetzel were called to court one evening. A messenger 
had arrived, they were told. As they entered the hall though, nothing had prepared them for this 
messenger. He was huge, at least ten foot tall and broad like an ox. It turned out that he was sent 
by the king of the giants, who lived to the south over the mountains. For years, these giants had 
demanded a tithe for peace and he had now come to claim his due. If he was to return without, he 



claimed, there would be war. He king of Arimaspien was about to agree to the terms when Ernst 
jumped up. He was outraged by the giants claims and despite Wetzel’s best efforts to calm him 
down, he approached the messenger and told him that the king would not pay any tithe and that 
he himself would fight any giant who dared to step on this land. Upon hearing this the giant 
started laughing. ‘You have doomed these people, little man,’ he said,’ and I will make sure that I 
will kill you myself next time we meet’ 

As the giant left, the king was in despair. There was no defending against these monsters, he 
insisted. His advisors also feared that all hope was lost. Ernst, however, asked for permission to 
take the army to the mountains to stop any incursions into the realm. 


Having camped for days in the mountains, the reports from his scouts had been conclusive. The 
giants were on the move. Several hundred of them had come to the border and even Ernst had to 
admit that they would be unable to fight these huge creatures that swung small trees as weapons. 
Gile would have to be once more their path to victory. For now, Ernst ordered a withdrawal and 
decided that luring the giants into a forest might be the best option as their bulk should work 
against them. His luck struck again though and as the giant army arrived in the valley, the weather 
turned and it became hotter. Being used to cooler climes, the huge creatures quickly became 
tiered over lunch time and settled in the shade of a small woodland to rest and sleep through the 
hottest time of the day. They had never feared any attack as nobody had ever been brave or 
stupid enough to try it. Ernst recognised his chance. He instructed his men to strip any armour or 
anything that could make any noice and to creep silently between the giants. On his signal, they 
would kill them in their sleep. By now, the men had been well trained and followed the instructions 
swiftly. Silently, they spread out between the giants and none even dared to breath, as one noise 
could have destroyed their advantage. After what left like eternity, Ernst got the sign that the 
woodland had been filled with men and he nodded to his lieutenants. Quickly the order was 
relayed via hand signals and the slaughter started. The men had taken spear and these were now 
used the skewer the giants hearts and throats. Within minutes the battle was over and Wetzel 
himself had killed the king of the giants. Only one survived, the messenger who had promised to 
kill Ernst during their last meeting. Humbled, he feel to his knees and offered his service to the 
man from Bavaria in exchange for his life, which was gladly accepted.


As they returned to the city, expecting a huge reception and celebration, since messengers had 
already told the king of the great victory, Wetzel and Ernst were nevertheless  downhearted. Both 
men had been keeping track of time and knew that it was Christmas back at home. Both longed 
to see their families and loved ones and grew sad thinking of the celebrations that were 
happening. This melancholy was noticed by the king during the next days and he swore to himself 
to find a way to support the men, who had done so much to help his kingdom. Eventually, a was 
able to make good on his promise when a trader arrived with a ship at one of the kingdoms ports. 
He and his crew had been blown off course by a storm, but their ship was undamaged. They did 
not know where they were, but being two-eyed, the king surmised that they might be able to take 
Ernst and his men on their journey. On telling the young man about this opportunity, Ernst and 



Wetzel hugged each other and the king. They had grown fond of the people of Arimaspien and 
found many friends, but it was home they longed for. Their departure would be a huge loss to the 
kingdom, but the king was an honest man and glad to repay the perceived debt. And so it was 
that Ernst boarded yet another ship with a merchant from Italy. With him came Wetzel and 1 of his 
men. The last two had decided to stay and start a new life, rather than risk further peril. Ernst was 
sad to leave them behind but also glad that they had found a new home. He also took his three 
prisoners who, by now, had all sworn oath of allegiance to Ernst and had become loyal 
companions. 


Travelling to India 

After many months of travel, Ernst and his ship arrived at a small green island. They had seen 
several of these during the last weeks and had stopped to take on provision and water. None had 
been inhabited, but as they landed they could spot a plume of smoke coming from the centre. 
Ernst and Wetzel and the companions got ready their weapons and set out to explore. Coming 
closer, they discovered that there was a village of small houses, hardly big enough for a man to 
enter, even should he crawl. In the doorways stood people less than half the size of Ernst and his 
men. They were dressed in basic clothing and generally seemed poor. On the drying racks were 
strung some fish and they spotted fields behind the village, but these seemed poorly tended. One 
of the villagers, an older man who seemed a leader came forward and threw himself onto the floor 
in front of Ernst, begging him to spare their lives. ‘We don’t have much my lord, but you are 
welcome to take what you wish as long as you spare our lives.’ Ernst could not understand the 
language the man was talking in, but fortunately one of the sailors had heard the tongue before 
and was able to translate. 

‘No harm will come to you. We are not here to rob you. We are looking for information about 
where we are and how to travel to civilised lands.’

On hearing this, the small man stood up and smiled. He reported that for quite some time they 
had known about the cities of the tall people and knew how to navigate there. They even used to 
trade with them, but of recent, they had not been able to do so due to attacks from cranes, who 
had started to attack during the day. The village had once been rich, he reported, but the attacks 
had left them with no way to produce wares in this fertile land. They could only come out at night 
for fear of being taken and were only able to produce enough to feed themselves. They had sent 
out boats but the cranes had attacked those and now they had none left. On hearing this sad 
story, Ernst grew angry. The cranes were his enemy too, he explained, and offered the village help 
and protection. They would also take a small delegation to the land of the tall people as long as 
they pointed him in the right way. The villagers were overjoyed and started to work the fields as 
normal, with Ernst and the others hiding in bushes and huts. 


They did not have to wait long until the cranes arrived; a huge flock descending on the island. 
Ernst knew that the arrows were dangerous, so he had agreed with the villagers that they would 



all congregate in the village centre and once the cranes had landed, Ernst and the others would 
come forth and kill them in close combat. Now, the villagers stood fearfully, waiting for the cranes 
to land. One by one, the beasts approached, chattering between themselves incessantly. As the 
first made to snatch a villager, Ernst and the other men broke from their hiding spots and started 
attacking the birds. In shock and helpless at such close quarters, many tried to fly but the men 
were too fast and cut down the majority. Within minutes, the village was littered with birds and 
Ernst used their bows and arrows to soot a few more out of the sky as they tried to escape. Only 
a handful had survived and they were certain not to return. The villagers thanked Ernst for his help 
and the group spend several days on shore, helping the tiny inhabitants to rebuild. Finally, 
however, it was time to leave and not only did the villagers give clear instructions how to proceed, 
they also send their best navigator and two volunteered to continue travelling with Ernst as part of 
his growing entourage.


The villagers were true to their word and within a few days, the navigator had helped them to 
travel to India, were they landed and thanked the merchant for his services. Ernst and Wetzel had 
decided that travelling overland to Jerusalem would be their best choice from here as they did not 
want to trust their fate into boats again. As they travelled through the city, Ernst and his group 
gathered a lot of interest. His new followers included creatures none of the people here had ever 
seen. As they travelled through the land, word flew ahead and often whole towns and villages 
wold await the arrival of the strange group. The King of India also heard these news and send for 
Ernst, for he wanted to see the group for himself. Without choice but to comply, Ernst travelled to 
the capital and met the King of India, who marvelled at the adventures that the group had 
survived. He was also a shrewd man and knew that these men and creatures would be a huge 
support in his ongoing fight with the Sultan of Babylon and he promised Ernst support should he 
help him in the upcoming battle. Ernst agreed immediately and they set out the meet the army. 


On the day of the battle, Ernst and his group fought at the centre of the line. The giant in particular 
caused fear and despair in the enemy and their success was so great that Wetzel was even able 
to take the Sultan himself prisoner. On their return to the capital, the king was delighted to put his 
adversary into chains and allowed nobody to see him. Ernst asked for the promised support, but 
he King had other plans. He asked Ernst to stay with the army and to take Babylon for India. Once 
this was accomplished, the road to Jerusalem would be free. Ernst grew angry at this betrayal and 
decided to talk to the Sultan instead. As Wetzel distracted the guards, Ernst snuck into the 
dungeon and found the man in chains. ‘If I free you, will you be able to guarantee my journey to 
Jerusalem?’ He asked. However, the Sultan reported that the Kind of India. Was a vengeful man 
and that he would never let him go. He was prepared to pay a huge ransom to the King, if he 
would only listen. And so, Ernst started suggesting that the King asked for a ransom for his 
prisoner. At first, the man was not interested, but gradually Ernst won him over at promised of 
riches and finally, he agreed a deal with the Sultan, who was allowed to leave with his entourage 
once it arrived with the agreed gold. 




As the gold was delivered, the Sultan was freed and Ernst made ready to leave. When the king 
heard of this he stormed out of the castle and demanded Ernst stayed. However, the Sultan 
pointed out that the king had allowed him to leave with his entourage and he had hired Ernst and 
his group as a mercenary. Furious as the king was, there was little he could do if he did not want 
to loose face in front of his army and begrudgingly he let the Sultan and Ernst go. As promised, 
they travelled safely first to Babylon, where Ernst and his companions spent several weeks 
exploring the wonders and sights of the ancient city, and eventually just outside Jerusalem, where 
they bid farewell the Sultan, who returned to his capital. 


As Jerusalem stretched before them, Ernst and Wetzel had finally arrived. They entered the holy 
city and marvelled at the churches and holy sites. A full year they stayed, most of it in devoted 
prayer but also helping to defend the city and surrounding lands against intruders. Ernst’s group 
was well known and respected and great were the sorrows when finally they decided to leave 
towards home. Ernst and Wetzel had left Bavaria years ago and they yearned to see the 
mountains and smell the grass again, whatever the emperors reaction might be. 


The Journey Home 

Emperor Otto and his wife spent Christmas in Nuremberg and, as was common practice 
throughout the festive period, the empress stayed outside the church to distribute food and 
money to the poor and support pilgrims on their journey. A tall hooded pilgrim stepped forwards 
and asked the empress  to listen to his pleas for the sake of her son. ‘You know of my son,’ she 
asked quickly. ‘I have not heard in years. Is he still alive? If you have news, I beg you, please tell 
me.’

‘Your son is alive and well and has survived many adventures,’ came the response.

‘If you make it to Jerusalem, will you pray for him, please?’ The empress asked of the pilgrim.

‘I have returned from Jerusalem and can tell you that he is right here.’

Adelheit looked up and suddenly recognised Ernst under the hood. His faced had changed, but 
his eyes were the same. With tears in her eyes, but not daring to engage too much, the empress 
asked the pilgrim to meet the Bishop of Bamberg tonight for prayer and moved on in her 
charitable work.


When night had fallen, Wetzel and Ernst made their way to see the Bishop of Bamberg, who had 
been instructed by Adelheit to welcome them. He had been an ally and friend throughout this 
difficult time and the empress trusted him. After Ernst had told him his story, the Bishop reported 
that Otto was still angry after all these years, but they decided on a plan to convince him to allow 
Ernst back into the empire. 


The next day was Christmas Day and the Bishop was holding the service with eh emperor in 
attendance. Ernst and Wetzel had once more taken the grey robes of pilgrims and stayed at the 



back of the church. Throughout the service the bishop talked about the need for forgiveness and 
eventually asked Ernst to step forwards. Without lifting his hood, Ernst knelt in front of the altar 
and the bishop proclaimed that here was a man, who had been treated unjustly and asked the 
emperor to show mercy and pardon him. The emperor had been moved by the sermon and asked 
if the man would show himself. Quickly the bishop intervened and pointed out that an act of 
mercy should not depend on the person, but on the ability to be merciful itself. The emperor 
accepted this argument and pardoned Ernst, who stood and lifted the hood. On recognising his 
former enemy, Otto grew furious. However, Adelheit and the Bishop of Bamberg both knelt in front 
of him and so this the congregation. 

‘Long have I travelled, my lord.’ Ernst proclaimed. ‘I have lost many friends and fought countless 
battles. I have seen strange lands and creatures. At all times, I had only one hope: to return to my 
beloved home land and serve my emperor once more. This is all I ask and if you see fit to take my 
life, I will willingly submit it.’

Moved by this speech, Otto took Ernst into his arms and the men agreed to talk later that day. 
When they met again, Otto was told of Heinrich’s machinations and Ernst handed over the gem 
he had protected and carried for years. It was agreed that Ernst would return to his ancestral 
home in Bavaria serve the empire from there. For many years he lived there happily and defended 
the realm loyally against any incursions. Wetzel, as always, stayed by his side and offered advice 
and friendship. Over time, the emperor learned to love Ernst again and took great joy in seeing 
him flourish. The gem, which surpassed all others in the empire, was fitted into the imperial crown 
and it known to this day as ‘the orphan’, the only one of its kind.  
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