One

amatter of principle

the meding wert on and onand on. And on. Evayore, it seemed, had a report to deliver, and was determined to deliver it in the
lengthiest and most tedious manner possible.

Kedrigern heaved a desolate sigh, unfolded his arms, folded them again, shifted his weary bottom, and gazed
for-lornly out the smal window at the glorious midsummer scene. Out there was where a man belonged on a morning
like this. He should be smelling the flowers, counting the clouds, work-ing smdl, helpful spells for jolly peasants—not
sitting through a disma business meseting. But here he sat, feding asif he had been imprisoned in this room since the
dawn of time, like a bubble in a stone.

Hithernils, treasurer of the guild, paused and put down the ledger from which he had been reciting dreary strings of
fig-ures. Kedrigern leaned forward. Deliverance at last, he thought. But his hopes were dashed when Hithernils took
up another ledger, cleared his throat, and began a new litany of expenditures, or collections, or projections, or some
such foday.

Kedrigern made a soft throaty noise somewhere between a groan and a growl and abandoned his efforts at
attention. This was dl nonsense, he told himsdf, and he was foolish to go
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along with it. The very idea of a wizard's guild was prepos-terous. Wizards were solitary workers, like spiders. An
occa-siona get-together for purely socia purposes was very nice, but forma organization, and such things as officers,
and meset-ings, and by-laws, and dues, and passwords, and secret hand-shakes, and lofty titles, were Smply ridiculous.
One would think that the disastrous example of the Brotherhood of Her-mits would have taught people a lesson.

He blamed the a chemists for this notion of organizing. It was automatic with Kedrigam to Hame the dchamigs far any-thing
that went wrong, even the weather, but in this case he hed good cause

Alchemy was farly new to Kedrigern's part of the world, and it had caught on quickly. It was especially popular
with the young, for reasons Kedrigern could only brood about with increasing disgust. Perhaps the attraction lay in
the pompous titles, and the jargon, and the gaudy regdia, and the endless round of windy self-celebrating meetings,
conferences, and workshops that filled the alchemical calendar; they were the sort of thing to appedl to infantile minds
of dl ages. And, too, alchemists were quick to speak of the immediate and lucrative employment opportunities in their
field. No long, dow, re-warding struggle for them; they promised an immediate payoff, something attractive to far too
many people. It took time, a lot of hard work, and a considerable risk to become a redly first-class wizard. One could
pick up a degree in a-chemy in a few years, with no great effort, and a once haul in whopping great fees far the most
egregiousflimiianmay.

No wonder the field attracted the worst and the dimmest, Kedrigern thought sourly. And they're welcome to them,
to dl the castoffs, washouts, and wimps who lack the stuff of ared wizard. He recdled Jadera, a onetime apprentice of
his, aweasdly little scut who had spent his unobserved moments rooting about Kedrigern's workshop for professional
secrets and whom Kedrigern had at last gjected bodily, with great pleasure, from his service. Now, there was a man
born to achemy: he was rotten to the core.

And yet the wretches were successful. Alchemists had quickly become serious competition for established
practi-tioners of the subtle arts. Witches and wizards, warlocks and sorcerers, found old clients deserting them, fleeing
to the fad-dish new alchemists, with their spacious laboratories and

shiny equipment. It was dl flash and glitter, of course. The alchemists never accomplished anything beyond a quick
profit, and yet they somehow got awey with it And ingteed of teking diret and farodfu edion againgt the upgtarts, his feHow wizards hed
reected by fomingaprofessiond arganizattion scarcely distinguishable from a typical alchemists chapter. A aaven and utimetdy
Hf-desrudive reedtion, hethought. Things were falling apart. It was dl downhill from here

While Kedrigern pondered the follies of his colleagues, Hithernils brought his report to an end. Amid restrained
ap-plause, Tristaver rose, smiling his bland habitual smile at everyone. Tristaver fancied himsdf a diplomat, an oiler of
troubled waters. Kedrigern thought him too clever by half; a far hand & shgpe-changing and snde sraghtforward love spells,
but basically a shifty man. But if he was about to announcearecess thought Kedrigam, Tridaver would be redeamed forever.

Trigaver beamed his aile & those essambdled around the table and sad, "My brothers and Sgers | have an announce-ment that I'm
sure will gladden the heart of every wizard in this room...."

Kedrigam smiled and hitched faward on the hard seat in anticipetion of the blessed word adjournmat.

"... And dl our absent friends, as wdl," Tristaver went on. Kedrigam'sheat ssnk. No rdesse dtar dl. More geb.

"We haveasurprise guest this moming, aprofessond ganrtleman of the highest standing in his field. While his chosen fidd
is not our field—indeed, there has been regrettable ill feding betwean our calingsin recant imes—wefed that the recognition of true
aocomplishment mudt teke precsdence over such petty rivaries...," Tristaver continued.



There was a good deal more of this sort of talk, to which Kedigan ped only margrd atention. His mind wes on the impart of
Tridaver's bebbling, nat the bebble itsdf. Supriseguest? 1l feding between our callings? What on earth was Tris up to? And
who was up to it with him? He glanced around the table Hithemils looked smug and Tridaver looked unctuous, but there was
nothing unusual in that. The others gapeared to know no mare then Kedrigam himedf did Canrhoon scowled, Belsheer nodded
deepily, Axpad and his neighbors gazed dreamily into goeoe, but no onelooked like

the bearer of a secret. It was puzzling.

The words "honorary membership" seized Kedrigern's at-tention, and he listened more carefully as
Tristaver concluded.

"... By the unanimous vote of the executive committee. And so, without further delay, | would like to
present our special surprise guest, Professor-Doctor-Master Quintrindus, formerly of the University of
Rottingen, presently Vidting Alchemist at—"

"Tris, areyou crazy?' Kedrigern shouted.

"What? What?' Tristaver said, looking about in alarm. "Who said that? Who spoke?’

"l did," Kedrigern said, risng. With arms akimbo and jaw thrust forward, he looked coldly across the
table at Tristaver and said, "If this is a joke, it's not funny. And if it's not a joke, then you're crazy. The
whole executive committee is crazy."

"Brother Kedrigern, you're out of order," said the Presi-dent.

"Me? Out of order? I'm not the one who invited an alche-mist to become a member of the Wizards
Guild."

"It's entirely within our prerogative,” said Tristaver primly.

"Prerogative, my foot! The man's an alchemist—a notor-ious achemist! He's the enemy!" Kedrigern
cried.

Tristaver had regained his poise. Smiling gracioudy on Kedrigern, he said, "But Brother Kedrigern,
there's no need for Professor-Doctor-Master Quintrindus to remain our enemy. We've been having private
meetings for quite some time—"

"Skulking around in back aleys," Kedrigern muttered.

"Really, Brother Kedrigern,” said the President.

Tristaver ignored the interruption. "And we have discov-ered a very real community of interest between
our disci-plines. It occurred to us that if we were to cease belaboring each other and join forces, the mutud
benefits would be con-siderable.”

"Oh, | see," Kedrigern said scornfully. "Well make them respectable, and maybe they'll send back a few
of the clients they've stolen from us."

An angry murmur arose on dl sides, and Kedrigern took heart. It was clear that his colleagues were as
outraged by dl this as he was. He turned to his fellow wizards and said, "Are we going to let—"

"Sit down, Keddie!" someone shouted.

"Yes, gt down and let's get on with the meeting," another voice said peevishly.

"Don't you redize what's going on? They want to make an achemist a member of our guild. An alchemist!" cried
Kedri-gern, investing the term with dl the loathing and revulsion he coud muger.

"Quintrindus isavery influential man," said Hithernils, wagging afinger a him.

"He's abig name, Keddie," said old Belsheer gently. "Everyone knows Quintrindus."

"Everyone knows he's afraud. They're dl frauds. Alche-mists don't do anything, they just natter on about turning
lead into gold," Kedrigern said, looking from face to face. "Have you ever seen one of them do it?"

"No... but if they ever do, it would be good to have them on our side," Axpad pointed out.

Tristaver pounced on the remark. "Our thinking exactly, Brother Axpad! It will do us no harm to permit Quintrindus,
and perhaps afew other carefully selected alchemists, to join our guild, and the benefits could be enormous. Now, if
there's no further discussion..."

"I want a show of hands," said Kedrigern.

"Oh, redly now," Hithernils sniffed, but Tristaver, smiling benignly, said, "I think we can accommodate Brother
Kedri-gern. Perhaps when he sees the will of the meeting, hell decide to be more reasonable.”

Kedigensnorted.

"Will dl those who support the committee's decision to admit Professor-Doctor-Master Quintrindus as an honorary
member of the Wizards Guild please raise their right hands?' Tristaver said. Hands went up dl around. "Thank you,
brothers and sisters. And those opposed...?"

Kedrigern's hand rose in splendid solitude. Tristaver glanced around the room, chuckled, then said, "Now, perhaps
Brother Kedrigern would like to withdraw his vote so we can go on record as unanimously approving of
Professor-Doctor-Master Quintrinduss membership.”

"l do not approve of that fraud or of any alchemist who ever lived, and | will not change my vote."



A groan arose from the assembled wizards, and Kedrigern heard severa unflattering remarks. He held his tongue
for a

time, but then hecould takeno more Hegdlared from facetofacearound theteble
"Brothers and sisters, you've made your choice. You got Quintrindus, but you lost Kedrigern,” he said. Turning
and swirling his cloak about him with a dramatic sweep of his am he sdked fromtheroom

That evening, camped in a flowery meadow by a swift-running brook, he thought things over. He had no regrets
about his resignation, and wished that he had never gotten involved with the guild in the first place. The invitation to
become a charter member had appealed to his vanity and ovaridden hisgood sense

Orething was oatan therewould beno moearganizartions in his life. And there would be no more wandering, ethe. Thetime
hed cometo sle down.

He hed long possessed propaty on Slet Thunder MounHan. It wes a vay piduresoue spat, abendoned and long un-frequented.
Barbaians avoided the place because tharewes no one | eft there to kill, and nothing to sted. Alchemists, with their cravings for
public attention and their greed for profit, tended to flock to the diies and the nearest wizad wes mary days distant. All other
people feared the ghosts known to haunt the gpproaches to the mountain.

Here Kedrigam would enjoy pesce and sdlitude befitting awizad Hewould have no néghbars, no random visitors no pessershy. He could
purgue without interuption his sudy of counterspdlls and hisexpaimentsintempard megic

There was no question of running short of funds. He was aready the best counterspell man for hundreds of
leagues around, and everyone knew it. He would be semiretired, but ill available for consultations—at a iff fee.
And not to alchemists, or their friends. Especidly their friends in the Wizards Guild

Begt o dl, hewoud souander no mored hislifeon windy medings where the anly thing anyone ever dedided wis thet it was not time
to make a decision unless it was a bad and stupid one. However things worked out, the only voice he woud have to ligen
toin fuurewashisoan

Kediigan hed never bean agregaious men, and the pras-pect of solitude appealed to him. If, in time, he grew londly, there wes
dwaysthe posshility of sseking awife but hedd

not wart to rush into meniage Thelifed awizadswifewes nat for every women It wes infedt, for vary few women A wizard had to marry
with great caution, not impetuosity. He was ill young, for a wizerd—little more than halfway through his sscond
century—and dill engaged in sudy. Therewould be plenty of timeto think of maryingin ancther canHury ar 0.

Heyanned and looked up from his little fire The sky wes dark now, and the night comfortably cool. He laid a smple waming
odl around the paimaie o his campsite and sattled down snugly under the stars. He went to deep directly, and deat soundy
until &fter michight, when alow, reverbarating rumble brought im aweke

Tharewas no danger near, far the gpdl hed nat responded. What wake him wias ndise: a sound like allarge wooden bax, half-filled with
stones, being tumbled end over end. It filled thedr and mede desp imposshle

Kediigan s up, nibbing hiseyes muttaring angrily, and looked about. He could see nothing. The noise seemed to come from
the direction of the brook, and as he listened, Kedrigern perceived an undertone of sadness in it—as if a mountan wae
bemoaning some mishep. He groped indde hisshirt and drew out the medallion that hung around his neck, the only ussful thing he
hed gattenframthe quild Raisngitto his eye, he peered through the tiny hole at its center, the Apature df True Vidon, and sawv
whet was causing the comHmation.

A lumpish figure sood a the edge of the stream, hunched over inaposture of desolation. It looked like an effigy mede of wood and goneand
drt by ingat, hesty hands which then concealed their handiwork by winding it in coarse rags. Its head was a hemisphere
covered with warts and patchy hair, with a nose like a flabby conch shell protruding a good dis-tance befare it. It hed no
dsoamible din Under itsthidkamwas a bundle of rags. From its appearance Kedrigern knew that the thing wesatrdl; and framthe
pirk ribbons binding up its tufted heir, he gathered that it wesfarde

The aedure waswihdly absorbed inher sorowing. Kedhi-gam, with cautious e, gpproached to afew peces ddance and cleared his
throat. When the troll did not respond, he cleared his throat again, louder, but was drowned out by a fresh lamet. This
timehe coud disinguish thewords

"Ah, woe and aas, what's to become of my darling, my dear, my beautiful one!" rolled around the meadow like the
breaking of storm-driven surf against rocks.

"I beg your pardon, maam," Kedrigern shouted in as po-lite a tone as one can manage while shouting.

The trall-woman turned, owly and ponderously, and fixed her tiny black eyes on the wizard. She stared a him for
amoment, then rumbled, "And who do you be?'

"My nameis Kedrigern," he replied, with a deep bow.

"Do you be Master Kedrigern, the great wizard?' she asked.

"I do.l am. Yes"

"Do you be truly able for making spells, and unmaking them if they go bad, and dl?'

"Yes, | do. | can."

"Then that is good fortune to me, for | think that only awizard can do help to me now."

A femde in distress—even afemae who resembled an overgrown midden—stirred Kedrigern's noblest instincts. If
this poor creature needed his help she would have it.



"l am at your service, mdam," he said, bowing once again, and adding a bit of a flourish of the hand.

"Oh, now, that do be nice," she said. "Always such a pleasure to meet ared gentleman.”

"Thank you, mdam. Now, if you'l just tell me your prob-lem, I'll see what | can do."

"Well, it do be with my husband to start. Fine big troll he do be, name of Gnurtt. He be usually found under the Red
Prince's Bridge, or thereabouts. Do you know my Gnurtt?"

"l don't believe I've ever..."

"Well, no matter. Gnurtt do be nothing but abig stone now, and no good to anyone." She paused and sniffled, and
then broke out into awall. "Oh, my darling, my pet, my beauty, what's to become of you now? Oh, crudl, cruel!"

"l beg your pardon,” Kedrigern said gently. "Did you say that Gnurtt is now a stone?'

"He be that. A lovely big menhir, standing proud and aone in the middle of afidd of daisies. He stayed out too late
on Midsummer Night, and the sunrise caught him in the middle of his capering."

"And you'd like me to change him back?"

"Oh, no, Master Kedrigern, never that. | would not ask

you to tamper with nature. That's the way Gnurtt always hoped to go, and he do make a lovely stone. A
beautiful shade of gray he do be now, with a nice rugged surface. Suits him perfectly, it do. Gnurtt never
looked better."

"l see. Then do you want me to turn you into a matching menhir?"

"No need for that, though it do be kind of you to offer. Before dawn | will go up to the field where Gnurtt
do stand, and wait there beside him for the sun to fal on me. And then there will be two fine big menhirs in
the field, and lots of daisies around, and butterflies, and &l. Lovely it will be, I'm sure.”

Kedrigern nodded at the idyllic image. He waited a mo-ment, scratched his chin, and said, "You seem to
have it dl worked out. | don't understand what you'd like me to do."

"Oh, it's the little fellow | do be worried for, Master Kedrigern. If you could give it a decent home..."

Kedrigern looked around. "What little fellow?"

She drew the bundle from under her arm and held it out for his inspection. It appeared to contain a
miniature version of herself, deeping peacefully. The troll-woman's huge lumpy face creased in a amile, and
her tiny black eyes it up with maternal pride. "Look at that, Master Kedrigern. Isn't it the dearest little thing
you ever saw? Takes after my side of the family, it do," she said warmly.

"It has your nose," Kedrigern observed.

"Do you really think so?" she asked, pleased and flattened.

"Oh, absolutely.”

"It do have Gnurtt's eyes, though. Gray as pebbles and so small you do hardly be able to see them."

"They certainly are tiny. And so very close together."

"And the ears. Lovely big ears.”

"Lovely."

"Will you take the little fellow, then?" the troll-woman asked, placing the tiny bundle at Kedrigern's feet.

"Me?'

"No one better then awizard for rasing atrdll-child proper and useful, Master Kedrigern. Ordinary folk be no good for that at

al. Aside from their foolishness about wanting slly little things with big eyes and no noses at dl, ordinary folk just
don't last. They're dl worn out and feeble of body and mirnd beforeatrdl-dhild ishalf groan.™

"But Ilm ru_n

"Your wizard, though, outlives everyone, even us tralls," she went on. "That's provided, of course, that he don't be
caught in a moment of weakness with his magic down. Bt it's a times like those that a good strong young troll is
han-diest. Why, even the little fellow here, sndl asit is, could handle a pair of big strapping barbarians the way you'd
flick pebleswith your finge:"

"It could?'

"Ch, no doubt of it And loyd, too. Your dog it init for loyelty compered toatrdl.”

"W, thet's—"

"And better than any cat when it do come to keeping the mice avey. And wal behaved, too. Gatle as alreze, mogt of the
time, and if it do start to act up, dl you have to do is dam it over the head with a good stout club, and it will un-
dadand. Rase a trdl-child wel, Mader Kedhigem, and you do have a treasure that will last a wizard's lifetime" said the
tral;women, becking avey.

"Butisit housgroken?' Kedrigarn aried desperately.

"That's apradem trdls dont have" she reponded. Turting, she started off, calling back over her shoulder, "Now, if youll
exauzme Mader Kedrigam, | do beinahurry to gt to thefidd wharemy Gruntt iswiting. Have to bein proper position by sunvise, you know.
Wouldn't wart to be caught on theway and tumed into a fodlish lonesome rodk in the midde of the wioods no use to anyone and nobodly to



chat with"

As dhe movad dif with dow, earthrsheking eps, Kedhi-gan cdled, "Thename Doesit have aname?”

"Cdl it what you like, Master Kedrigern," she replied. "It'sno mete. When thetimedo comg itwill leem its proper name”

As the echoes o the rumtding vaice feded, and the trem-bling of the ground subsided, Kedrigern looked down at the little
figure. It was incredibly ugly. It began to wriggle, and kick away the rags thet wrappad it, and the mare he saw f the trdll-child the
moregppelled hewes Madly heed, with huge hands and fet, it wes warty and roughrskinned and spotty. He picked it up, gingerly, and
tried to console it. It kept wrig-ding, and he st it down again. At onceit begen to aa dter itsmather a grest goead.

"None of that, now," Kedrigern said, grabbing it by one

stubby leg and lifting it off the ground. "Mother's going off to be turned to stone. We don't want that happening to
you. Firg thing to do, | suppose, is find you a name. What about... how do you like Rover?' The troll-child emitted a
scream that raised ripples in the brook and caused the bark to shrivel on the nearby trees. Kedrigern grimaced and
quickly assured it, "All right, | won't cal you Rover."

The little creature was till. Kedrigern put it down, and thistime it remained at his side. "That's better," he said. He
stud-ied it thoughtfully and said, "Spot. How does that sound to you, little fellow?"

"Yah, yah!" the troll-child cried happily, and standing on tiptoe, it embraced Kedrigern's cdf in a bruising grip and
placed a hoisy kiss on the wizard's knee.

Kedrigern, who had never had atrall of his own before, was touched by the gesture. He had a natural sympathy for
abandoned children—even troll-children—anyway, and this one was turning out better than he had expected. "That's
agood troll, Spot," he said, taking the creature up in one hand and its fallen rags in the other. "Now | have to get you
al covered up before sunrise, or you'll turn into stone. We don't want that, do we?'

"Yah."

"Of course not. And once you're wrapped up, you're to stay wrapped, do you hear? No peeking.”

"Yah."

"Good."

Once covered up, Spot went immediately to deep. The creature was proving no trouble so far, but like dl trolls it
was rather heavy. That morning they covered scarcely a mile be-fore Kedrigern was arm-weary. He stopped and
arranged a ding that would enable him to carry Spot a his back, cush-ioned by his own smdl traveling pack, and
proceeded much more comfortably.

They emerged from the forest and crossed the empty plain. Barbarians had passed this way not long ago, and lad
waste dl in their path. Farmsteads and hamlets were reduced to charred and tumbled ruins. Fidds were trampled into
muck. All the young trees had been hacked down, and the older ones turned into gallows for those who had not fled.

"These are bad times, Spot, and they seem to be getting worse. Between the barbarians and the achemigts..."
Kedri-

gamshook hisheed rugfuly.

"Yah" cameinafan muffledvoicefrombehindhim

"Itl be nice on Silent Thunder Mountain, though. Youll see. Lots of sun and fresh ar... room for you to run.. .I'll
wak agodl 20 you can gay outinthe sunlight. You can plant agarden.”

"Yah!" onceagain, degpy but happy.

They traveled on, and came at last to the ruined, blasted towa whae Kedrigam lived and warked. In the fading twi-light it
looked comfortably ominous, and he put down his burden withasigh of rdief. It was good to behome

He unlocked the spdl that held the tower secure against intruders, entered, and reset the spell. One could not be
too caefu these days

What wasaruined towear when seen fram the outsde wesa ooy, if somewhat duttered, wizards workshop indde Kedi-gan it afire in the
hig sonefirglaos and the flames quiddy rose to illuminate the interior. An unmade cot stood near the heath. A lage ad vay
messy wark teble oocupied much of the centrd pece Thewdlsware covered with sheves About helf the shalf oace wies taken up by books
the rest by various accouterments o thewizards prafesson, somedf tham nadty to behdld, some unrecognizable as anything in paricular.

Kediigan leaned faward and placad his pdims on the teble in a proprietary gesture. He lifted them a once and began
brushing them together to remove the dust. It was amazing how quidkly dust accumulated. The brazen heed thet served as hisfiling
sysem wasvary muchin nesd of agood dusting, but he decided to put it off until tomorrow, when he could start bregking in Soat.
As he gtood in thought, alarge black saider with ahary body about the Sze df an gople dropped sllently fram the refters and dengled befare his
face

"Hello, Manny," the wizard said, reaching out to scratch the spider's belly. "I trust you've looked after things in my
absence”

The oider waved itstwo fordegs gally in resssurance ltsjenvded eyestwinkled in thefirdignt.

"l have good news, Manny," Kedrigern announced. "I'm gaing to fdlow your exarpeand huild ahouse of my own.”

Manny stopped waving. He dropped ahit lower and penrdulated oMy befare thewizard, obsarving im cautioudly.

"Y aurewdcometo comedong, Manny. 'mgaing toput

in lots of lovely dark corners. Therell be plenty of places to build, and lots to eat.”
As Manny drew himsdf up into the rafters, presumably to mull over the projected move, Kedrigern straightened,



brushed the last traces of dust from his hands, and turned to where Spot sat. The little troll was yawning and rubbing
its tiny eyes with huge clumsy hands. Blinking, it stood and looked around the chamber.

"Yah?' it asked softly.

"WEell be here for alittle while, Spot. | have to pack every-thing for the move, and then summon up a poltergeist to
do the actual moving. That's always atricky business."

lle.r?l

"Well, if you don't work the spell exactly right, everything gets thrown about and smashed to bits. No need to think
of that a the moment, though. Right now, 1'd like a snack and a good night's sleep. Are you hungry, Spot?"

e

"What do you generally eat?"

Spot glanced about, then darted off with astonishing speed into a dark corner beside the fireplace. It returned to
Kedri-gern bearing alimp rat in each hand.

"Oh," said the wizard, swallowing loudly. "I think it would be best if you took your medls outside, then. Keep close
to the tower, and mind you're inside before sunrise."

"Yah!" cried Spot, careening off.

Kedrigern fixed himsdf a smple collation and stretched out on his cot with a sigh of sheer bliss. No more Wizards
Guild. No more torpid meetings. One last journey, to Silent Thunder Mountain, and then no more traveling. Time to
study, to learn new spells and polish up the old ones. If any-one wanted his services, they could just come to Silent
Thunder Mountain and ask. If they could find their way to his house, and if he fdt like helping, he would. And if he
didn't, he wouldn't, and they could go find another wizard, who wouldn't be haf as good.

He adjusted the protective spell to permit Spot's re-entry, then drifted off to sleep, wearied by his long journey, and
enjoyed pleasant dreams. An odd, constricted sensation came over him, and his dreaming grew uneasy. He dreamed of
an insect hovering near, a nasty snickering thing with a pinched human face, and raised a hand to brush it away. The
hand hit

something cdd and herd and sharp, and Kedrigem camewideaweke on the indartt.

Hefraze A heiry, dirty, enationless face looked down on him and alarge svord wiss poised less then afinga’s breedth above his chest.
The reek of stale sweat, blood, smoke, and rancid grease assailed his nostrils. A barbarian was here, in his ssnduary,
danding over hisvay oot

This was impossible. A nightmare. No barbarian could penetrate the spell that guarded this tower. Kedrigern closed
his eyes tight, then looked again. The barbarian was still therg looking and sTdlling as barbatic ssever. Impossibleit might be, bt it
was\vay red.

Another figure appeared at the opposite side of the cot. Kedrigern did not recognize him &t first in the dim light, but
when he heard oft, reping leughter, heknew.

"l penetrated your $pell, Master Kedrigern. Remember me?Ramamba Jedard, whom you once threw bodily out of thistover?!

A

"Don't try to speak or movel" Jadera cried. "l know the spells you can work with a single word. If you try anything,
Krogg will kill you. Just be ill, and listen to me You said I'd never be a wizard. You were right, for a time. No wizard
would receive me once you cast me out. But the alchemists wdoomed mg and todk mein, and taught me I'm an ddhemig now,
but | never forsook my wizady studies, and now I'm about to become more powerful than any of you. I'm going to leam dl your
countergpdlls” Jedad laughed agein, alow unpleasant ragp of sound. "Everyone knows thet Megter Kedrigern is the great authority on
counterspells. But soon Jdad will bethe autharity, and no anewill be ssfe behind agpdl if | choose to undo it. With Krogg and his bend
to attend to the necessary physical details, | will rule dl the land one day. And | will rule with a heavy hand, | promise
you. They will dl pay dearly for negledting me"

"Kill wizard now?' said thebarbarian

"Nat ye, Kragg Wewant the megter to ansiver aquestion ar two!" Jedard laughed oncemarg and bent to ssy corfidenttidly, "If Krogg
asks a question, you will answer, Master Kedrigern. Krogg knows tricks that would make a statue tak.”

"Wizard tak, he try make spell. Kill wizard now," said Krogg.

Jadera paused in his gloating to stare thoughtfully a the shaggy swordsman. His gaze flickered from Krogg to
Kedri-gern, lingered on the wizard, and returned to the barbarian. "You may be right, Krogg," he said. "Perhaps it
would be wiser to—"

Suddenly Krogg jerked upward, asif he had grown afoot taler in an instant. He gave a startled grunt, and then he
flew across the chamber to dam full force into the stone chimney with a noise like a fdled ox landing on a bundle of
dry twigs. He adhered to the stone for a moment, then dowly peeled off and dropped to the floor.

With aword and a gesture, Kedrigern froze Jaderal into immobility. It was only a short-term spell, but sufficient for
his purposes. The firg thing he had to do was find out who, or what, had so effectively removed Krogg from the
picture. As he glanced about the chamber, Spot hopped onto the cot and bounced merrily up and down.

"Yah! Yah!" it cried triumphantly.

“ou?

llYa,ill

"Well, | thank you, Spot. Very good work."

"Yah," said thelittletroll proudly.



"Now well see what remains to be done,” Kedrigern said, turning to Jaderal. "I'm going to let you speak so you can
answer my questions. If you try any tricks, of any kind, I'l turn you into afly. A nice fat sluggish fly," he said, and as
he spoke, Manny descended and hung by his shoulder, hopeful. Jaderal's eyes glazed with terror.

"How many men are with Krogg?' Kedrigern demanded.

"Eight."

"Anyone else out there?"

Twenty-two captives. A wagon to hold supplies and loot. Nothing more, | swear,” Jaderd said.

Kedrigern nodded and scratched his chin reflectively. He laid a hand on Spot's warty head and asked, "Do you
think you could handle eight more?"

The troll's tiny eyes grew round. "Yah," it said in a chas-tened voice.

"It'sall right, Spot. | was just asking. There's no sense

using megic to do whet ane can have donewith musde” Hethought far atime, then asked, "Could you free the prisoners without meking any
noise, o leting the barbarians know?"

"Y&h!" Spat aied heppily, boundng ontheoot.

"Thendoit. Wecanleavetheres to—"

A prolonged soream of pein camefram outside, fdllowed by achorus o hard laughter. Vaioss muttered low, and some-ane shouted angily.
Ancther egonized outary fdlowed

"Whet arethey doing?' Kedrigem demanded of Jederd.

"They're only playing. It wasn't my idea. That's how they tret prisoners” Jedard whined.

Kedrigern glared at him murderously. A scream cut through the night, and hetumed and srode outside

Two o the barbarianswere feading afirg whiletwo mare hdd a dumping figure whose ragged dathes weare amoking. The ather barbatians
weregramMed neary, wetching, whilethe prisoners hudded by thewagon.

Kedigan aied out in an ufamiliar tongue and raised his hands high. The barbarians were dert in an instant, and as they
turned to face him, their swords drawn and ready, he levded hishandsa them aid ooke agutturd phrase Therewas a flash of
green light, and eight shaggy mongrels stood sunned befare im Kedrigem sooped, took up aheavy didk, and sailed into the
pack, flailing to his left and right with plessure and great vigor. Ydping and howling, the dogs took to flight.

As he good looking dter the lagt of them, he saw Jedard, the godl wom off, dip fram the tower and skuk dff dter the barbarian dogs.
Kedrigern pointed and spoke the phrase of trandfarmation, and abony yelow aur went yapping dter the rest of the peck.

The captivesware dumbarudk by thar sudden reversdl of fortune. They looked on in terrified silence as Spot snapped their
chains, and submitted meekly to Kedrigern's ministra-tions. Only when they had been fed and had their injuries
cleaned and bandaged, and looked upon the abandoned weapons of their captors, and seen the mushy remains of
Krogg, did they fully redizewhet hed befdlen. And then they began agreat outpouring of thenks and praise

Kediigan acomted it dl vary humbly and gradoudy, and indsted on sharing the aredit far thair liberation egplly with

Soat. Severd o thefresd prisonarstimidy petted Spot on the heed, but modt of them prefered to address their grtitude to thewizad

"There's no way to thank you proper, Master Kedrigern, and that's the plain truth," said their spokesman, a burly,
neckless, bald-headed man named Mat. "Y ou saved us dl franatariblefae you dd, surdy."

"I'm heppy to bed sarvice, Mat. Deoart fdk have to help one anather out whenever they can/" said Kedrigam, amiling pladdly.

"True enough, Master Kedrigern, but dl the same wed liketo repay you. Nat thet were wedthy men, but were none of us
beoers either. Weere honest warking men, and good & our wark, evay anedf Ls”

Kedrigern waved off these protestations with a good- natured amile "I did whet any truewizard would have done No nead to talk
o revards”

"Must be some way we could show our appreciation, Magter," sad oned the athers

"Jugt knowing thet you're bedk & your honet tail is aUffi-dent rewerd. Whet exadly do you do?!

"Mydf, Imagtonemason,” said Ma. "Tib and But and GUly are carpenters Ham and Vil are thatchers, begt in these parts Modt of the
athers are good dl-around hendymen. They canfdl treesfar lumber, and dress one, and dig a. good well ar a foundation; anything thet nesds
doing inthe building line And Rabey'sakind of architect. He haant built anything yet, but he hes some grand idess™

Kedrigern listened thoughtfully. In the first glow of false dawn he could see the silhouette of the wagon and the
two shaggy ponies It oocurred to Him that the wagon wias jugt theright size to hold his household goods. And horses, though
dower then poltergasts, were much mare dependable

"Solikel say, Madter Kedrigam," Ma wert on, "were nat rich men, but wewart to show our gratitude”

"I'm deeply touched, Mat. But of course awizard could never acogpt money far doing whet [\ve dore”

Mat frowned in perplexity and rubbed his shiny pate. "Is there nothing we can do then, Master Kedrigern?' he
asked plaintively. "Some service, maybe...?"

"No, I'm afraid... well, wait aminute, now. There may

be something,” sad thewizard doMy. Herdfledted far amo-ment, then shook his head. "No. No, I'm afraid it's too much to ask."
"Too much? Youve saved our lives. Just say what you'd likeusto do, Mager Kedrigan™
"Areyou sure?'
"We'd consider it an honor," Mat replied, and al around him themen nodded ther heedsin agreamat.
"In that case... do you and your men know the way to Silent Thunder Mountain? | have some land there, and I've



been hoping to build a little place. Nothing elaborate, you underdand, jugt aworkshop and a kitdhen, and a gpere room or two,
and some good storage space, and a terrace where | can st inthe aun, and plenty o firglaces and good dhimneys that don't
smoke up the rooms," Kedrigern said, putting his am amicably around Mat's burly shoulder. "Perhaps we should tdk to
Robey. Heooud do afew sketches just roughideas for us to discuss. And did you say that one of the men was a gardener?
I'd love to have a nice herb garden, and a placeto grow fresh vegetables”

"Wl | think meybe Goff knowsahit—"

"Good. That's fine. Well tak to him, too. And while were doing that, the others can be loading my household
goods. No sense hanging about wasting time," said Kedri-gam, deging Ma to where the athers . "I hed planned on daing @l
thismysf, with megic, but Snceit mesns so much to you I've dedided to put thewhdething in your hends™

"Thewhdlething," Ma repegted inasuibdued voice

"Oh, and a breakfast nook. I've always wanted a nice sunny bregifagt nook. And shdlf soece Latsaf shdf spece”

"Shf goece” Mt repested dazedly.

"No such thing astoo much ddf spacefarawizad Andif onedf themenisaglassblowe," sad Kedhigam enthusias tically, "well, that
would be atogether too ... but we can tak about dl that later. This was awonderful ideg, Mat. | do gopredaeit”

Ma nodded domy. The res of the men looked & him and at one another, and one murmured, "It's an honor, Master
Kedrigam"

"You're too kind, really," said the wizard. "I thank you. Spot thanks you." He rubbed his hands together briskly and
aoded, "And now lef's gat moving.”

Two

the wizard's home companions

met and his men were gpeady, dillful workas Thar gpesd was whetted by eagerness to complete the job and return to their
homes, and their skill was such that even haste could not diminish the quality of their work. Kedrigern, fegling pangs
of conscience, assisted them with spells for the heavy work and the smdl finishing touches, and refrained from
anything that might be construed as criticism. Before the summer was out, a neat little cottage stood overlooking the
great meadow haf-way up Silent Thunder Mountain, facing south, out over the valey.

Off to the east rose the mountain's peak, gleaming white. Behind the house, and curving around to the west, was an
arbor of shade trees dominated by an aged oak. Sunlight flooded the dooryard, where greens flourished in the kitchen
garden, and a sheltered terrace provided an ided site for after-noon naps in dl but the most extreme weathers.
Kedrigern stood at the far dope of the meadow, gazing up fondly at the house, hands clasped behind him, immensdy
pleased with everything. Mat was at his side.

"It's splendid, Mat. Just absolutely splendid. It's exactly the place I've dways wanted. You and your men did a
won-
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dafu job" thewizard sidwamly.

"Your megic wes agregt hdp to us Mager Kedligeam We wouldn't be halfway aong if you hadn't cleared the ground and
dug the foundation and cut and cured dl the lumber for us"

With a gmile and a little self-deprecating gesture, Kedri-gern said, "Not much point in being a wizard if you can't
mekethings eeder far your friends Those eathrmoving godis arent dl thet demeanding, anyway.”

"Sill and dl, you gpared usthe hardest wark. Itsaplessure to sse you 0 idied”

"Far more than merdly satisfied, Mat. It was generous of you and your men to meke the dfe. | fear | took some advanttage o
your good neture”

"No advartage & dl, Magter Kedhigem. Building ahouseislittle enough to do far the onewho saved aur lives™

Both men were silent for atime, embarrassed by the ex-change of praise and gratitude. Kedrigern shielded his eyes
and looked up, scanning the kiesfar enimeginary bird. Mat looked doan end dug & the ground with the scuffed toe o his boat. The sound of
voioes drifted to them, and an outburd of laughter.

"I expat you and the menwill beleaving soon,” thewiz-ard sAd, ill intent on the vacant Hlue above

"Wewill, Mader Ketrigam Itsthree years Snce some df us have ssen our homes Weredl anxiousto get beck to our families”

"Of course you are. Thanks again, Mat," Kedrigern said, extending his hand. Mat clasped it in a firm grip, and
before he coud speek, thewizad wart an, "Il just say goodHaye to the athers and you can be on your way home before midday.™

They waked side by side up the long slope to where the men were gathered. Under Kedrigern's close supervision,
Spot had prepared little packets of cold mesat and bread, and filled water jars fram the saring. Ther jab done the wakmen were
packed and ready to be moving on. Kedrigern shook ther hands; thanking eech menindividuelly and wishing im a safe journey,
pressing a gold piece into each hand. He guided them through the maze of twisting, branching paths thet protected im
fram chence intruders hidded them on theway from the things that lurked in the shadows, and when they reeched the foat of the
mountain he sood cardul wetch



until thelegt menweslog toview.

That evening, aone save for Spot, he wandered through hisnew home It was aroomy house, and ssamed even roontier for
being so scantily furnished. A few of the rooms were compedy emply; the res hdd no nore then a bettered, undeedy dod o
dnar, ar ategaing table aaesking bad, or a chet. Thisdd nat trouble Kedrigem A stiffied and genar-ouss client had bestowed upon
him a castle filled to bursting with magnificent furniture and the best of furnishings—fine aydd and plate, heavy tapedries
for thewdlsand rich drgp-eries, cushions and pillows of marvelous softness. He had only to collect them; but until now, he
had had no room for such things and little desire far them. Bven now, with lovdy spacious rooms and a grand newark o tunnds ad
nichesand grottoes running in dl directions under the house, he felt no need to dutter hislife with such commonplace items as
tebles and dhairs Surdy these nicerooms could be put to better use

Now, if hewere mamied it would be differart, he thought as he waked through the echaing spaces and his eye lit on the greet dak caven
chest thet wies Sle oocupant of one 9zegile chamber. It was a gift from Ulurdl, a charming sorceress whom he hed once assiged
withatimdy counterspd|. Ulurd hed smiled in her insorutable wey and said anly thet the chest held a wardrobe fit for a princess and
was her gift to Kedri-gern's bride, not to be opened until the appropriate moment. Warting no trouble, Kedhigem hed never
pesked.

He did not expect to view the contents of the chest soon, and would not have been surprised to learn that Ulurel
had been speaking metaphorically, or in jest, and that he was to ravan forever Snge Wizards dd nat, asarde meny. Mog of
them were clubby types, fond of masculine surroundings and dsordaly digs kegoing imeguar hours and feding comfortable
amid the kind of clutter and stink that no wife has evar besn knoan to tderde When thar wak wes dong, wizards generally
preferred a friendly drink with colleagues, grousng about how gpdis dont wok the wey they usad to, o telling the latest
alchemigt joke, to being sweetly dangerous among theladies Therewere of course, the occadond pes-Sondte rdaiondhips—wizards
were only humen, dter dl— but they seldom turned out wdl. Merlin's disastrous affair with Vivien saved as both scandd ad
e@punonthesbijedt.

Kedrigern, however, had no objection at dl to marriage, provided it came & the proper time Hefdt that he wes dill abit too
young to make a commitment. A wizard in his early hundred-andsixties had canturies aheed of Hm, e time to settle down. Now
wasthetimefarwak and study and professond groath. One hed to be sensble about these things, and heweasbaing vary ssnsble

He krew, o courss, thet if the right women came dong dl his ssnsible plans would go out the window like flung dishrwater. But the
likelihood of the right woman—or the wrong woman, or any other woman—ever finding her way to his cottage was so
amdl that he fdt in reasonable control of his oan dediny, a lesst where marriage wes concemed. And S0 the rooms f his fine new
housewere nat filled with fumiture and rugs, negtly-mede beds and geaming tebleware. Ingteed, as the months pessad and he sttled in they
dowty filledwithamixured dust and trash and unidentifisble olyjects oolledted & random during his fitful eqpaimantsin tampard megic. He hed
no ideawhat these oddly-dhaped things pludked fram thefuture might be, or what they were meant to do, but on the chance that he
might one day find out, hekegat themdl. Famtimeto imehewould have Soat hed the bulkier ones doan to subterranean storage so that
he could move about the house maefredy, but he dscarded nathing. A wifewauld nat have pamitted this hewas oatain.

Awifewoud dso have hed something to say about Soat. At thisealy stageinitstraining, Soat could be vary exagoa-ating. One had to
think carefully before issuing the smplest indrudions and dheck minudy dtawards Kedrigam viv-idy recdled the time he hed
bagoed abulky object fram the future, a shiny white box with a glass door and dendling ettrails. Uncertain whether it was dive or
mechanical, he had said irritably, "Get this out of here, Spot," and turned just in time to see the little house-troll making
ready to hurl it through the well. Nether could he forget whet hed gppeared on his plate in response to his caaud, "Throw togather some:
thing for dinner, Spot," though he would have preferred to dliterete it from his mamary entirdy. His expaiances taught im the
importance of communicating with Soat in only the smplest and modt diret languiege: Loose, ineccurate, o figurrative Spesch was ot

Whatever its limitations, Spot was living, moving com-

pany. It could carry on conversations—not very abstruse in nature, snceitsvocabulay condsed of asnge eqldive but & lesst
it regponded vearbdly to Kedrigamis own spesch—and it wes roughly humenin generd corfiguration. When trained, it would be ussful.

Kedrigam hed given some thought to aoquiring apet, but could think of nathing satisfectory. A dog would nat do & dl. A large one would
oo for Joat & anog, and asdl ane would be too tempting a morsd for the little house-troll to resist. A cat, the traditional
domestic companion of people in Kedri-gern's fidd, would constantly be competing with Spot for mice, causing rivdry
and ill will. A bird, likeasmdl dog, woud quiddy becomeanitand Spatsdet.

For atime he toyed with the notion of something more exotic. A wyvem could be a pleasant little pet if raised from
the egg and ket sTell by aspdl. For thet metter, aminiature dragon would do nicdy, and would have the additiond advan+tage o being ussfl
for dating fires But he came to the sober redlization that such pats ware meant mare far digplay then far companionship or utility, and
since he expected no chance visitors, he would have no opportunity to display them. The only calers he expected to
see in the next few months were the rearesantatives o the guild, come with profound and grov-eling apologies and belated
acknowledgment of his superior judgment regarding dchamids

But they did not come. He waited patiently, afull year passed, and no onefram the guild cametto gpdogize and beg him to retum
and gve them the bendfit of his segedity. Kedhi-gam wes adament. He counted up dl the demands on histimeand attertion and tad himedif thet
hewasthe mod fortunete of wizards to be so far removed from the intrusions of the warid

By theend of thefirg year on Slet Thunder Mountain hismegic wis beck to full srength. During the condtrudtion o the cottage, and in
the early days of getting dl the details just right, he hed been profligate with his power, moving trees and boulders deating pethways
stocking upfar hisfirt winte. It had taken most of the fal and winter, and a good part of the suing, to retuild his resources ety
o regt, good food, and regular sudy hed left im feding fit and reedly to teke on the cocasiond commission.



Still no word came from the guild, and no colleague

dropped by for a casua visit and a chat about old times. On occasions when he craved the sound of a human voice,
Kedri-gern conjured up Eleanor of the Brazen Head, who served as his filing system. Her conversation was not much
more scin-tillating than Spot's, but her vocabulary was considerably larger.

It occurred to him one quiet evening to test the extent of Eleanor's power. He was wel aware of her retentive
memory and made good use of it, but he had never inquired about her other talents. After dinner, leaving Spot to clean
the kitchen, he went to his workroom and stood before the brass head a the end of the cluttered table.

It was a head ample of chin and jowl, tidy of coiffure, prim of expression. Behind tiny round rimless spectacles, its
eyes were serenely shut. Raising his hand, Kedrigern solemnly in-toned, "Eleanor of the Brazen Head, | conjure you to
Speak.”

Eleanor blinked, yawned, and turned to fix her gaze on him. "Come to give mea nice dusting and polishing, Keddie?
My, that's sweet of you. | knew that if | just waited, and waited, and sat up here dl alone in the dark, sooner or later
you'd think of me" she said, sighing patiently.

"No polishing right now, Eleanor. I'l have Spot do it later on, as soon as it's finished the kitchen."

"I'd rather have you do it, Keddie. | like to have a nice chat with whoever polishes me, and it's hard to chat with
Spot.”

"I know," said the wizard. "But | don't have the time this evening. | redly have alot to do."

Eleanor sighed once again. "Wdll, | suppose Il just have to wait. | must remember, I'm not with Friar Bacon
anymore, where a brazen head was treated with respect. I'm just an index now."

"Ah, but you needn't be just an index," Kedrigern said brightly. "That's what | want to tak to you about, as a
matter of fact. Have you the power to observe distant people and places?'

"Well, | don't know. I'm sure | could do it very nicely if | was dl dusted off and polished," she replied.

"You'll be dusted, Eleanor. | promise. Thisvery night."

"And polished?"

"Yes."

"By you?"

"By Spot!" the wizard snapped. Closing his eyes and breathing deeply to cdm himsdf, he said after a time, "I'm
sorry, Eleanor. | have something on my mind and you can redveitfor me| redly wert thisinformetion. Now."

"Why, of courss Keddig of courss”" she sdldinasoathring tone, as one speaks to a petulant child. "You just tel Heanor whet
you wart to know, and el havealook”

"l want to know how Quintrindus is getting along in the Wizards Guld Have they ssen through him yet? Has he bemn sant

ng?

Eleanor closed her eyes. Her mouth tightened; a double furow gopeared betwean her brows She wes sllent and notionless
for sufficient time to make him wonder whether his conjuraion hed wom dff, then she said loudly, "No."

"Whet doyou ss? Canyoutdl me?'

Inahushed araouar voiog Heanor sAd, "'l seethe ddemist Quintindus a ateblewith ... with three mambas o the Wizards' Guild. The
wizards are laughing merrily. One of tham pats Quintrindus on the bedk. The dchamig ariles He looks very happy, content,
fulfilled. Everyone drinks de. They dl ladk hgppy. Oned thewizads mmonsiwo... no, three cdllesguesto theteble They dl sheke the
hand of Quinttrindus warmly, affectionately. One of them puts his arm around the dchemid’'s shoulder. The wizards raise ther mugs
inatoast...."

"Thet'senough, Bleanar,” Kedrigeambrokein.

"Dont youwant to heer thetoag? It'svery touching.”

"l don't care to listen to a lot of grown wizards meking fools of themselves over a shifty fraudulent sneaking dirty
rotten dchemis”

"Isthis Quintrindusfdlon o bed? Helooked likea plees-ant men" Heanor said mildly.

Icily, Kedrigern replied, "He may look like a seraph, but he has the gresd df advew and the mords o a graveyard rat. I'm not
sure what he has in mind, but | know the guild is gaing to lamart the hour they firs heerd hisname”

"He's very popular now. He even has alittle yelow dog falowinghim around and wegging histal.”

"Oh, he can beingratiating. Thet'sthefird thing an ddheimist leams It may be the only thing they leam, but they leamit well. Quintrindus
could probably charm a dragon off its gad-hoard. Hesdreedy swvinded asval kingdom and two

principalities out of their treasuries. | can't figure out what he expects to get from the guild, though."

"Respectability?" Eleanor suggested.

Kedrigern laughed unpleasantly. "People who befriend al-chemists forfeit their respectability among respectable
people. And it can't be. money. The guild treasury isn't big enough to interest a swindler.”

"All the same, Keddie, maybe you ought to warn them."

"Warn them?' he cried. "I tried, Eleanor. | was cam, and logica, and perfectly reasonable, and they flew into
hysterics! Shouting, threatening... they were like a bunch of barbar-ians. It was a disgrace. | had to resign. No, let them
learn for themselves," he said, setting his face like flint.

After a pause, Eleanor said, "Well, if that's dl you wanted, Keddie, would you send Spot up to polish me?"



"At once, Eleanor. Thank you for the information.”
"That's what I'm here for, Keddie," she said, smiling and closing her eyes.

So Kedrigern, having examined the dternatives, opted to bide his time and keep his arrangements, both domestic
and professional, as they were. He spent the days as he pleased. He worked until he felt like stopping, dined when he
was hungry, and dept until he was in the mood to get up. Now and then a messenger would arrive, sent by an old
client in sudden need, and the wizard would hear just enough news of the world to make him regffirm his decision to
keep it at a com-fortable distance. He made it his practice to have messengers wait until he had finished the necessary
counterspell, so they might carry it back with them. In this way he avoided travel. Only one case, a counterspell for the
unfortunate daughter of Morgosh the Indulgent, required too much work to make this practicable, so he sent the
messenger on his way and put Mor-gosh's request on his list of things to be done at his earliest convenience

The seasons passed quickly. All in dl, privacy was won-derful and solitude was sweet, but as the end of his
second year of defiant isolation drew near, he began to fed undeni-able pangs of londliness. He craved
companionship.

On abrilliant beautiful morning in spring, when the air rang with birdsong and the smdls of the newborn earth lay
heavy on each breeze, Kedrigern could control his feglings no

longer. He dosad with adedsve, dust-scattering thoomp the gret book of gpdlls beforehim Reeding about spdis wes dl vary wal; one hed to
kesp up; but how much mareenjoyable to St in the shede of an andent cek withapitcher of cdd deand two frosty tankards, discussing
the subtleties of spells with a fdlow wizard. Better yet, with two or three fdlow wizards and a few attractive
sorceresses. But that was not to be nat far alang long time oatanly, and maybe never again.

Hedghed, and ross and stood by his duttered warktelefor atime, fingering the medallion that he till wore around his neck
and thinking of his guild brothers. Vain, fidgeting Hithernils, and crusty old Conhoon, and dl too clever Tris-taver. He
misssd themal. O course, even now, he nead anly gpdlagize, and everything waould be forgiven...

Na he thought angrily, benging hisfig down on the tebletop, reisng asmdl dust doud and knodking alitle sitver bl from its place on the
edoe, tofdl with abright tinkle Heenor of the Brazen Heed rodked aliit, but not having been propaty summonad, dd not oesk ar open her eyes
"No" sad Kedhi-gam doud. "Neva!" If they gpdogized, everything would be forgiven. He was prepared to be generous, would
hold no grudges, wipe clean the date, but principles are principles. They waewrang, heweasright, and that wes thet. But he was
dill lorely.

Foat came bounding into the chambe, its huge ears flapaing, eyes rdling, tongue Idling. "Yeh, yah!" it aied, bouncing eegaty up ad
doan.

Kedrigern was puzzled for a moment by his house-troll's presence, and then he natioed the fellen bdl. "I didnit meen to ring,
Spot, but as long as you're here, I'll have lunch. Just a diced breed and somedf the oft dheese Andamug df de Bring it out under
thecek;" hesad.

Spot whirled from the chamber, and the flapping of its hugefest dainded down the hellway. Kedrigam fdlowed thelittle troll
out, carefully closing the door behind him, and darted far the front yad.

Spot was useful, no question about it, but Spot was not compary. It wasanided savart: loyd, enargetic, eege, va-setile, and
untiring. But not a chum. They could not even sit doamntoanicegamed chess on adak and somy evening. Soat gat exdted and
dethe chessmen

Outside, in the shade of the great oak, the air was cool.

Kedrigern finished his bread and cheese, licked his fingertips clean, sipped his de, and evaluated his situation coolly
and cmly.

His work in temporal magic was cluttering up the house and accomplishing nothing. Getting things from other ages
was no problem at dl, and some of the things were fascinating to examine, but he was not yet certain where most of it
was coming from or what it was. Further study was required. That meant a thorough search of his library, and that, in
turn, prac-tically necessitated the cataloguing ordea that he had been putting off for so long. The counterspell for the
daughter of Morgosh the Indulgent was completed, and need only be de-livered. No other work was at hand, and if
something did not turn up soon, he would have no choice but to get to work on the cataloguing, a lonely, dusty job
with a Sisyphean potential for frudration.

Kedrigern thought of Morgosh, and his daughter Metalura, and tapped his fingertips together briskly. In
conscience, he ought to delay no longer. It was the kind of counterspell that he had to work himsdf, not something
that could be trusted to some local practitioner. Ddlivery and execution would require him to leave the little cottage on
Silent Thunder Mountain for the first time, and that was bad; but it would also give him a few days a Morgosh's
castle, where the accommaodations were excellent and the cuisine incomparable, and that was good. Spot's menus were
beginning to pal. Morgosh was known for prompt and generous payment, and that, too, was good, but it was not
redly a concern that Kedrigern took seriously. A wizard seldom had trouble collecting payment. Kedrigern was
thinking not about Morgosh's treasury but about his greatest treasure, his only child, Metalura.

The unfortunate girl had been a statue for nearly a year now. That was ample time for her to meditate on the need
for good manners when dealing with witches. Good manners were about the only thing Metalura lacked, if rumor were
to be believed. She was said to be a fine-looking woman, intelli-gent and clever; but her tongue was like a flaying knife.
Even the generous dowry offered by Morgosh could not bring suitors to his castle, and Metalura was no longer in the
first blush of youth. She must be at least twenty, he reckoned. Now, if her ordeal had added civility and a gracious



demeanor to her other attributes, she would be ...

Kedrigan st hismug down and pondered just whet Metadurawould be His thoughtful froan became agamile His eyes brightened. A
beautiful woman with a lively wit and a dis-cerning eye, civil, gracious, and highly dowered; a grateful doting father
who would grant any reward to the one who freed her fram her 9pdl; and alondy wizard The ingredients wae pafed. Rubbing his
hands together in antidpetion, ginkning as he had not grinned in along time, he rose and sum-moned Soat.

"There is packing to be done, Spot," he announced when the little creature arrived. "I'm going away for a few days,
and I'm leaving youin charge Mind you kegp the placetidy | may reum withawife™ Humming to himegif, he petted Spot on the top of its
warty head and entered the house with an uneccustomed bouncein hisep.

Three wizardgoesa-courtin

the joumey to Mon Desespoir, the casled” Margosh the Indulgent, was as bad as Kedrigern had expected it to be, but—to his
smdl reief—no worse. Travel was not one of life's pleasures for Kedrigern. In his personal menagerie of betes noires it
ranked between smple fractures and the com-pany of drunken achemists. Travel, to Kedrigern, was noth-ing more
than a long series of sdf-inflicted discomforts, hardships, and dangers that brought one to a place where it was not
necessary to go, in which one slouched about, home-sick, in squaid surroundings, until it was time to repeat the
whole foolish process in reverse. The fact that there were sev-eral extenuating circumstances to this trip—his presence
redlly was required, and there was nothing squalid about Mor-gosh's treatment of his guests—did not elevate his
mood. Travel was travel, and it was al bad.

One could, of course, travel from place to place instanta-neously by means of a spell, but transporting spells
consumed enormous amounts of magic. One arrived a one's destination with one's resources dangerously depleted.
The advantages of a flashy entrance were more than offset by the fact that having arrived promptly and dramatically,
one could barely levitate a ngpkin. It took days to get back to full strength. One might as

well spend those daysin travel, and preserve one's image.

At times like this, he envied witches. A broomstick was fast, serviceable transportation, easily acquired,
and used scarcely any magic at al. But a wizard seen on a broomstick would never live it down.

He took a little-used footpath through the woods to Mor-gosh's lands. There were no inns dong the way,
and few in-habitants of any sort, but Kedrigern did not mind the lack. He preferred solitude in which to
think pleasant thoughts about his triumphal return, a beautiful bride at his sde, a dowry in his possession,
and an escort of Morgosh's sturdiest guards-men before and behind, spurs ajingle and armor gleaming.

He arrived at Mon Desespoair in the afternoon of the eighth day on the road, having traveled by foot,
mule, horse, cart, and wagon, as the opportunity offered. He was very dusty, and it was amost as
uncomfortable to St as to stand. But Morgosh the Indulgent received him at once, with dl the en-thusiasm
he was capable of showing.

When they were done in his state chamber, Morgosh sighed, gazed at the floor, and said, "Tel me the
bad news at once, wizard. Your efforts have failed, and my Metalura is logt to me forever."

"Not so. A counterspell exists."

"Indeed?' Morgosh cried, starting up from his throne. But he sank back down, and his face fél. "Ah, but
you have come to tell me that the counterspell liesin a chest in a cave at the bottom of the sea, guarded by
Leviathan. Or buried under a mountain, in the care of a fire-breathing dragon."

Kedrigern shook his head. "No, my lord."

"No? Then tel me, how long must my dear daughter re-main locked in stone?'

"No longer than you wish, my lord Morgosh.”

"Do not taunt me, wizard. If it were up to me, my dear Metalura would be freed from her spell this very
day."

"So she ghdll, then," said Kedrigern triumphantly, pulling a packet from his tunic and raising it aoft
dramaticaly. "Behold the remedy!"

"Can it betrue?' Morgosh cried.

"Absolutely."

"Then let us go at once to the chamber where my poor Metalura stands! She will dine with us this very
evening!" said Morgosh exultantly.

"Your lordship, if | might have afew moments. ... | have traveled long and far. I'm covered with dust, and weary. If



you would permit—"

"When my dear daughter moves and speaks once more, you will bathe in asses' milk and go in silks and velvets,
my honest Kedrigern," said Morgosh, seizing the wizard by the am and dragging him to a heavy tapestry, which he
drew aside to reved adoor. "But firgt, Metalura."

Morgosh pointed to a candlestick. Kedrigern took it up as Morgosh unlocked the door, locking it again once they
were on the other side. They proceeded down a passage, side by side, to a narrow flight of stairs. Morgosh took the
light and led the way upward, to another locked door. Once inside, he returned the candlestick to Kedrigern.

"Light the torches," he said.

The wizard did so, and as torch &fter torch blazed up, and the room filled with light, he had his first clear look at the
statue that rested on a pedestal at the center of the little chamber that in happier days had housed the family's
ancestral tregares

It was Metdurain gray stone. She stood in an attitude of darm, her left hand at her breast, her right extended as if
to ward off an impending danger. Her eyes were wide, her lips parted, her head tilted dightly backward, away from the
un-seen threat. The stone folds of her robe clung to a mature but denda and pafedly fomad figure She wes exquistdy
beauHiful.

"Here she stands, Kedrigern. She's been like this for a-most ayear, my poor darling," said Morgosh with a quaver
in hisvace

"If you would refresh my memory, my lord—exactly how did it come about?"

"It was mdice, Kedrigern, sheer malice. Someone put them up to it."

"Them?'

"The Drissmall sisters. Do you know them?"

"Ah, yes. Yes, I've heard of them. They're wdl known for plagues and rashes, but I've never heard of them in
connection with petrifaction.”

"There's no question but that it was a conspiracy," said Morgosh. "I had invited them here on business. While we
were in conference, Metalura entered the chamber. | had no

secrets from my dear daughter, and she had free run of the calle | introduced my guests, and Metdura mede an dbsar-vation
about the nose of one of the Drissmals. When one of the Sgters abjected to the commart, Medura mece urfavor-able reference
as wdl to the warts on her chin. You must underdand, Kedigan, thet the Drisavdl dgersaeedrandy undghtly individuds My desr
g wes saying no mare then the plain truth.”

"l undergand”

"Wl to put it bridfly, they tumed her into Sone. Asyou s

Kedrigan nodded, sroked his chin, and sudied the oss-fied maid. "Do you remember what they said? It's very im-portant,
and your messenger was unable to help me on that pairt.”

"Oh, they mumided something. Typicd witch talk. Hard to understand them, though. They havenit asingle tooth among them. Ther dicion
istanible”

"They gpesk well enough to cadt a fird-dass gpdl," Kedhi-gem sad gopreaaively. I know something about petrifction spells, and it's
difficult enough just turning someone into a lunpdf sone Thisisabeautiful pieced megc”

"You're not here to admire what they did, you're here to undoiit!"

"Of courss, Iy lad Morgosh, " Kedhigam said inasoath-ing tone. "But | must know dl the circumstances. Did they sy
anything?"

"Somesort of jingle" Morgosh muttered,

"Doyouremambeit?'

Reluctantly, Morgosh recited, "'Lovely lady, stand in stone, Till you speak in milder tone." Those were their exact
words"

"Anything more?'

"Nat anather word. They sdd thet, and they vanished into thin ar beforel could summon the guard”

"Mmm... That's a very straightforward spell. If | counter it, and free your daughter, shelll go right back to being a
satue thefirg time she mekes an urkind ramak about ay-one. 1t might be safer if | could get the Drissmalls to lift the sodl.”

"I cantwait any longer. My litlegil wes never unkindto a living soul, Kedrigern," said Morgosh, gazing with moist

eyes on the figure that stood before them. "She was clever, and she never minoed wards Hed agreet dedication to plain blunt
speaking, Metalura did, but she never insulted anyone who didn't deserve it. Go ahead and unspell her. Shell be fire"

Kediigan wes beginning to fed serious migvings Surdy har imprisonmant in stone mudt have gantled Medurds menrners. But old
ways die hard. A single relapse on her part might lose Kedrigam the entire revard and gain im the evmity of Morgosh. And probetly
the Drisarell 99ers aswal. Hefdt himadf on vary shifty ground.

"W, when canyou gart?' Morgosh demanded.

"INl get towark right now. But | must wam you, with thiskind of spdl—"

"Yes yes | know, Kediigan Have no fear. My litle gl will never ssy ancther word thet even the mogt sendtive soul could take amiss Now
et toit”

Kedrigern got to it. Waving Morgosh back, he untied the packet containing the materias of the counterspell, and
laid out two smdl pouches and a tiny leaden vid, tightly stop- peared. He opened one pouch, which contained ared powder, and



meckeadraut of theroom, sopping a each torch to tassapinch of the powder into theflame Asasharp soant began to permeste the ar of
the chamber, he returned to his place before the statue, opened the second pouch, and mixing a pinch of the green
powder in it with the red, dropped the mixtiurean the candeflame

Billows of rich purple-blue smoke coiled forth from the tiny flang and rdled like duggish serpents about the floor of the room
Kediigan waked once around the Statue, repeting an incantation, forming figures in the air with the thick ropy smoke Sating
doan the candedtick, he opened thevid, and covering it with his finger he upended it. He touched his moistened fingertip to
the statue's lips, eydids, and wrists, then stepped bedk and quiddly resoppered the vid.

At firgt, one might have thought it a trick of the smoke-filled air. But in a very little time, the flush of Metaluras
cheek and the cord of her lips was unmistakable. Her hair tumed fram ony gray towhite, to pdeydlon, ad & lagt toarich gold.
Her breast rose and fel with a deep breath. She Hinked, and moved, and & lagt he gooke

"What ddthey dotome, Daddy?' esadinavoicelike

soft music, sleepily rubbing her hazel eyes.

"You were placed under a spdll, dear girl. The Drissmdl sisters turned you into a statue," Morgosh explained,
looking adoringly upon her.

"You should have told me they were witches, Daddy," she said, pouting.

"There wasn't time, my treasure. It dl happened very quickly."

"It certainly did. | should've guessed they were witches, | suppose. The nose on that fat one was—"

"Stop!" Kedrigern cried in amighty voice, flinging his ams wide. " Spesk no more, lady!"

"And who isthis?' Metalura asked coolly.

"l am Kedrigern, the wizard of Silent Thunder Mountain,” said he with a bow and a flourish that shook loose the
dust of the road that ill lay heavily in the folds of his cloak.

"You're avery pushy wizard. What do you mean, coming into my presence dressed like that? You look—"

"Stop, my dearest child!" cried Morgosh with a cautionary gesture. "You must not say another word!"

"To him?" Metalura said scornfully. "He looks like some-thing you put up to keep the pigeons off my shoulders. |
never saw such—"

A sharp clingg resounded through the chamber, and Metarlura stood in pale unweathered stone, hands on hips,
head &tilt, looking gorgeously down in unfavorable judgment on dl the world.

"What have you done?' Morgosh howled.

Indignantly, Kedrigern replied, "I restored your daughter to normal. She managed to turn herself back into a statue.
Don't blame me."

"Youre dl dike! Youredl in on this!" Morgosh cried, in a rising rage. He dashed to the wdl and wrenched free a
large, very spiky morningstar once used by a warlike ancestor against invading barbarians. Raising it high overhead,
he charged a Kedrigern.

With no time for a protective spell and no place to hide, Kedrigern cast an instantaneous oblivion on the angry
noble. Morgosh dowed, staggered, and then, gazing blankly at the wizard, dropped the morningstar. He tottered in
place for a moment, sagged, slumped to the floor on his knees, and then stretched out prone on the flagstones.

The spell was a stopgap, and Kedrigern had to think fast. At Morgosh's first recovering groan, the wizard rushed to
his side, loosened the collar of his tunic, and began to fan his face, inquiring with the greatest solicitude, "Is your
lordship wel?How doesyour lordship?!

Morgosh groaned again, heaved a deep sigh, and came wide awake. Sitting up, he excdlamed, "What happened?
Something came over me ... asaizure ... afit..."

"Understandable, in view of the terrible disappointment your lordship must have felt. But one must be brave at
times like these. One must set an example for one's people” Kedri-gern said with great earnestness, clasping
Morgosh's forearm in afirm manly gesture of support.

"Whet times?Whet disgppaintment?'

"To have your beloved Metalura back, and then to give her up so generously! So nobly!" Kedrigern wiped his eyes
and added, in a choked voice, "Forgive me your lordship. One seldom sees such a display as | have seen in this
chamber."

"What did | do?' Morgosh asked wildly.

"When | freed Metalura from the spell—"

"Freed her? She's still a statue!”

"Observe her attitude. It's not what it was."

Climbing unsteadily to his feet and shaking off Kedrigern's assistance, Morgosh approached closer to the statue
and stud-ied it, muttering, "No. No, it's not. Her hands were different ... and her expression... .Tdl me, Kedrigern, what's
become of my precious child?"

"Once restored to common life, she began to weep pite-ously. Surely you remember, my lord."

"I remember nothing! It'sall blank!"

"She had found great peace and happiness in her enchanted state, it seems, and she begged to return to it for a
time, until her enlightenment is complete. Your lordship acceded to her entreaties, but the shock to your system was
great. You... you fdl in aswoon," Kedrigern explained, averting his eyes.

Morgosh studied the statue's expression. "She doesn't look as though she was imploring,” he said dubiously.



"Well, | didn't mean to suggest that she groveled. A woman of her breeding, after dl..."
Morgosh grunted. He lowered his gaze, and noticed the morningstar. "What's this doing here?' he demanded.
Kedrigern looked away. Awkwardly, he said, "Y our lord-

ship was... reluctant to comply with her request. But the re-luctance quickly passed.”

"Reluctant? Do you meanthat I..."

"You very nearly did."

With a hoarrified cry, Morgosh took a step backward and flung an am before his face. "My darling treasure—I
might have chipped her! Smashed her to gravel!"

"Y our lordship might—had | not prevented it."

Morgosh turned to Kedrigern, and the look in his eyes was that of a lost and freezing man seeing the lights of a
distant cabin. He stumbled to the wizard's side and threw his arms around him. "How can | thank you, Kedrigern? How
can | reward you as you deserve?' he blubbered.

"Y our lordship will think of something,” said Kedrigern.

He stayed a Mon Desespoir for two nights, and left on the gray morning of the third day. His accommodations
were lux-urious, he was waited on hand and foot, and the food and drink were superb, but Morgosh's interminable
encomiums for his daughter eroded dl patience. Not a crumb of bread, not a sip of wine could pass the lips without a
tearful reminiscence of the lapidified Metalura. Kedrigern found it insufferable, and was happy to put it dl behind him.

He had lost his opportunity to wed a clever, well-born beauty, but there were compensations. Life with Metalura
would have been alife of constant warfare, he was certain of that. And a woman of her standing would not be happy
in his smple cottage, with only a trall to wait on her. There would have to be extensive remodeling, and troops of
people every-where, and Morgosh coming for long visits and bringing a smal amy of retainers, and spoiling his
daughter worse than ever. It might even have become necessary to relocate entirely, and take a larger house down on
the plain, where there were people coming and going in dl seasons, no peace, and pre-cious little privacy. The very
thought of such alife made Kedrigern's stomach churn.

He told himsdf that it had dl been an idle fancy, and he was lucky to have come out of it as wdl as he did. His
marry-ing a nobleman's daughter was a preposterous notion. But now the idea of marriage was in his head, and it was
not easily didodged

Morgosh had rewarded him generously. There was no

need for him to consider the dowry when choosing a wife; he could marry anyone he liked. He could have a partner,
not a despoat.

He weighed the question carefully before coming to a deci-sion. A strong, sensible woman with some experience of
life asit redly is: that was the kind of wife for awizard. She need not be of noble blood. What, after dl, was hirth? Go
back afew generations, and every noble name had its roots in brig-andage. Nor need she be clever, or witty; he was
not seeking a match with a jester. She need not be a legendary beauty, e-ther. Of course, she could not be some
dack-jawed dull-eyed cow who conversed in grunts. A comely lass with a clear mind and a sweet temper, that was the
wife for him. Though he had yet to meet the woman, and had no idea how to begin his search, he was confident that
their life together would be ablimdy heppy.

Along with two pouches of gold and arather gaudy ruby ring, Morgosh had given Kedrigern a donkey, to facilitate
his return home. Kedrigern took the high road back, camping in the forest for the first two nights, guarding his smdl
encamp-ment with asimple spell against predators of dl kinds. On the third afternoon of travel, he came to an inn. It
looked clean, and the aromas that drifted forth promised good dining. After two nights of sleeping on hard ground and
eating dry bread and cheese, he was ready for something more civilized. He stabled his donkey and entered the inn at
an eager pace. A girl was scrubbing the flagstones of the entry, and Kedrigern nearly fell over her. She looked up at
him timidly, and he saw bright blue eyes and delightful freckles and a long tumble of hair the color of fresh-scraped
carrots and a charming snub nose and, as she rose and pulled her tattered skirts close around her, soft white arms and
aneat dender ankle.

"I'm terribly sorry to give you a start, miss," Kedrigern said with a dight bow. "It was clumsy of me."

"It were my fault, sir, dl my fault. | bein the way, as| mustn't be," she said, with rustic intonations that lent charm
to her ample speech. She curtsied repeatedly and looked up a him with wide, frightened eyes.

"Here, now, what you be up to, Rasanta?' said a gruff voice from within. "Y ou be warned about your carelessness,
girl, and you pay no heed, and if | have to—" A large red-faced man with scraggly brown hair and a thick brown beard

came into view, scowling menacingly and shaking his fist. At the sight of Kedrigern he stopped short, turned his
fist-shaking into a clumsy wave of welcome, and smiled brightly at the wizad

"Welcome to Stiggman's Inn, traveler, where weary wan-derers find the finest food and the bonniest beds this side
of the mountains,” he said jovidly. To the girl, he snapped, "Be off, slut, and take your mop and your slop-bucket with
you," and then returning his attention to Kedrigern, he gestured to the main room, where a fire burned brightly. "Have
anice hit of warm, traveler, and | be bringing you amug of my best de to make up for this clumsy chit," he said, aming
abackhand swat at the red-haired girl.



She ducked the blow, glared a him, gave one appealing glance to Kedrigern, and fled. He could not help noticing
that she had afine figure. A very fine figure.

"More trouble than she be worth, that dut,” Stiggman grumbled as he arranged a footstool before the fire for
Kedri-gern's greater comfort. "Wife have to pound her like bread dough to get a lick of work out of her. And a surly
trollop, too, she is."

" She seemed rather well-mannered, | thought."

"Oh, she know wdl enough how to please the men. They come flocking here to see the flirting and the flouncing
and the jiggling of her. She be good at bringing the young men here to gawk and gape, though she be good for
nought else," Stiggman said. He quickly added, "It be going no further than the gawking and the gaping, though, sr.
Stiggman's Inn be no house of bawdry, | tdl you."

"Clearly not," said Kedrigern righteously.

The de was very good, and very cold, and very refreshing. The food was hot, and delicious, and in generous
portion. As the evening wore on, young men began to fill the room, and as Stiggman had predicted, their eyes
remained hungrily fixed on Rasanta as she hurried back and forth bearing mugs of de. She was a very attractive girl,
and even her ragged, dirty clothes could not detract from the beauty of her face and the perfection of her form.
Kedrigern looked on every bit as ap-preciatively as any man in the room, though his admiration was more detached
than theirs. They were burly, noisy bump-kins whose amdl eyes glimmered with uncomplicated lust; Kedrigern was a
man who knew beauty, and he savored the

sight of Rasanta's fluid motion as he would the splendor of afine sunset, or a difficult spell well wrought.

He could fed the glimmer rising in his own eyes when Rasanta stopped at his table to bring a fresh mug of de, and
he smdlt the sweet fragrance of her hair and was warmed by the brightness of her amile But of course anything more
than detached admiration on his part was out of the question. She was hardly more than a child, and having passed
his hundred-and-sixtieth birthday Kedrigern accepted the fact that he was no longer a stripling. A light-hearted rall in
the hay was out of the question, and a more serious relationship was impossible. Respected master wizards smply did
not marry kitchen slav-eys. Not even young, beautiful slaveys with figures that grow more incredibly perfect as one
observes them. No. He shook his head, drained his ale, and dipped up the stairs to his dember.

It was a smdl room, and he was fortunate to have to share it with no one. Unfortunately, it was directly over the
great room of the inn, and the customers had by this time grown very noisy. For silence, and for the security of his two
bags of gold, he placed asmadl enclosing spdll upon the chamber, to endure until he woke. Tugging off his boots and
pulling his tunic over his head, he fel on the bed and went at once into a sound demp.

Next morning, as Kedrigern breakfasted on bread and but-ter and cold cider, Stiggman dipped up beside his table
and in a confidentia voice inquired, "And did you be having a good night, sir?'

"Yes, | did. | fel asleep as soon as my head hit the pillow, and didn't wake until after daybreak."

Leering, Stiggman said, "Ah, | understand, sr, | under-stand.” Winking and nodding and leering, he sidled out of
the room

That was odd behavior for an innkeeper, but Kedrigern paid it no heed. Nor did he trouble himsdf over the pouting
glance Rasanta gave him from the doorway, nor the imperious toss of her head as she turned her back on him. He
finished his breakfast, paid his hill, and made ready to leave.

It was a fine crisp morning for traveling. Kedrigern started down the forest road at an easy pace, and just as he
passed from sight of the inn, Rasanta dashed from the roadside and

clutched at his boot, sobbing piteoudy. He halted the donkey and dismounted.

"What's wrong, you poor child?' he asked.

"Oh, dr, take me away. Take me with you, please!" she implored, throwing herself at his feet, dinging
desperately to his boots. "They treats me awful here. Take me back to my father, and he be rewarding you
generous.”

"Just relax, Rasanta,” said the wizard, lifting her to her feet. "Il help you if | can. Now, tdl me what's
wrong."

"l want to go back to my father, dr, and they be never letting me go. They keeps me here for to bring
the young men to the inn. | hatesiit, dr, | hates it awful, but they forces me to amile, and lure the poor lads
to drink."

"Y ou seemed to be enjoying yourself last night."

"Oh, they beats me fierce if | don't look happy, sir. Look at this" she said, hiking up her skirt to reveal a
set of purple fingermarks high on her thigh. "And this here," she added, pulling her blouse down to show a
dmilar mark on her breast.

"Oh dear me.... Wdl, who is your father, Rasanta? And where can | find him?"

"He be a great merchant, Sr, in the idands over the west-em sea. | was stole from him by pirates when |
was a baby, and he be seeking me ever since. A traveler told me, sir. My father, he be ever so rich, sr, and
he says he be giving my weight in gold to the man who brings me home. And his blessing on our marriage,”



she added, shyly lowering her eyes, "if the man do want me."

This new configuration of circumstances was very pleas-ant, and Kedrigern took a moment to alow it to
dgnk in. A wealthy merchant's daughter in distress. A girl as lovely as Metalura, younger, and far sweeter
tempered. A chance to do afine, noble deed, and reap a charming reward. He took Rasanta by her sender
waist and swung her up into the sad-de

"Upyougo, my dear. I'mtskingyouhome" hesad.

"Oh, thank you, sir. | know the way. We have to take a litlesdetral nat far fram here”

"Lead on, then," Kedrigern said with a flourish. He felt a hundred and twenty aggin.

They proceeded down the road for a short distance, then Rasanta swung the donkey onto a narrow trail leading off
to

the right. At first Kedrigern walked by her side, but as the forest closed in, he was forced to take the lead. He glanced
bedk frantimeto ting and each gance was rewarded by an adoring look. Rasanta looked happier than he had ever seen ha bdfare

Thetral ended inadradar deaing Kedrigem, puzded, tumed jugt intime to sse Resanta qring lightly fram the don-key's back. She
stuck two fingers in her mouth and gave a piercing whistle. A large man stepped from the woods; then another; then two
more They soreed aut inaline beforehim Thar expressonsware sarious, and they canied dubs

"He do have a good bag of coins in each boot," Rasanta sad

"Rasanta, my dear girl, you disappoint me" said Kedri-gan sady.

She smiled, shrugged her pretty shoulders, and stepped back to dlow the four ruffians room for their work. As they
hefted their dubos, Kedrigam reised ahend and sdd, "Befareyou do anything well al regret, | must warn you that | am a wizad If
you atack, | will defend mysdf inways youire sureto find unplessant.”

Ored the ruffianslaughed soomifully. ™Y ou be nowizad | dd ssewizad once | knowswizad”

Kedrigan sghed and nodded weatily. "I suppose your wizard hed along white beard, and woreapainty hat.”

"Aye hedd"

"And he dso warealong bladk robe, covered with myste-fious symbols”

"Aye, that, too. A red wizard, he were," said the ruffian. Hiscompanionslooked on, evious o hiswide acouantance

"Alas, the poverty of your experience leads you to fase condusions Despite ny plan dtire | anawizad My anger will be
hezardous to your well-bang”

"Hebenowizard, youbunch of ninnied" Rasantacried.

"I haveafeding thet dl you lads have been asbedly used asl have & onetimear anather. | have no wish to embarrass you further, or to
harm you. Just go away, and take the lady with you, and no one ned auffer.”

The four burly ruffians hesitated at his cdm words. They looked uncatanly & one ancther, eech of them dealy wart-ing to gt
out of this paplexing Stuetion but unwilling to be

the first to suggest it. Then Rasanta's furious voice cut the tenseslence

"Fine lot of babies you be! Four of you, with clubs, and you be shaking in your boots for fear of one skinny little
oezal" eaied "Hoptoit!"

That st thingsin mation Thefour lurched faward, raising their clubs. Kedrigern, his eyes blazing, swept his hands wide ad
gpat aut ashort, hissing phrase Inan indart, hewas surrounded by five agtonished cats four big sripad toms, and afiuffy, carat-colored litfle
farde

"Work it out anong yoursaves” hesaid cddy, and tumed to where the donkey wes paddy grazing

He had not gone far down the trail when a great yowling and scresching broke out behind im He amiled agim gmile ad rode
on. Thespdl wauld bedf brief duration, but he wes confident that the memory of the experience would linger. Travelers would
be safe in these woods for along time to come

For the reg of theway home Kedrigam took thelow roed, through the heart of the DisTdl Bog It wesagioomy placea ay time of year, and
he knaw thet it would ait hismood Hefdt fodish, and adhamed df himaaif. A metLre, respected wizad, amen of gature and reputation in the
wizady commuHnity—not ageezer, by any means but aatanly someone dd enough to know bette—should not go penting dter saullions
however buxam and bright-eyed they be Nar should he dream of wedding the pampeared deughter of afodlish nablemen be-cause her dowry
is more generous than her mind. As wdl desmd maryingaprinoess hetdd himegf.

Greed and lechery. That's the way of the world, he re-fletted, and it neardy wonmeover and ddmein | wes right to tum nmy bedk
onitdl. | bedong on Slat Thunder Mountain. Just me and faithf Soat, and good dd Heanor.

Kedrigan hed given up on thewarld some years ago, and wiss ashamed of himedlf for having wavered in his resdlution. The warld, to him
wasanaisy, busy pace, overcrowded with people he did not wish to meet—brutes, thieves, liars, vira-goes ddhamigs trying to
tun evarything ino gold, and bar-barians trying to turn everything into ashes. The rare souls who worked hard and lived
decent lives generally died at an

early age, victims of the brutes and blackguards. No, the world was no place for a conscientious wizard.

Hefdt dl this, and truly believed it, but he was londly ill, and the company of a brass head that always wanted
polishing and a knee-high troll with a one-word vocabulary was not a cheering prospect. With a deep, heartfelt sigh,
he reined in the donkey and dismounted. He wanted to sit on arock and gaze into the gloom and fed sorry for himsdf,



and this was just the place for it.

It was the quiet time of early afternoon, and his sighs were much too loud against the profound stillness of the bog.
The infrequent bideep of a restless peeper, or the brereep of a toad, or the surly grugump of a bullfrog only
heightened the quietude. He soon fdl silent, and then there was only the soft brush of the wind and now and then a
distant splash as life and sudden death went on in the far reaches.

He became aware of the faint, smal sound of a woman crying. She was weeping hitterly, with deep heart-rending
sobs that brought the moisture to Kedrigern's own eyes. The sound was faraway, as if diminished by distance, yet it
seemed to come from nearby—as if a tiny woman were weeping her heart out almost within reach of his hand. And
there was not a living creature near but himsdf, the donkey, and a scattering of toads seated on lily pads, a few so
close he could reach out and touch them

"Oh, woel Woe and das, to be atoad,” said the smdl, sad vace

This was enchantment, no doubt of it. Some unfortunate woman had gotten herself turned into atoad, and now she
was walling away, hoping to arouse passers-by to pity. Rity, in-deed, thought Kedrigern indignantly, hardening his
heart. She needn't look to me to solve her problem. Did she think he was going to go sloshing about in these chilly
waters, kissing every toad in sight? Weep away, madam, he muttered under his breath. You probably deserve your
fate. If | turn you back into awoman you'l only insult witches, or lure travelers off to some isolated spot to have their
heads bashed in. Twice fooled is enough, thank you.

The sound of weeping came again, very near. Kedrigern noticed, for the first time, atiny green toad on alily pad, so
close he could make out every detail. For a toad, it was rather an attractive little creature. It had a certain dignity one
does

not eqpact of atoed. On its heed, baween the two big buging eyes wes atiny drde of gdd Geaty, this wes no ardinery toed He begen to
rdetahbt

Clearing his throat, he said, "Forgive my intrusion, toad, but ae you weging?'

"Yes | an' cameatiny vaicein redy. "And who would nat wesp a such afae as ming? Oh, misay!”

"Come now... isit redly sobed being atoed?"

"It iswhen oneweas once the mogt beautiful princessindl theland,” camethe indignart reply.

"Oh, dear. Yes in that case, | imagineit is. I'm terribly soy, toed”

"Rincess" thelitlevacecomredted im.

"Yes of coursg, Princess My gpologies”

"No ned to gpdogize, good sr. Yaur sympethy does you aredit. Alas | nesd mare then sympathy to escape my pight. | am the vidim of
widked enchentment.”

"Well, now, | may be able to help you, Princess. | don't suppose a kiss from me would do much good, but | know a
ressonebly handsome prinog and he owesmeafavar. If you donit mind waiting, I'm sure hed bewilling—"

"It wouldhtt hdp. | gpprediate your kind offer, but aprinceis usdessinmy case | requireawizad A vay gpadd wizad!

"Indesd?"

"Indl the wad, only one wizad can hdp me—the grest meder of countergpdls Kedrigem o Slat Thunder Mountain. But das, he
remains aloof in his retreat, and never sets foat inthewald bdow.”

"Never? Areyou postive?'

"So | antold. Oh, gr, I've thought so long and deeply on Kedrigern that | fed asif | know him ... and knowing him, |
lovehim”"

"Doyou know anything about thisK edrigem?”'

"Only whet isinmy heatt,”" thewee vaice said svedly. "'l know he mugt be hendsome, and wise and kind, and good.”

"Heis" Kedrigegmasaured her.

"Andif heheardmy tragictde hewould assg me”

"He will. You can count on it. Tel me, Princess: who plaoad thisenchantment on you?'

"ltwasBathatheBogHfary, kindsr."

Kedigangaveaninvduntary groen, andwasslat fora

momat. Bogfarieswaeamem tricky Iat, and Bathawasone of the meanest and trickiest. Any spell of hers would carry a full
freight of hidden traps for the unwary. Unless, of courss it hed been cadt imprampiu

"Onething more Rinoess wasthis enchantmant theresudt of an outburst of pique on Berthas part, or was it premedi-tated?
he asked hopefully.

"It wes vay prameditated. The invitations to my drigtening were gabled somehow, and Bartha wes overlooked. She tock offense and
placed the spell. Onimy dghteanth birthday .. .just as | blew out the candles...." The little voice broke in asob.

This complicated matters. Bertha, with time to plot and plan, hed probebly interlarded her besic enchantment with dl sorts of
traps and pitfals to be triggered by any attempted counterspell. This unfortunate little toad might find herself
trandormed into abeautiful princess with an insatidble gopedtite far flies ar an uncontrallable desire to hunker doawn onalily ped for the night.

Kediigan had corfidence in his powears But he hed bemn in his profession long enough to know the danger of over-
corfidence Magic wasadippary busness, even afew centuries experience was no guarantee against unpleasant sumprisss Inthe
micet of hisrumingtions camethetiny voiced Rincess

"Please, kind sr, help meif you can. Bring Kedrigern to me a meto Kedrigan. | can go on no longer. &t mefreg” she sdd
piteoudy.



That resdlved the issuefar thewizad. Rigng, he said sal-amly, "It will be dangerous, Rrinoess Areyou willing to teke the ride?!

"Oh, yed"

"Then hop up here, onto dry ground,” said Kedrigern, panting to alitle kndl thet rase betwean the ground and the bog's
edge. The toad did as instructed, and he said, "Good. Now day vay dill. Thiswont hut ahit”

"Wha aeyou gaing to do, sr?" she asked, and in her tiny voice wasanate df goaprehendon.

"A countergpdll. Yaure gbout to beoomeaprincess Rrintoess Now, not another word”

Kedrigan draw apouch framindide his shirt. He shook out five small black stones, each a perfect hemisphere about the

size of his little fingernail, and set them in a pentacle around the motionless toad. From another pouch, he trickled a
thin sresm o gparkling Sivary powder to fam arunic figure Hewalked three times around the knoll, muttering under his bregth,
then reversad himsdf and welked ninetimes around in the opposite diredion.

This done, he took a pin from his tunic and pricked his finga—it wes the pat of the godl he ddiked—and squeezed asinge
drop o blood into eech of the interdtioes betwean the black gones Now &l was reedy.

He stepped bedk, sudking hisfinger, to mekealag-minute dhack. Then herasad his hands and began to oesk in a Soft, liquid languege thet
rose and fdl mdadioudy. Hebrought hishands together suddenly; a great thunderclap rolled over the silent bog, and a flicker
of darkness like the swirl of a cloak passed over them

Onthekndl stood awameninagown o peleydlow and green, with a cloak of deeper green over her shoulders. Her blue eyes
waewidewith asonishment. Glistening jet-bladk hair tumbled in waves to her hips restrained anly by asmple golden dirdet on her brow. Se
was the mogt beautiful women Kedrigem hed ever sen, o hoped to see, arimegined he ever would s, and dl his heart wert out to her & firg
dght.
He sepped faward, took her hend, and rasad it to his lips "Forgive me my deogption, Princess | an Kedrigem, the wizard of Silent
Thunder Mountain, and when you spoke my name | knew that some kind fate hed brought me here | wes destined to free you
from your enchantment. And now that you see me, tell me, are you disappointed? Am | dl you hoped I'd be? Soesk to mg
Pinced"

She looked up at him with eyes the color of cornflowers. Her perfect features softened in a tender amile, and she
opened her amstohim "Breresp,” e sad.

Four

whenthegairit movesyou

kedrigam could nat hdp pesking bedk over his shoulder every few minutes to reassure himsef that this was dl red, and not a
deception placed upon him by some riva. Each time he looked, Princess was Hill there. She had not turned back into a
toad, or metamorphosed into a bundle of rags or a hideous old crone. If anything, she was more beautiful than ever.
And she—this vision of loveliness, this radiance—was Kedrigern's bride.

He thought fondly of the hermit Goode, who lived his pious life in the wood bordering the Dismd Bog. Goode was a
kindly, considerate, compassionate soul, not some prying snoop smouldering with unhealthy curiosity. It was not
Goode's way to ask for explanations of peopl€'s little idiosyn-crasies. He had been quite content to alow Princess to
partake in the marriage ritual by means of written word and manua gesture, without insisting on ord response, thus
sparing em-barrassment and avoiding lengthy explanations. A good man, Goode

Ahead of them, the road rose, curved to the right, and disappeared into the dense forest on the slope of the
mountain. Kedrigern fdl back to the side of the little donkey upon which

Princess rode, and taking his wife's hand, said, "That's Silent Thunder Mountain just ahead, my dear. Well be home
within the hour."

"Brereep,” she said sweetly.

"Once were settled in, I'l get right to work on finding a counterspell. Well have you talking again in no time."

"Brereep," she said, squeezing his hand gently.

"I'm sure youll like the place. It's practicaly brand new. | had it built to my specifications by the best workmen in
three kingdoms. It's beautifully landscaped. Lovely little garden. Magnificent views."

"Breres?"

"Wl yes there areafew things ill to be done A beche-lor wizard living alone—practically done—fdls into fairly rough and
ready ways. Now that there's a lady of the house, well need some furniture . .. dishes and goblets .. . silverware .. .
draperies ... rugs .. . linens ... alot of little things thet amen living by himedif overlooks™

"Breregp,” hemurmured uneesdly.



"Oh, thardll be no pradem dbtaining everythingwe nesd, my dear, no pradem a dl. | oncedd agmel godl far Wuxd the Well Provided,
and he rewarded me with a castle filled with the most sumptuous furnishings. Wuxul's part of the kingdom is no fit
place to live—the dimate is filthy and the woods are daming with dchamiss and barbarians—so Ive never taken advantage of
the stuff, but we can have the best pieces brought up here”

Princess smiled with obvious rdlief. Kedrigern kissed her hand, returned her radiant smile, and stepped out to lead
the way up the narrow road. A guide was an absolute necessity; the roed tumed and branched and farked in amog confusing
way, purposefully designed to discourage the ide wanderer and confound anyone bent on mischief. In the night,
ghosts and hideous apparitions stalked the labyrinthine ways. Only the mog deeminad travder, with a lions courage, a
migrat-ing swdlow's ssnse of diredion, and an exadlent mep, could hopeto find theway to the house of Kedrigem without thedd of megic

In less than an hour's time they emerged from the shad-owmed cod o the overhanging tress into an upland meedow. At the far
edge o the meedow, on thefringe o the foret, stood atrim little house with alarge, well-tended garden. A sunny

dooryard faced the south, and shedetrees good to thewest.

Princess said nothing as they drew near the garden gate, hut the look of plesare in her Hiue eyes warmed Kedrigams heart.
This was a cozy place. All it had ever lacked was a woman's warming presence, and now, with Princess as its chadang
it would beapefedt home

He helped her dismount, and looked on proudly as she sniffed a flower, plucked a peapod, and with a dim hand
shading her eyes, admired the pragpect fram the sunny door-yard. She tumed to im, eyes bright with joy, lips parted, and then she suddenly
gave acry of horror and flew to his arms, where she buried her head in his shoulder and clung to him, trembing

"Whetisit, my love?" heasked, bewildered.

"Breremp;” esddinavacefant withtaror.

"Oh, that," he said, relieved, glancing at the doorway, where a grotesque litfle cresture stood gesticulating wildy in greeting.
"That's only Spot, my dear. The house-troll. A handy thing to have around, bdieveme It warit hurt you."

Spot had grown a hit. It was dmost dl head now, and a vary ugy heed, too, withitstiny eyes and buging brows ad scadty o
foreheed; withits gregt hook of nose, likeadink-ing hom covered with warts with itsledge df chinand heiry ears like wide-flung shutters.
Two great dirty feet splayed at the ends o the aregtures tiny legs and hends like butter ped-dles jutted from its Sdes The top of its
motled, wartty, scurfy heed reeched just to the haght of Kedrigamisknee

"Breregp;” said Princess her vaicemuffled.

"Don't be hasty. It's almost impossible to get good help around here”

"Brerespl”

"Spot is very strong. It can cook—if you give very clear directions. It cleans boots, tends the garden, dusts.... It's a
dependable dl-around savant. And agood mouse”

Princess stopped shaking. She moved her head dowly around to take a second look at the house-troll. Spot was
bouncing up and doan on the doorstep now, aying out "Yah! Yah!" in jubilant welcome, waving its enormous hands and flgoping
itsears It was an edraTdy ugy aredure

"SIt likesyou," Kedrigem said reesaringly.

"Breresp,” eemumured.

"No, really. Spot can be very friendly. | should have

warned you about its appearance, though. I'm sorry you had such a start. I've become so accustomed to Spot that |
scarcely notice it anymore." Turning to the exultant troll, Kedrigern said, "Bring us a bottle of the best wine, Spot. And
the silver goblets. And bring alab of cheese, and some bread, too."

"Yah!" thetroll cried, and disappeared inside.

"Would you like to eat out here, my dear, and enjoy the sunset, or would you prefer to go inside?"

"Brereep," said Princess, starting for the doorway.

She stepped inside, and halted. When her eyes had ad-justed to the interior gloom, she gave a soft groan.

In the pursuit of his profession, Kedrigern was correct to the point of punctiliousness. Every ingredient of a spell
was told out exactly, every syllable pronounced with precision; he tolerated no makeshifts, accepted no substitutes,
permitted no stopgap measures. This was not a question of conscience or temperament, it was a matter of survival.
Magic was an iffy business even when practiced with care. One botched ingre-dient in a spell, and there was no
predicting the outcome.

But in the nonprofessional area of his life, Kedrigern was casual to the point of anarchy. It mattered little to him
whether clothing lay heaped on a chair or footstool, or in acorner, until the passing of the seasons recdled it to active
use. Dugt, unsteady tables, stains and spills did not trouble him, as long as they were confined to the living area.
Making a bed seemed to him an enterprise of consummate futility, on a par with ostentatious use of tableware. A
single plate, cup, and utensil were enough for anyone, he believed; and by a careful choice of food, one might even
dispense with the utensil.

From the look of dismay on her face, he could see that Princess followed a different school of domestic economy.
She looked like one who has been promised a scepter, and handed ashovd.

"Bit of tidying up to do," he said cheerfully. Princess turned and glared a him, and he explained, "I've been away
for awhile. Things get messy."

She said "Brereep" under her breath, and dowly scanned the room, shaking her head.

"I'll have Spot get to work on it at once."



She did not reply, merely shook her head in mute censure. The furniture—what little there was of it, and such of
that as was visible under heaped garments—|ooked asiif it had been

hurled into the room from a great height and then trodden upon by giants. The floor was thickly covered with rugs
which, in turn, were thickly covered with dust, dirt, and a variety of unidentifiable objects. Smdl bright eyes peered at
her from the corners, then disappeared into trembling webs of heroic sze. Here and there, on shelves and under
tables, thingsmoved.

"Not bothered by the occasional spider, are you, my dear? They're practicaly part of the family. Quiet little

chaps."

"Brereep?"

"They're Manny's descendents, every one. Manny was with me for a long time. He stayed on in my old place
when | moved here. Just couldn't bring himsdlf to leave it. | imagine it's dl one big web by now." Kedrigern sighed
nostalgically and gazed at Manny's progeny in fond reminiscence. Taking Princesss hand, he said, "Why don't we
have our wine and cheese out under the trees, my dear? Spot can clean up in here while | show you the grounds.”

"Brereep," she said noncommittally.

"Before we go out, I'd like you to see something," said Kedrigern, leading her to another room where a massive
car-ven chest stood against one wal, covering mogt of it. "It may be some time before we can locate a sempstress,
and mean-while you might find afew things here."

He raised the heavy lid and propped it in place. She looked at the contents of the chest and gave a little gasp of
astonish-ment and pleasure. Rich slks and samite and satins, gleaming damask and glittering brocades, smooth
linens and glossy lampas shone in the beam of fading light from the far window. Gold and precious stones winked in
the recesses of the chest as Kedrigern raised alantern to assist her inspection.

"Brereep?”

"They were given me by Ulurd, a very kindly sorceress | once assisted,” Kedrigern explained. "She knew your
mea-surements. She could read the future."

He took her arm, and they withdrew to the shade of the trees, where Spot had laid out alight collation. The goblets
were dightly tarnished; otherwise, everything was just right. The evening was pleasantly cool, the food was tasty,
the wine superb. In the gentle twilight, Princess saw her surroundings at their most beautiful, and her mood began to
soften. Noises suggesting the migration of entire nations came from within,

and when they retumed to the house, Rincess found the grest room emptied of fumiture, dugt, and cobwes: She amiled & Kediigam, and gave
Spatagingaty pet onitswerty heed

Thebed chamba hed bean deaned and ared out, and the musty bedclothes replaced with fresh linen, sweetly scented with
herbs. Spot had wrestled the chest of garments into the room and placed a mirror beside it. At Kedrigern's urging,
Princess tried on her wardrobe, and found eech naw itam mare becoming than the one before. As promised, they fit her dender
figureto pafedion.

With the garments and jewelry draped over chest, chairs, and bed, the room dowed with wam adar. Frincess looked around
the bed chamber with obvious pleasure, then turned and threw her arms around Kedrigern and kissed him most tendaly.

"Breregp;” shewhigoared.

"Breremp;” hereplied, snuffing out thecandes

Thenedt moming, immediatdy &fter bredadt, Kedrigam wert to his sudy. Hehed abusy day planned, and wanted to nekean eatly dart.

His worktable contained afew extraordinary objects, but moet of its surface was covered with books, opened and pled one aop
anather in precarious towars nine ar ten degp. Badks sood in stacks about the room, and were aammed in no discamible arder on the shdves
thet ascended fram floor to call-ing. Kedrigam's library needed proper catdoguing, but he hed not yet found time to get around to it.
Fortunately, he had afiling system, or index, or whatever one chose to cdl it, that was reliable most of the time, though
it required patience to operate, since it kept trying to turn the subject to how nice it wasto be polished & regular intavas

Kedrigern stood before the brass head a the end of the table, raised his hands, and in a solemn voice intoned,
"Heanor of the Brazen Heed, | conjure you to spesk!”

The eyes opened, blinked once, then fixed on him. In awammathety vace the heed sad sivedlly, "Oh, maty g Kedde isit
timefar adugt-off and anice palishing dreedy? Just fancy that! It seems like only four or five months ago... no, more like seven
or eight.... Wdl, I'mdl ready."

"I havecomefor knonmedge”

"Nottopdishme?"

"No polishing today, Eleanor."

"You never polish me You never even dust me off any-more, Keddie. Look at this dust. Now, | ak you...."

"I'll send Spot, when it can spare the time."

"Spot is too rough. It uses abrasives. You do a nice polish, Keddie. Can't you spare afew minutes for Eleanor?' the
bra-zen head said in a querulous voice.

"I'm very busy."

"So busy you'll let me tarnish? Don't you care? | remember everything for you, and look a me al discolored and



covered with dust. It's squdlid, that's what it is. This whole house is squalid.”

"Well, that's why I'm here, Eleanor,” Kedrigern said. "I'm married now. There's a lady of the house. Things are
going to be different. Neat. No more squalor. Everything polished. We're doing a thorough cleaning, and moving in al
new things, and | need to cdl up a poltergeist to do the moving."

"I don't much like poltergeists,” said the brazen head, pouting. "All noise and carelessness, that's what poltergeists
are, when they're not downright nasty and wicked. Throwing things around, and knocking things over, and bresking
every-thing in sight. Why, when | was in Friar Bacon's house, he conjured up a poltergeist that nearly dented my—"

"There's no need to worry, Eleanor," Kedrigern said in his most soothing manner. "I want you to find me a book
that contains spells for summoning up spirits to assist with the transportation of materia objects. It's a smdl book. |
think it has a green cover."

The brazen eyes clicked shut, and the head was silent for atime, then Eleanor announced, "Third pile to the left of
the stool, second from the bottom."

"Very good. I'll dso be wanting Isbashoori's Guide To Countering Complex Curses, Subtle Sells, And Multiple
Maledictions. I'm not sure what this one looks like. Thick, | imegre"

After adight pause, Heenor Ad, "Its on the tble Fourth one down inthe sack next to the Sphere of Luminesity.”

"Thank you, Heanor."

"Now do | get polished? Dusted, at least? For your wife's ske if nat for mine? Maybe shehas some price”

Kediigan Hew avay the outamod layer of dugt and gavethe brazen head afew quick swipes with his deeve. He

sraightened it in position, then stepped beck, amiling.

"Istha dl?" sheasked.

"I'm very busy. | have to bring alot of furniture here in a hurry, and | want to be careful about the kind of help | get.
| wart anice quiet paltergast who knowshow to hende vdu-adle fumiture™

"Therésno suchthing," Eleanor sgpped.

Kediigan sghed and begen to leef through the green book. He came at last to the spell he was seeking—a surprisingly smpe
one, he thought—and froanned & the Sght o the adimonitary rulic in bad letters immediady benegth; Enloy with edreme caution. This
spd| ey be hazardousto proparty and isliable to cause srious boddly injury.

Haewasacomplication. Kedhigan pushed adde somedf the dutter on theworktable and sat down to peruse the bodk more carefully in
hope of finding a spell that did not come equipped with its oan caveat. He found none Leding bedk, he rereed the disconoating
passage, and ramainad far atime desp in thought.

All dIswaetridky. When onewas Snged out, and spedfic waming gveninred letars it wes the sort of megjic one avaids unless areis
vay rash. Kedrigem wes not regh.

But Princess was looking fawerd to the arivel of the furniture To go dter it in the customary way, with wegon, and axen, and hauling and
lifting and packing, and along bumpy dusty dive home, and then mare hauling and lifting, and then unpacking, westoo dreedful to contamplate,
even with Soat to do the heavy wak. Time would be wagted. Things would be scratched, dented, broken. Neadless anvidty would be genar-
ated. Tempers would be strained. Kedrigern did not like to travd, even onabief tip, lightly and swiftly. A long exqpedi-tion, heavily
encumbered, wasadreadful progpect. A palter-gast could avaid alat of unplessantness

On the other hand, one should not use a spell to do what could be donein other ways mady because oneis dsndined to exat
onesdf ar put up with ahit of inconvenience: Magic was nat something to be squandered or used lightly.

But on the third hend, Princess wes here, now, and groa-ing impetiat. She desarved confart dter dl those yearsinabog, and Kedrigern
wanted her to fed happy and & home. The more relaxed she was, the more likdy his counterspell woud be to wak
propaty and restore her gpeach. And wiet

good was being awizard if one could not use a hit of magic now and then to make one's wife happy? It was either use
the poltergeist spell or disappoint Princess.

Kedrigern swallowed, set his jaw bravely, and began to intone the spell, pronouncing each word distinctly. It was a
harder spell than it appeared, full of difficult words, in alan-guage not ordinarily spoken by human beings, and he took
along time to finish. When he came to the end, he was perspir-ing fredly, his throat was sore, and the muscles of his
jaw ached from the effort of enunciation. The room was very ill.

"Put me down!" Eleanor howled.

Kedrigern watched her brazen head rise dowly from the table, tilting slightly. The features scrunched up in obvious
distaste, and the loud smacking sound of a sloppy kiss broke the ensuing silence. Eleanor's head descended and came
to rest gently on the table.

"Disgusting creature! You have no manners a dl!" she said fuioudy.

A low, rustling chuckle filled the room. A stack of books rose in the air, teetering precarioudly, suddenly turned top
to bottom, and dropped noisily to the floor. A chair began to move in dow circles.

"Hold, spirit!" Kedrigern commanded.

The chair stopped for an instant. Then, in aflurry of move-ment, Eleanor shot into the air while the chair hopped to
the table directly under her, and then the brazen head, with aston-ished expression, settled on the seat while the pages
of the topmost book on every pileriffled asin a high wind and dl the other books flew from stack to stack, exchanging
places. Thechudding grew loudkr.

"By Fleen and Higibil, and by the Sx Doorts, | order you to cease at once!" Kedrigern commanded.

Chuckling and riffling stopped immediately. A hollow, mournful voice said, "I was only having abit of fun, honored



dr. No harm done, no hurt feelings, no offense meant and none taken, that's how | seeit. A friendly prank or two is no
cause for good gentlemen to get upset and start caling upon powers that mean no good to a decent poltergeist.”
"That was alittle too lively to be classified as afriendly prank," said Kedrigern.
"It was vulgar and disgusting, that's what it was. He hasn't changed a hit, not Rupert. He's as bold as ever. Why
you want

to conjure Yp thelikesof himy | don't know," Beanor darted in. "But then, 1'm not awizard. 1'm not expected to under-gand things
Alll doiskesp track of everything, and nat even theflick of adustdoth to—"

"Doyouknow thispatergest?' Kedrigam brokein.

Before Heanor could resume her plaint, the hdllow vaice, sounding somewhat more cheerful, said, "Oh, yes, s, Hllie and mewe
0o bedk ever o fa, donit we, Hiie? Bver 0 far, Sr. Beenawtile snce 1ve hed the plessure o ha compery, though, isn't that so, old girl?
Last time we had a quiet mo-ment to ourselves was at Friar Bacon's house, gr, and that must be... let me see...."

"Quie momant? Quie moment?”" Heenor dhilled " There's no such thing as a quiet moment when Rupert is around! He hant
knoan aquie momat inhislifd”

"That was crud, old girl. My whole life was as quiet as a church & midhight. Itsonly sncel'\ve bemn apoltergast thet I've been
able to cut up now and then. Not dl my doing, athe, sr. As you mug know, a oatan amount o prankish-ness goes with the
professon. Itsexpected Let apdtergeis once get aremefar behaving inarefined and dignified menna, and hell soon hear abot it fram them
as canmekehimligen, if you fdlow my mesning, Sr”

"l think | do," Kedrigemsad.

"Then you're aman of some understanding, Sr, and you mud redize the pain it gives meto have agpersons cagt on ny past
life and my present profession dl in a single breath by someone far whom | have dways entartained the mogt tender feelings,”
the poltergeist went on, his voice now practicaly honeyed.

"I'm amazed you don't choke on your words, Rupert,” Eleanor said. "Do you dare tell this wizard how you treated
meinour lagt 'quiet momat’? Can you soeek your hame?!

"Ah, now, Hllig it was not dl my fault. | admit my hand wasjug atifle unsteedy, but thet Fiar Baoon, he warked us something
fierce. Had meto Cathay and back twice that morning, and to Ind later in the day. No wonder | wasn't a my bes."

"You dropped mel" Eleanor cried in a chilling metalic kem

"Natvayfa,ddgn.”

"Far enoughtodent me! Far enoughtoleavemedazed and

stunned just a the moment of my greatest opportunity! I, who was formed to unfold strange doubts and gnomic
sayings, to read a lecture in philosophy, and there | was, groggy as a drunken student, mumbling Time is;' and Time
was,' and Timeis past.' Friar Bacon was furious. He would have ham-mered me into a salver.”

"And who was it saved you, old girl? Who whisked you out of harm's way before the hammer fel, and substituted a
battered old cuspidor to fool poor nearsighted Bacon? It was Rupert done it, old girl, that's who."

"It was the least you could do," said Eleanor.

"But | didit. | saved you, old girl."

Eleanor ignored the remark and went on, "l could have been somebody. Uttered strange and uncouth aphorisms,
and girt far England with a wal of brass. And that would only have been the beginning. Scholars and seers,
pyromancers and wizards, al the wisest men in the world would have come to listen to my speech. But that's al over
now," she said, sigh-ing. "Look a me, Rupert. I'm nothing but a catalogue, dusty and tarnished, buried in obscurity."

"Now, just aminute, Eleanor," Kedrigern said irritably.

"Nothing personal, Keddie. Let's face it, you're not Roger Bacon, and I'm dl washed up, anyway. Just an old brass
head with adent in it," she replied dully.

"Well, what about me? Look a me, old girl, moving furni-ture and running errands halfway across the world on a
mo-ment's notice. | used to be aman of some prominence in my village, Il have you know."

"What does it matter? I'm afadlen woman. Abuse me mistreat me, neglect me It doesn't matter anymore.”

"l tel you what, old girl, you'll fed different after a good buffing up. If the honored sr here will just give me his
per-mission—"

"I will do no such thing," said Kedrigern. "This is not a lovers tryst, Rupert. You're here on business. | have
valuable property to be moved, speedily and with great care. Not a dish is to be chipped, not one chair or table nicked,
or Fleen and Higibil will hear of it. Curtains, rugs, and draperies are to be folded neatly, and everything delivered
according to a plan which | have sketched out. Do you understand?"

"Yes, dr. Absolutely, sr. Of course, being a poltergeist, I'm not authorized to guarantee the condition of the goods

upon arriva, gr. All | can promise is speed. A nick here, a chip there... that sort of thing is just about unavoidable, sir."

"But youwill avad it, wortt you, Rupat?' ssid Kedrigam gemly.

"Il do dl I can, gir, but likel say, | can't make any promises”

In aweary voice, Eleanor said, "Don't try to reason with him Rupat. Hedoext care about the likes of us Ladk & the condition
hesle melgpseinto. Our prodlems dont metter to im Just do ashe says, and hope that he only neglects you, ashe doesme™ She ended with a
deep, prolonged sigh.

"Thet's vay ufar of you, Heanor," sad Kedrigan. "You refuse to let Spot polish you. That hardly gives you the right to



complan about neglect”

"Spot istoo rough. Joat would rub mesmoath asaplatter inno time”

"Now, I'm very good at that sort of thing, sir," Rupert intajected. "I could have thedd gl gesming like the king's punch boa in
notimea dl. gt you say theword and Il be about it. Itll do wondersfor her, sr!

Kedrigern folded his arms and looked hard &t the brazen heed. "Isthat whet you wart, Beanor?' he asked.

"Hed havetopromisenat todropme”

"It's apromise, old girl. Have no fear, dr, shelll be as safe ashouses™ Rupat huriedy assured them

"l thought you couldn't make any promises," Kedrigern sad.

"Ah ... wdl... with asingle item, Sir... and not moving it over gredt digances... adffaat stuation entirdy, gr."

"l see," said Kedrigern, nodding judiciously. "Then con-sider this, Rupert. If my goods arrive here no later than this
afternoon, undamaged, you have my permission to give Beanor acaefu pdishing. Agreed?'

"Yaureatruewizad, sr. Fiar Baoon never dedlt asfarly with agairit in hislife as youre deding with me this minute, sir. If | may have the
directions and any specia instruc-tions. ..?"

Kediigan hdd out amgp to Wuxu's cadle and an itevized list of furniture and household goods, together with a dagam
indicating the desired placament df the atidesin his house Mgp and lig rosg, urfading in thar asoent, and hov-ered just above his head;
either Rupert was an exceptionally

tl sairit, o hewas flogting in micer. Then, without aword of farawdl, therewasagreat whoosh of wind, and Kedrigam knew thet the poltergeist
wasgone

As the sun touched the far mountaintops, Princess stood before the fireplace, hands on hips, looking pleased.
Kedri-gern's little cottage had not been transformed into a palace, but & leedt it no longer resambed the den of cardess bachdor
ogres Itwasafit and aozy home far aprincess. Light winked on palished cek and chany, siiver and aydd. Bright tapestries hung on the
walls, rugs lay on the floor, draperies cov-ered the windows. All was of the finest quality, and dl had mede the long
passage fram Wuxu's cadle unharmed. Nat adiip, nat anidk, nat adent westo be sem.

Kedrigern poured wine from a many-faceted crystal de-canter into two delicate silver chalices and handed one to
Rincess "Is evarything sstisfadtary, my dear?' he asked

"Breremp,” shesad brightly.

"Delighted to hear it. Let us drink to our comfortable home And to Wuxu. And to Rupat, who tumed out to be aramakadly
Fidtous patergad.”

"Breregp," sdd Pincess raisng her vesd.

They sipped the very good wine, and Kedrigern looked over histrandormed roam with acdm proprietary ar. “Its dl in the wey
you hendethem," he said ssodly.

"Breregp?'

"Poltergaigs my dear. Some wizards would sooner treffic with devils than call up a poltergeist. But if you treat them with the
right comhingtion o firmness and famess they can bevay hdpfu.”

"Braregp.”

"Yes And tomarrow, | think 1l have Heanor and Rupert wark together onny library. She can locate the books, and he can shdve them. Onoe
my booksaein arder, | canlodk up dl the ones cdled far in the Guide, and get towak onagpdl for you. In a few days, you'll be—what
was that?!" Kedri-gern cried as the house shook and aloud thump echoed through the neMy fumished rooms

A loude thump fdloved, and then aarash. With an inar-ticulate gro, thewizard thrugt his drinking vessd into Rin-oesss hend and st off &
arunfar hissudy. As heresched the door he heard anather araeh, fdllowed by asraping, soratch

ing noise, with hollow laughter and a metdlic giggle in the bedkground.

Heflung apen the doar, and aied out inrage & the sight of the chaoswithin Amid ablizzad of flying books and ogjedts of the wizards tradg,
hiswarkteble floated kneethigh dif the floor, svaying like an unpradticed skater on didk ice Eleanor's head, gleaming brightly, hovered
over the mad-grom, trandfigured with matimat a the Sght of adnar andjoint-stool dancing like drunken peasants a a wedding.
Through theflury of arbome atides Kedrigam saw her ex-pression changeto dsmay & hisentrance

"Wheat'sthemeaning of this?" heroered.

His worktable crashed to the floor. Chair and joint-stool stopped in mid-caper. Books began to mount guiltily in
un-steady heaps. Globes, jars, coffers and cabinets, phials and flaskets crawled into comers, where they huddlied in
untidy mounds

In alow, menacing voice, Kedrigern said, "Rupert..."

"Just having abit of afrolic, 9r, me and Ellie "When the work is done, it'stime for fun,’ as they say. No harm done,
I'm sure. Look how nice she polished up. Does your heart good to ssehe shing dont it, Sr?'

"I'mlooking a my sudy, Rupat.”

"Ah, wdl. Couldn't hep mysdf, sr. | held mysalf back something painfu when | wesmoving dl those lovdly things Not a nick
inthelat. It near destroyed me, Sir. I'm a polter-geist, and that sort of thing goes against my nature. | need noise ad
crashing about, and thumping, if you know whet | meen, sr”

"Youll get thumping, Rupert. I'l see to it that you get such athumping as neve—"

"Dont thresten my Rupat!” Heanor burgtin "'l don't caiewhat you do to me—dent me, scratch me, hammer me into foil—I'll
never remember another thing for you if you mis-tregt my Rupat!”

"Heanor, gethdd of yoursdf”



"Wl sad, ddgnl," sad Rupatinastagewhisoe.

Encouraged, Heanor aried, ™Y aulll never part ud Nevar”

"If that's what you want, Eleanor, then that's what you'll get," said the wizard in afury, raising his aams and flinging
out his hands in aforceful gesture as he intoned, "Begone, saint and brazen heed, and never reum tomg!”

As he stared in silent dgection, surveying the tumbled af-termath of their frolic, he heard a light footstep and
turned to see Princess. She peered into the room and looked at him, wideeyed

"Things are alittle messy, I'm afraid. Rupert needed more firmness and less fairness."

"Brere?"

"Yes, both of them. Utterly banished from our ken. Well not be seeing them again,” he said. She laid a consolatory
hand on his forearm, and he went on, "Just as wel, | suppose. Il have Spot clean up in here, and when he's done, Il
get to work on the counterspell for you. | just have to find... Oh, dear," he murmured. "Oh, dear me. | need... | have to
lo-cate ..." He turned to Princess and placed his hands on her shoulders. "My dear, the spell upon you is a very
complicated one. In order to undo it, | must first do considerable research. Il need dl the resources of my library." As
one, they turned to gaze upon the higgledy-piggledy disorder of the study. "Eleanor was my filing system. She knew
where every book is. Without her, it may take..."

"Breres?"

"Longer, I'm afraid. Oh, my dear, can you ever forgive me?' he asked with a deep and desolate sigh.

"Breremp,” shesad.
Five ahedgeagaing aldhary

kedrigam took princess's nesds and hiswizady puraLitsseriously, but he was a sensible man witha. On a beautiful morning in
early summer, he saw greater wisdom in sitting comfortably in his dooryard, soaking up the sun and letting his mind
wander idly, than in conning ancient lore in his study. The secret to successful wizardry, he reflected comfortably, was
knowing when and how to rdax. One must never strain a a spell; especialy when one's working area is an unholy
mess and one's library isdl ajumble.

He sprawled back in pillowed comfort, feet up on a cush-ion, and rang with languid gesture a little silver bell. From
within came the sound of rapid motion, and soon the slapping of huge fla feet approached Kedrigern's side, and there
stopped. Spot stood trembling with eagerness to serve its meda.

"Ah, thereyou are," said the wizard.

Spot wagged its monstrous head, spraying saliva about in generous quantity, and said, "Yah, Yah!"

"Good fellow. Spot. Listen carefully, now."

"Yah! Yah!" said Spot, bouncing up and down excitedly.

"I will have asmall mug of cold ae. Bring a pitcher, just

to be sure. And bring with it a morsdl of cheese just of a size to cover the mouth of the pitcher, and a loaf of bread.
And ask Princessif she'd care to join me."

"Yah! Yah!" said Spot, and windmilled off about its duties.

Kedrigern looked after it affectionately. Trolls were a trou-blesome lat, it was true, but if you got them young and
trained them properly, they could be devoted servants. They never did acquire manners, but one could not have
everything. One could not, he reflected, have much at dl unless one was very lucky, and he considered himsdf lucky
to have Spot.

And so lucky to have Princess that it did not bear thinking about.

He settled back into the cushions, closed his eyes, and sighed with quiet pleasure. This was the life for a sensible
man, he thought smugly. Let the others fret and stew and struggle in the squalid world down there; he would stay on
Silent Thunder Mountain with Princess, where life was good.

He frowned, thinking how very much better life would be if only he had found the counterspell to bring back
Princess's voice before Rupert had made such amess of things. A long, hard, frustrating search lay ahead of him, and
along wait for Princess, poor girl. The proper counterspell was there among his books, he was certain, but locating it
was going to be like finding one particular leaf in a windswept forest.

There was only one possible aternative, and that was so remote that it seemed a foolish waste of time even to
mention it to Princess; so he did not. The great Cymric bards were famous throughout the civilized world for their
spells bestow-ing eloquence and sweet speech. One of them could probably solve her problem in a matter of minutes.
But their land was far away, and they were a temperamental lot, and the price of their services was high. To find one,
and bring him here—for their spells and charms could be worked only by them, and by no athers—would recpire mare time
and patience then the moet painstaking search through his scattered library. It would a so requirealarge amount of gdd, to be peid
onthe spat. Sill, it wes something to keep in the back of the mind; alast resort.

Now, if he were on speaking terms with the guild, he could ask his felow wizards for advice and assistance; but



that was out of the question. They had chosen to embrace Quintrindus, that fraud, that alchemist, and forced him to
resign from the

Wizards Guild for the sake of his honor and integrity. So muthfar hiseswhile cdlleegues

Hesmply could not understand thar unhedlthy fescinetion with dchamy. After two years heill hed not come to tams with it. Wizards,
of dl people, should know better than to invave themsdveswith a psaudo-profession thet wes nathing mare then alat of smoke ad
ik and horible messiness and pompous jargon about things no one understood but everyone feit ddliged to discuss Yet it seamed to be
catching on. Cever young peopleweare nat interested in becoming wizards any-more: It wes dchamy ar nathing for them.

Young people & leset, hed the exause d their youth. Hisfdlow wizards hed no exause @ dl, and ought to be ashamed o themsdves They
woud leem thearar of ther ways soon enough, he reflected, and he would cheerfully point out— when they came to Him on thar
kneesto gpolagize—that hehed tdd them so.

It wesjug onemoredgn o thetimes he bdieved, and bed times they were. Barbarians sweeping in from the east and burning
the churchmen; churchmen issuing anathemas and buming one another; dchamids buming evarything they coud get their
hands on, wild to turn lead into gold. Smoke and shouting and destruction, that's al anyone cared for these days

BExogat for Kedhigam, who hed Pincess, and hiswark, and was happy with bath. He ws leaming mare and mare about temporal magic
and becoming rather good at it. He had reeched into the future severd times even maneged to pudk curious artifacts from that
unformed age and retain them for study. There was much yet to learn, of course... much to learn....

Hefdl into alight doze, awakening with a frown when a shadow fdl upon him. He opened his eyes and saw a great
hulk standing beforehim blodking out the aun.

It took his eyes a moment to adjust to the light, and his wits ancther momat to reconvene in the hereand-now, and then
Kediigan saw that the aregture before imwas amen of akind he hed hoped never egain to encounte—aceartainly not in hisown dooryard.

He was haf again the wizard's height and twice his bulk. Bare arams like the trunks of aged hornbeams hung from his

beetling shoulders. Torso and thick legs were encased in coarse furs. A tiny head was centered between the bulging
shoulderswith no Sgn of aconnecting neck. About im hung an éfluivium of randd animdl fat and humen persairaion. He wes a barbaian, no
doulat, and barbarianswere nat the friends of wizards. Or of anyone else, for that matter; not even of ather barbarians A thoroughly
bedlat.

"This road to Silent Thunder Peak?' the barbarian asked. Hisvacewesslikeafd of gone despinacave

"Yes it is" Kedigam replied, amiling brightly. He pointed to his Idft. "Just fdlow the uphill tredk. If you huny, you can reech the pesk by
aunsst. Mavdousview, onaday likethis Id dfer you adrop of somecod rdfreshmet, but I'm—"

"Y ouwizard?' thebarbarian asked.

That was the sort of question one did not rush to answer. Far too many people were wandering about these days
with the nation thet daying awizard was somehow adead of greet bendfit to the commonwvel.

"Wizard?' he repegted, squinting up. "Do | understand you propery’? Areyou inguiring about the wheresbouts of awiz-ard?”

"Y ouwizard?' thebarbarian asked, exatly assbefore

An unessiness care over Kedhigam. It wes nat & the bar-baian's gregt Sz and ugliness nor his nodisomeness nor even &  his
appearance here, in this isolated retreat, where one did not umup by chance It wesintangible asense o presance Hehed the egiie
sensation that amamba o his bratherhood was near, and that was manifestly absurd. This creature was nowizad

"Interesting thet you should ak," sad Kedrigam thought-fully. "It suggests an open-mindedness not immediady evi-dent in your
manner and your appearance." As he spoke, he dipped his hand behind hm to work the figures necessary to a spell for the
deflection of edged weapons. "Most people ex-pect awizad to go about inalong robe covered with cabdistic symbols, and
wear a conicd cap, and have along white beard flapping down around his knees. |, as you can see, an panly dressd in
good homespun tunic and trousers weer no headgear of any sort, and am clean-shaven. Consequently, a casua passer-by
seeking directions, or the whereabouts of a world-famous wizard, might easily assume that | am some honest tradesmen o
atissn who far persond regsons has do-

sen to live apart... when | am, in fact, an adept in the rare and gentle arts.”

With the spell completed, he hoped earnestly that this great brute would not decide to smash him flat
with a club before he could proceed to a further, more comprehensive, protective spell. Even with the aid
of magic, it was difficult to be ready for al contingencies.

The barbarian's tiny black eyes, set closely on either side of a shapeless little smudge of nose, peered at
Kedrigern from behind a fringe of lank greasy hair. In them shone no glimmer of reason.

"Y ou wizard?' he repeated.

"Mewizard," Kedrigern said resignedly. "Who you?'

"Me, Buroc," said the barbarian, thumping his chest lody.

"Oh, dear me," Kedrigern whispered.

Buroc was the consummate barbarian, the barbarian's bar-barian. Compared to Buroc, Krogg was a
playful tyke. Buroc was known throughout the land as Buroc the Depraved, and had added to his name
such epithets as Flayer of God's Earth, Figt of Satan, and Torch of Judgment, as well as other terms
emblematic of mayhem and savagery. It was said of Buroc that he divided the human race into two parts:



enemies and victims. Enemies he dew at once. Victims he slew when he had no further use for them. He
recognized no third category.

Looking into that flat expressionless face, crisscrossed with pale scars, Kedrigern believed dl he had
ever heard of Buroc. The barbarian's face reminded him of a cheap clay cup shat-tered to bits and hatily
glued together.

"Y ou come with Buroc," said the barbarian.

"Wdl, now that's an offer that raises some unusud poss-bilities, but I'm afraid murder, rape, and pillage
aren't my line of work, Buroc. I'm more the bookish sort. And I'm not as nimble as | used to be. Thoughtful
of you to ask, though. Now, perhaps you'd best be running dong," Kedrigern said, hurrying to the end of a
backup spell against indeterminate violence. With that done, he felt secure against Buroc's dis-pleasure.

"Burocfind golden mountain. Nesd megic”

"Oh?" Kedligam wes puzded. Ssekers of golden mountains often required the assgance of megic Hindars of golden mountaing ss ande
ddnat.

"Mountain dl gold. Spell hide mountain. You break spell. Split forty-forty," said Buroc in an outburst of eloquence.
"Fifty-fifty," Kedrigern quickly corrected him.

Buroc's eyes glazed, and for a moment he stood immobi-lized. Then he nodded his tiny head and repeated, "Fifty-
fifty."

"Where is this golden mountain, Buroc?' Kedrigern asked, spacing his words and enunciating carefully.

Again the barbarian's eyes glazed over, and Kedrigern red-ized that this was the outward manifestation of a
reasoning process going on in the recesses of that little head. "Y ou come. Buroc show," the barbarian replied.

"l have to have some idea of how far it is, so I'll know what to pack. Isit very far? Many days from here?"

After atime, Buroc said, "Sun. Sun. Golden mountain."

"Three days from here, | take it. Not bad. Not bad at al," said Kedrigern, his interest growing by the minute.

This was an opportunity indeed. It would set the alchemists on their ears and put them in their proper place once
and for dl. Let them stink up the countryside with their furnaces and fill the silence with their babble of Philosopher's
Egg and Emerdd Table and suchlike pseudo-magical rot in their feeble attempts to manufacture a pinch of third-rate
gold dust. Using only his magic, Kedrigern would possess a golden mountain. Well, haf a golden mountain. And with
such resources, he could recruit his own choir of Cymric bards to come to Silent Thunder Mountain double quick and
unspell Princess. What-ever the risks, magica or physical, Buroc's offer was too good to pass up.

"You'e not the idedl client, Buroc, nor are you my first choice as a business partner. And I'm sure that somewhere
in that miniature head of yours lurks an inchoate notion of minc-ing me smal once we've achieved our goa. But | can't
resist your offer,” said the wizard.

"Y oucome?'

"I come. And Buroc, may | inquire whether you saw any ghosts on your way up the mountain?"

"Ghodts?'

"Ghosts. Spirits. Sheeted fiends, squeaking and gibbering. Pdlid wraiths and ghastly apparitions. Any or dl of the
fore-going."

"No ghosts."

Kedrigern nodded ruefully. It was as he had feared. In ban-ishing Rupert, he had not only lost the services of
Eleanor, he had also inadvertently released dl the horrifying spirits that guarded his solitude. One must aways be
very precise in cast-ing spells, even when angry. Now anyone, even a barbarian, could grope his way through the
twisting paths and burst in on Kedrigern and Princess practically at will. Something would have to be done about that.

At this moment Princess made her appearance, entering on delicate and silent feet. She bore a silver tray on which
stood a frosty pitcher, two gleaming silver goblets, afist-sized chunk of golden cheese, and aloaf of pale brown bread.
She halted abruptly at the sight of Buroc.

Princess was somehow even more spectacularly beautiful than usual this day. A tumble of glistening raven hair
cascaded to her hips; her eyes were the color of a midday August sky; her features were sculpture perfect. A silken
dress of emerad green clung to her dender form, and a circlet of gold ringed her brow. Buroc's little eyes gleamed at
the sight of her. She moved close to Kedrigern and glanced at him, wide-eyed, in frightened appeal.

"No need to be nervous, my dear. This felow and | are discussing business,” he said, rising and taking the tray
from her, setting it on the little table.

"Brereep," shereplied softly.

"Lady talk funny," Buroc observed.

"That's my Buroc, always the gentleman. A connoisseur of linguistic elegance. Depend upon Buroc for the mot
juste" said Kedrigern amiably, taking Princess's hand in his and rais-ing it to his lips. His irony was lost on the
barbarian.

"Lady talk like frog," Buroc said.

Princess glared at the hulking malodorous figure. Kedri-gern squeezed her hand and said, "This lovely lady is my
wife, Buroc, and we manage to communicate quite effec-tively. Don't we, my dear?"



She touched his cheek gently and murmured, "Brereep"

"Sweset of you to say so," he responded. Turning to the barbarian, he said, "Now, do you have horses for us?'

"Ledy come?'

Kedrigern weighed that for a moment. He could leave Princess here, protected by a spell. But if anything befdll him,
she would be aone, and long unaware of her plight. And with

the terrifying spirits banished from the mountainside, even a powerful spell could not provide the protection he wished
for her. Much as he didiked subjecting her to Buroc's hungry eyes, he fdt that the best course was to bring her along.
"The lady comes,”" he said.

Buroc's eyes again glazed over in deep thought, then he lifted one columnar am and pointed down the road.
"Horses there."

"Well pack some food and be with you shortly,” Kedrigern said. His glance lighted on the tray Princess had
brought. "Meanwhile, be my guest. Eat. Drink," he said, presenting thetray.

Impressed by the speed with which bread, cheese, and de vanished, Kedrigern decided to use Buroc in an
experiment. Leaving Princess to pack their food for the journey, he filled a sack with objects captured in one of his
blind gropings into the future. They were smdl cylindrical things of bright meta, wound in bands of colored paper
marked with symbols and pictures. At first he had assumed that they were talismans of some unintelligible magic, but
he had learned, by dint of much exertion, that they were actually foodstuffs protected by a nearly impenetrable shell of
meta. He could not imagine how they had been gotten into their shells in the first place, or why, or who or what might
eat such things, or how they went about it. If Buroc could do anything to answer any of these questions, it would be a
great help.

He glanced about his study. It was cluttered with parapher-naia, much of it from that remote future age whence
came the cylinders. He had learned very little about the period so far, aside from the fact that it contained a great
variety of mysteri-ous objects, most of them shiny. But his investigations were till in their infancy.

Outside, he pulled a cylinder from the bag and tossed it to Buroc. "Food, Buroc. Good. Eat," he said rubbing his
stom-ach

Buroc hit down on the cylinder, frowned, and took it from his mouth. After staring at it for some time, he laid it on a
stump, drew a huge, heavy dagger, and brought the dagger down hard, splitting the abject in two. He picked up one
half, sucked t it, tossed it aside, and did the same with the other haf. "More," he said.

Kedrigern tossed him the sack, and Buroc treated himself

to a dozen more, leaving the dooryard littered with glinting metd. "Skin tough. Meat good," the barbarian said.

So that was how one enjoyed the contents of those meta cylinders. A dark thought came to Kedrigern. This remote
age into which his magic had extended might be peopled by bar-barians like Buroc. He pictured a landscape littered
with shards of scrapped metd trodden by huge barbarian feet, and shuddered. Perhaps it was a sign that the
alchemists would triumph in the end; it was the kind of world to gladden their hearts.

Buroc led them to where two shaggy horses stood tethered, grazing complacently. He mounted the larger one,
leaving the smdler one for the wizard and the lady. Kedrigern mounted, and reached down to swing Princess up
before him.

They traveled in silence for some time. Kedrigern was ab-sorbed in his troubled speculations, Princess was
fascinated by the unfamiliar sights, and Buroc was completely occupied with keeping to the trail. The way led through
pleasant open countryside, across meadows full of wild flowers and down a fragrant woodland track, then through a
valley to the outskirts of alittle market town. Kedrigern, till deep in thought, grunted in surprise as Princess squeezed
him tightly and clung to himin fear.

The town was a gridy sight. Smoke hung in the air, only now beginning to dissipate on a gentle breeze. Doorways
and windows gaped, and the village church was open to the skies. Above whirled flights of crows, and Kedrigern saw
awalf start from their path. When they came upon the first bodies, he raised his hand to caress Princess's head, buried
in his shoulder, and worked asmal concealing magic to hide the desolation from her. He could fed her shivering.

"It'sdl right now, my dear," he whispered.

"Brereep," she said faintly, not moving her head.

Buroc reined his mount to a halt and made a sweeping gesture. "Buroc do this," he announced.

"Why?"

The barbarian turned his little eyes on the wizard, held his gaze for a moment, then pointed to the ruins of the
church. "Me burn." Swinging his hand to indicate a heap of sprawled corpses, he said, "Me kill." Jerking his horse's
head aside, he rode on, erect and proud in the saddle.

At the sound of Buroc's voice, Princess gave alittle shud-

O and dung moretightly to Kedrigem.

"Odd, isn't it, my dear, how barbarians seem to have no knowedge whatsoever of the nomingtive snguar pronoun?' he sad by
way o cregting adistradtion.

"Breremp," Princesssad oftly.

"Yes, it's dways 'me this and 'me that with barbarians, particularly when they're feding boastful. Their grasp of



proper gamelicd usepeisa about the lowest possible leid compatible with spoken communication.” After a brief si-lence, he
added, "l sometimes wonder if it's just an affecta-tion."

"Breres?"

"No, | redly do" Kedigam fdl dlent agan They rode on far atimg then he laughed softly and furtivdy and whispered to her, "
sometimes picture them off by themselves, sitting around the fire dl hairy and rank, far from the eyes of non-batbaians
dropping the pretense and cutting loose with lang compound-complex sentences and sophidticated congtrudtions in the subjundtive: Cant you
Feit?'

She laughed a the suggestion, and Kedrigern went on to spin it out ever more elaborately, happy to see her
cheerful again. From time to time, as they proceeded, she glanced a Buroc, then a Kedrigern, and the two of them
smothered laughter as dhildren do & asdemn caamony.

For the mogt part, though, Kedrigern was thoughtful. He hed travded vay littiein recart years and the warld he now saw was
afar worse world than the one he had |eft. Nature wesaslovdy as ever, but where the hend o men hed fdlen dl was blight, and
ruination, and death. The barbarians were overrunning everything; what little they left, the alchemists pounded, and
bailed, and bumed in ther insstiable hunger for gdd.

Hefdt agreat foreboding thet however hemight sruggle againgt the tide, the dcdhemistswaregaing towinintheend. They would persist
until they had turned every bit of base metd into gold, and their work would precipitate an age of dhaos The future wald
that Kedrigem hed touched with his megic wis aure to be a place of harrars if he reed the indicartions correctly. It was a troubling
prospect, and he sank into goom

Their journey was relatively quiet. They passed through threevillageswhich lay in ruins and skirted two more and &

each one, Buroc stopped to point out the more gruesome scenes of carnage and destruction and dam credit for them
loudy and ungrammretically. He evidenced agroning aterHiveness to the reedtion shown by Princess and that disturbed Kedrigern. But at
night, when they camped, the barbarian behaved himsdf. All the same, Kedrigem cedt a precautionary spdl around the tent which he
and Princess shared.

They carean the third day to a sunless valey whae nathving grew. Carion hirds wetched with interest from the twigted limbs of dead
trees as the riders picked their way across this place of muck and stone toward a low hill that rose in its cata. Only as
they gpproeched the lagt berren ground around the base o the hill did Kedrigem detamine that the brigtling outline of the mound before them
was caused nat by theremains of a forest but by bare poles thrust into the ground at disurbing anges Hefdt thetinging of megic
inthedr, and ranad in his horse, caling sharply to Buroc,

"Nofather! That placeispratected.”

Buroc jerked his horse to a hdt and turned to face the wizad On hisfla face wes the fant hint of asile meking him appear
even less pleasant than usual. He pointed to the hil. "Gaden mountan,” hesad.

Kedrigern was annoyed with himsdf. He should have known Thareweaefaw beter waysto kegp peoplefar dgant then gving a
place the gppearance of abaroa-mound of the Old Race. He dismounted, and cautioning Princess to stay behind with the restless
horse, hewaked dosar. The sensation of enchantment grew.

He reached into his tunic and drew out his medalion. He rasdit to hiseye and Sghted through the tiny gparture & its canter.

Before him rose a mound of gold. It was not a mountain; not even afar-szed hill. But it woud do. It wes pure, dittar-ing gad,
flooding the goomy valey with itslight.

Kedrigam tudked the mecHlion inside his tunic and rubbed his eyesweaily; using the Aperture o True Visonto penetrate aconcedling sodll
wasdwaysadran. When helooked again, the mound rose as before, like the trodden corpse of a giant hedgehog. He turned
in time to see a flash of silver in Burac's hend, which the bearbarian quiddy removed fram before his eye and dropped indde his furs
Kedrigam recognized the siver agjet, and adhill weart through im A lat of things

thet hed puzded imweresuddenly dear.

"How did you learn about the golden mountain, Buroc?' he damanded.

"Mantdl Buroc"

"Fredy and dheafully, Imaure And youweat & once to find a wizard who could lead you there, didn't you? Well, didnt you,
Buroc?'

The barbarian looked at him, his smile gone. "Do magic. Buoc sharegdd," hesad.

"No hurry, Burac. Im curious about this ather wizard. Did you teke something from hin?”

"Domegic," Buroc sad, and hisvoicewasodd.

"Right now Im nat interested in the gdden mountain, Iminterested in the silver medallion that's hanging around your filthy
neck. Youtook it framakbrother wizad!

The barbarian reached inside his fur tunic. He hesitated, then he drew out an empty hand. "Wizard give to Buroc.
Mine"

"No wizard would give away his meddlion. Y ou came upon abrather wizard when hismegic weslow, and you killed him. That's
how you found the golden mountain. But you don't know how to break the enchantment, and you never will" Kediigan
fdded hisamms and lodked codlly and scomHully up & the mounted barbarian. S, you great gressy hegp of ignorant brutality, you can
look until your greedy heart consumesitsf, but you can never possess™

Withasal o anger, Burac gorang to the ground, drawing his long curving sword with smooth and practiced swiftness ad
dharging & Kedrigem Thewizard stood his ground; the blade hummed down, then rebounded with the sharp aadk of splintering crystal.
Fragments of glinting steel spun through thear, and Buroc hoMed in pein and wrung his hands

Kediigan moved hislips slently, edtending his hend befarehim With ashout, heflung ashriveing bt of megica the raging barbarian.



It struck, and dissipated in a shower of light, and it was Kedrigern's turn to cry out and nurse his hand. But worse than
the pain of rebounded magic was the shock df redization—the power thet protected Hm, protected Buroc. The medallion knew no
loyalty but to its wearer. It betokened fdlowship in the compery of wizads and it pro-tected each wizad—while he ware it—fram the
megcd hisfdlons

They faced one another, Kedrigern standing his ground, Buroc circling warily, each eager to strike but cautious
from the first shock. Buroc, growling like a hungry dog, wrenched a jagged stone the size of a cauldron from the
muddy ground. Raising it high overhead, he flung it squarely at the wizard's chest. It shattered into gravel in midflight
and fdl like hard ran around them

"No use, Buroc. You can't hurt me."

The barbarian, panting with anger as much as with exer-tion, glared a him, motionless, eyes glazing in a furious
at-tempt at thought. After atime, amalicious grin cut across his fae

"Buroc no hurt wizard. Wizard no hurt Buroc.”

"I'll think of something."

"Wizard no hurt Buroc!" the barbarian repeated trium-phertly.

"Don't gloat. You're only making it worse for yourself."

With unnerving speed, Buroc turned and raced to Prin-cess's side. He seized her wrist in one huge hand, clutched
her hair with the other, and roared, "Buroc hurt lady! Wizard try hurt Buroc, Buroc hurt lady!"

Kedrigern fdt his stomach flutter at the thought of Princess in Buroc's power. In desperation, he amed a spdll at the
bar-barian's tiny head. The recoiling force staggered him, and he heard Buroc's laughter through a haze of pain.
Princess's shriek brought him to his senses.

"l can't reach him, Princess!" he cried. "The medallion protects him, just as it protects me I'm helpless!”

She writhed, and turned her frightened eyes on him. Buroc forced her closer, grinning with pleasure at this turn of
events.

Only one recourse remained to Kedrigern. His magic was useless against the barbarian, but it would work on
Princess. It was dangerous for anyone to be subjected a second time to shape-changing enchantment, but anything
was better than mauling and ravishment at Buroc's hands. As a bird, Princess could escape; as awoman, she was lost.

"Be brave, my dear. There's ill something | can do," he said. And shaking his head to clear it, Kedrigern began to
recite the necessary words, spurred by the sight of Princess's druggles

Buroc pulled her to him. She clawed at his face, and he struck her hands aside. She tore a his tunic, while he
laughed

and lifted her off her feet to shake her violently. Still she clawed a him. Then, with a bright flash, the medalion flew
through thear.

Kedrigern abandoned his enchantment to catch the silver disk in flight. He dangled it by its chain and laughed
aloud. Buroc flung Rincess adde and huded himedf & the wizad, groping wildly for the medalion. Kedrigern raised his other
hand, and Buroc froze in midair, then crashed to the ground with aloud splap and a spattering of mud. He was rigid as
done

Kedrigern rushed to Princess's side and took her in his arms, holding her tight, stroking her hair, until she had
stopped tramiing. Heled her, belf carying her, to the horsg, and drew fram his seddlebag abheavy doek, which hethrew over he shoulders

"Yaurevay bravg, Rincess And quicker with your witsthen| an” hesad.

"Breregp?" sheasked weekly.

Hedanoad & Burac, Alreedy, the daity of hisoutinewesfading and crumbling as the petrifaction spell did its work. Soon the
Flayer of God's Earth would be no more than a curiously formed pile of gray stone. The genera barbarity would, no
doubt, continue; but Buroc's specia contribution woud bemissng

"QUk and painless Rincess Beter then he desarved, but under the circumstances | wanted something instantaneous.
Anything more appropriate would have required more time then gther of us coud goare” A dint o gdd caught his eye He
stooped and took up the golden circlet, wiping it free of mud before redadng it gantly on her brow. "Wl leave with no mare gdd
then we brought, if you have no aojedtion, my dear.”

"Breresp,” shesaid dedisively.

"I didn't think you would." He gestured vaguely toward the bridling barow. "We know how to gt beck, and | doulat that
anyone will stumble upon this and carry it off in the meatime Thisvaley is nat apopular place Weve gat imeto work out our
plans,”" he said, swinging her up into the ssdde

He mounted Buroc's horse, and side by side they started back. He was silent for atime, deeply preoccupied, his ex-

presson sarious When hebecame avare of Princesss curious geze, he eqdaned himsdf.

"I may as wdl tell you now, my dear," he said, sighing, "that pile of gold may well be more trouble than it's worth.
For one thing, it will take me a long time—you know the state of my library—just to locate the proper spell to
disen-chant it so we can actualy pick it up and take it away. And then there's the transporting. I'm certainly not going
to work with a poltergeist again, so that means negotiating with movers, and guards, and dl sorts of other people. And
then well have to wony about saring it propaly. And then thadll be dl that travel.... | think well be better off if | just con-canrate
on finding the counterspdll far you myeif. Besides the way things are going..." He sighed again and shook his heed sdly.



"Breregp?’ she asked, laying a consdling hand on his He amiled awen amile but sAd nothing, During the day he fre-quently mumured
under his bregth, and & night he aied aut in his deep, "Blasted alchemists! They'll turn dl the lead in thewald into gdd" ad
gnashed histegth,

Bu & the vary foat of Slet Thunder Mountain, Kediganraised his eyes from the dust and let out a soft cry of joy. "I think
I've got it, Princess! The golden mountain... I've fig-ured out. .." Hedapped hishands and laughed doud. Printoess undbdle to resst
the dgdlay o gadly, laughed dang with him but looked upon imwith gpen auricsity.

"Once Ivefound the counterspdl to hdp you, my dee—that's the very first priority—well beat those achemists a thar oan
caTe”

"Breregp?'

"Snde When theyve tumed dl theleed inthe warld into gald, whet will be therare and precious meia? Lead! Sowell outsmart themal. Wl
pdl the golden mountan into leed! It thet abilliart ideg, my love?!

"Brereep,” she said.
Sx

the gifts of conhoon

To the unirained eye, the mecHlions were indiginguisheble one from the other. Even Kedrigern could not say with cer-tainty
which of the two had hung around his neck since the day he joined the guild, and which had belonged to one of his
fdlow wizards, nor could he guess which of his former col-leagues had been so rudely parted from the powerful
talisman. Foul play was a certainty; the victim's identity remained a mygay.

At times like this Kedrigern sorely missed Eleanor of the Brazen Head, but there was no sense in crying over cast
spells. Eleanor was gone, leaving him with no quick and easy avenue to hidden knowledge. If a colleague—or the
entire guild—were in trouble, he might be long in finding out the truth. And considering the way they had treated him,
it would serve them right, he thought.

But this was no time for pettiness or thoughts of revenge. He had a problem on his hands.

The medallions lay side by side on his worktable. They were round, of a Sze to cover a man's pdm, about the
thick-ness of a smal fingernail's breadth but as light as a dried leaf. One side was as smooth and dick as the peded
white of a

hard-boiled egg. Around the rim of the other side ran a band of quaint and curious symbols cleanly and
deeply incised into the metal. At the bottom was a geometric figure of crossing broken lines. At the upper
edge, bounded by the rings to which the silver chain was attached, were two notches: the larger, the Cleft
of Clemency; the smaller, the Kerf of Judg-ment. In the exact center was atiny hole, the Aperture of True
Vidon

Kedrigern hefted the medalionsin his hands and laid them gently in the pans of his balance. They came
to rest on a perfect horizontal. He placed them back to back. They fitted so smoothly that he could scarce
discern the crack of their junction. He turned them this way and that, squinted and peered and scrutinized,
and at last came to the conclusion that they were indeed identical. Sighing, he replaced one meda-lion
around his neck, laid the other on the table, and rang the dainty silver bell that stood close by his hand.

Moments later, Spot careened into the chamber on great slapping feet, announcing its arrival with cries of "Yah!
Yah!"

"You're getting faster, Spot. That's very good," said Kedrigern with an approving smile

"Yah! Yah!" Spot responded proudly.

"Fetch me a nice cold mug of e, Spot. One of the larger mugs.”

"Yah?'

"No, just the de. Be quick about it, but mind you don't spill any."

"Yah! Yah!" Spot cried with great enthusiasm, and redled out of the chamber like a top-heavy galleon under full
sal.

Kedrigern pulled up a chair, settted down comfortably, and licked his lips in anticipation. Even here, in the
shadowed cool of his study, the warmth of the summer afternoon was beginning to penetrate. He looked again &t the
medallion, lying in a patch of sunlight on the table, and on an impulse, he snatched it up and hung it around his neck.

An instant later, with a cry of dismay, he tore it off and dropped it back on the table. It had weighed around him like
an anchor, and the dender chain had been like a toothed gar-rote against his flesh. No more of that, he told himsdf,
rub-bing his nape gingerly. Clearly, wearing the medallion along with his own was not the solution to his dilemma

What, then, was? A medallion of the guild was meant to be



worn by a wizard, and Kedrigern was the only wizard for leagues around. It was not meant to be buried, or hidden
away. It could not be destroyed. Most certainly, it was not to be left lying about where anyone might chance upon it.
The medallion had great virtue, and conferred a certain amount of power even on the uninitiated. If Buroc had been
just abit smarter... Kedrigern shook his head to drive away the dark thought.

It was a problem, and right now he had a much more pressing problem, that of restoring Princesss proper speech.
He wished that the second medallion had never come into his possesson.

Spot came flapping in with a frost-coated stone mug of cold de on a wooden salver, and whedled off again to be
about its household duties. Kedrigern took a deep draft of the de, sighed with comfortable satisfaction, and cocking
his feet up on the edge of the table, he tipped his chair back and stared with aimless gaze into the cobwebby comer of
the room.

Dust was thick everywhere. Since Rupert's depredations it had settled deeply on the mess Ieft behind, on the
books hast-ily reshelved and on the freestanding heaps and mounds about the room. Spot had done little to clear it
away.

That was the trouble with Spot. Anything within the troll's reach was kept relentlessly scrubbed and dusted, but its
range was limited. The upper shelves were blanketed with thick gray dust, like beds of dead ash, and the corners were
dl rounded by the cobwebs of Manny's numerous and sizeable progeny.

Kedrigern pondered the jumble for atime, then, taking another pull at the mug, he rose to inspect his shelves more
closdly. They were very dusty indeed. It was shameful. As his eyes darted back and forth over the disorder, they fdl
on asmal black book, passed it, returned, and held. A glow of triumph lit the wizard's face. He had found his solution.

Plucking down the book and blowing the dust from its upper surfaces, he leafed methodicaly through its pages
until he came to the desired rubric: "To Summon Up An Unidenti-fied Essence, Either Dead, Distant, Or Sleeping, For
Informartiona Purposes." With a quiet little chuckle of pleasure, he withdrew to his table, pausing on his way to bolt
the study door.

A few hours later, just a sundown, dl was in readiness. The ring was drawn, the candles placed and lit, the
medallion

in proper postion. Kedigem deared histhrost—it was dry, but there was no time to remedy that now—and began to redtethe soell.

Far atimg nothing heppened. But when Kedrigam intoned a certain phrase, the candles wavered, and then steadied and
bumed everly once more He came to the end of the gpdll, and weted in sllence: In the canter o the ring, hovering over the meddllion, wes a
immaingwigp o amoke no greter thenthe dying breath of a snuffed candle. It moved, and it grew, and as Kedrigan looked on
it filled out to the shedowy likenessdf abdd dd men, whitebearded, untidily dressed, with an expression of puzzlement on his vague
and insubstantial feguresand an ugly gashin hisneked scp.

"Who are you who ware the meddllion?" Kedrigam asked with sdemn intonation.

"Devil ahit I know about thet," sad the gopatition inafar, hdlow vaice

"Hasyour identity bean taken fromyou by enchartment?”

"Hadtosay, thetis"

"Whet befdl you, then?"

"All thet isknown tomeisabloody grest besh onthe heed that has left me with the mother and father of dl headaches ad st
neto blowing about the bawesrwarldslikeapuff of amoke™

"A ghost cannot have aheedache™

"Easy for you to say, Mister Flesh-and-Bones," said the gopaition peavidhly. "For dl your codksureness | have aheed onme
thrabhing like the Blacdk Dumdf Dun naGdl whenit summoned home at evening the nine thousand and six red cows thet were the
wetth and gary of Rabtech of the Siver Hbows Rolatach who dwdt in the high hell oF—

"Conhoon!" Kedrigem aried hepply.

"He did not dwell in Conhoon, that much | know, and | would gopredate your kegping your bloody vaiceto awhisper”

Lowering his voice, Kedrigern said, " You're Conhoon. Conhoon d the Three Gifts Conhoon thewizard™

"Thet may be"" sad theather cautioudy.

"It very odiinitdy is Y ou bdonged toaguild of wizards I'm Kedrigern. | used to be a member, too, until... until | resigned. Each
of us wore asilver meddlion like the one | have around my neck. You seem to have lost yours, and it's

come into my possession. Do you remember anything about it?'

"I do not."

"Do you remember any of our brothers and sisters in the guild? Perhaps you recdl Axpad, or Tristaver."

"l do not."

"Or Krillicane? Or Belsheer?"

"Not one."

"Surely you remember Hithernils. He was the treasurer. Everyone met Hithernils a one time or another."

"l do not remember your Hithernils or any of the others, and for the love of God, will you shut your gob and give
mea cold cloth to put on my head before | faint with the pain? Crud enough you are to drag me here from the blessed
quiet of between-worlds, but to torture me with questions is inhu-man.”

"Ghosts do not have headaches."

"This ghost could kick the eyes out of your head if he ever got loose from his spell, and we would see about



headaches then," said the apparition grimly.

Kedrigern bit back his instinctive angry response and said mildly, "Conhoon, don't you remember anything? Don't
you remember your three gifts?

"The only gifts | require now are a cold cloth for my head, woal to plug my ears, and a stone the size of a healthy
baby to throw at you."

"Your first gift was sweetness of the tongue." Kedrigern paused for a moment, then went on. "The second gift was
keenness of memory." He paused again, longer, and his ex-pression grew thoughtful. "I cannot now recal the third gift
of Conhoon, but | begin to wonder whether you are redly he."

"Do you say so now? Well, Mister Flesh-and-Bones, you will be pleased to know that your nagging has given a
push to my memory, and | now recall—"

A knock came at the door. Kedrigern turned, and in the moment of his distraction, the apparition in the circle began
to fade. It dwindled quickly, like smoke blowing through a crack, as Kedrigern looked helplessy on. The spdl was
com-pletely shattered now, and there was no short way to mend it. Muttering angrily, he went to the door, unbolted it,
and pulled it wide.

"Well?" he snapped.

"Brereep?" came avoice, gently, from the shadows.

At once his manner softened. "Ah, Princess, I'm sorry. | was working, and | forgot dinner completely. |
hope it isn't spoiled.”

"Brereep," she assured him.

"Good. I'd fed terrible if it were. Come inside. I'll just put a few things away, and well go to dinner
directly,” Kedrigern said, waving her into his sanctum.

The soft candleglow struck highlights from Princess's ebony hair and the golden coronet on her brow.
Kedrigern gazed at her lovingly—she was wearing the dark green gown, one of his favorites—and
sgueezed her hand before turning to his cluttered table.

"Brereep?" she asked, looking curioudy at the circle on thefloar.

"Nothing much, really. Just a small magic to find out who owned the medalion we took from Buroc." He
turned to join her. Wetting his thumb, he rubbed a break in the circle to neutralize it. This done, he removed
the candles to the table and then took up the medallion. "It belonged to Conhoon of the Three Gifts, | think.
He was one of our Irish members. Kept pretty much to himsdf."

"Brereep."

"No, you woudnt. Hewasaarly fdlon. Andit wesdl awaste of good magic, anyway. | ill don't know what to do with this
thing." He held it up, and it turned dowly, flashing mirrorlike in the multiple candlelight. Princess looked at it
admiringly and reached out to touch it. He placed it in her hand

"Lovely thing, isn't it? It would look magnificent against that dress. | always thought that silver looked best on
dark-heired women Something ebout thewey theligt..."

Their eyes met. She held the medallion against her dress andwithafant srilesad, "Breregp?”

"Oh, no. Thet's only supposad to be wom by awizad, and you... well..." He fdtered, and paused to weigh the possi-hilities.
The consequences of magic were never predictable, even to a wizard. Unauthorized wearing of the meddlion might
cause Princess to turn back into a toad, or into some-thing warse Sill, Buroc hed nat been hemmed. And Princess

hed dreedy bean enchanted once, and wias rlated by maniageto aguild mamber; she might qudify, however magirelly, assawizard

He looked at her, beautiful in the soft candleglow, and thought how nice it would be if she had her full power of
humen gpesch. They communicated fay well now, but therewere times when he longed to hear a soft voice whisper his name. A
croak did tend to undermine romantic moods. The sound of sweet song would be a wecome addition to the
household... conversations by the firesde on cold winter nights... reading aloud from the fine old tales... And then it
came to him that Conhoon's first gift was sweetness of the tongue Qealy, thegft dd nat resdein Conhoon's person; it might be
in the working of the medallion; if so, it might be tranamissshle toasliteble werra.

Kedrigern took the medallion from Princess's hands and held it up before her. "Therell be a bit of arisk, my dear.
Pahgpsahigrik; hesad.

"Braresp,” shereplied gaunchly.

"Braveginl! Heregoes then”

He placed the silver chain around her neck, and she reached back to draw her hair free. She took a deep bresath,
swallowed, and looked & him wide-eyed but nat fearful.

"How doyoufed ?Diffeaat?Betta?Sck?'

Shewe her lips adinalov and mounful vaice she sad, "It isodd thet | fed, and inthreeways doll fed it, and it doesmesmdl good in body,
mind, ar heat tofed as| do, and less good to know thet thereisdevil athing you or | ar anyone cando about it. First, | fed like the grain
of sand in the eye of Qdlgind that caused him to run med and sreaming in pein dark neked the length and breecth o Irdand for twelve
yeas day and night, regardless of the weather. Second, | fed like the splinter of pine in the bal of the thumb of Goiste
that festered and grew red and pus-filled and caused his am to swvdl up to the thickness of Kathlen MacRossas leg, and Hm
sworn to do battle singlehanded against the sons of Nish at bresk of day. Third, | fed like the fleain the exr o Sdsdend that



caused him to forget wife and children and home, and forsake the gift of honeyed song and the making of golden
sound on the harp, and live for sixteen years filthy grunting regged and dinking anong the pigsof hisoan yard. And that

ishow | fedl, and not pleasant is it, my husband, to feel this way."

"I should think not," said Kedrigern.

"There is more to say, and say it | will in good time, but now a hunger is on me greater than the hunger
of the sons of Eogan after doing battle four days and nights, without stop-ping once for breath or
refreshment, against the followers of Goll Black-Tooth to save the honor of the fair Fithir. Lead me to
dinner," said Princess.

"By dl means my desr," sid Kedrigam, tekingher am.

She spoke nat award during the meel. Kedrigem obsarved her closely, but could see no side effects brought on by her weaing
o themeddllion. Asfar ashe could tl, it hed given her bedk her spesch, and nothing mare

Of course, it had given her back a considerably greater amount of speech than she might reasonably be expected to
have lost. Kedrigern was fairly certain that Princess, before her enchentment, hed not gone on like a superannuated Hiba-rien
dronde. Bu this gpate of tdk, he assured himsdlf, wes probebly anaturd reedtion to allong peariod during which he was unable to do
anything but croak, and the manner of goesch westhe dtereffet o Corhoon's long possession of the mecHlion Things would surdy
improve

"A delightful dinner," he said, patting his lips with his ngokin

"Grand it was, and great is my satisfaction thereat," said Prinoess Kedrigam amiled and nodded pdiitdy, and she wat on, "l an
plessed and comfarted by this med in five disinat ways, and | shall now expatiate upon nmy satisfaction under these five
headings a length, in prose of an incantatory na-ture"

"Oh, there's no need—" Kedrigern began, but she spoke on

"The first way | an pleased isin my eyes, by the sight of the clean napery and the shining silver, and the gleaming
of candlelight on the wine glasses and the pleasant view of the deepening twilight on the hills that rise like the hills of
M u-shede beyond the father window, and expaddly pleesed aml because there have meny atimebeen gressy fingamarks on my dish and
1 unable to articulate my displeasure thereat. These cleanly sights are as pleasing to me as the sight of the

amdl white foot of Saraid of the Three Twins was to King Rory the Much-bathed."

"Wdll, I'm glad to hear—"

"And the second way | am pleased isin my nostrils, by the smdl of the roasted duck and the tang of the wine and
the clean scent of these fine wax candles. As pleasing to me are these mingled aromas as the fragrance of his stable
was to Tuatha of the Black Bull. And the third way | am pleased isin my ears, by—"

"You must excuse me, my dear," said Kedrigern, starting up. "l just remembered that | left a candle burning in my
study, and if—"

"You did not," she said. "Sit down and listen in full to my account of my satisfaction if you are any kind of a
gentle-man.”

Kedrigern returned to his seat. He remained seated, fidget-ing discreetly, while Princess went on to explain, with the
help of illustrative examples, how the dinner had given her pleas-ure, satisfaction, and delight of the ears, taste buds,
and fingertips. Having exhausted her sensory inventory, she paused for a breath and concluded, "And that is how 1
am satisfied by this lovely dinner.”

"I'm glad," said Kedrigern warily, fearful that any words might bring on another monologue but too polite to remain
churlishly silent.

Princess smiled, but spoke no more. For the rest of the evening she sat a her loom, and for atime, she sang softly,
to hersdlf, in alow sweet voice that Kedrigern found utterly en-trancing. He could not distinguish the words, but the
melody was of a beauty that needed no adornment and he could not bring himsdf to interrupt her. He listened, eyes
closed, while the evening breeze cooled his brow, and he relished his good fortune. Here was a pleasant domesticity
unknown to his fel-low wizards. He was a fortunate man indeed, and if Princess chose to ramble on now and then, well,
he could put up with it in exchange for moments like this. She had listened to him often enough; now she could tak
and he would listen. Noth-ing so terrible about that, he thought.

The next day, he began to doubt his power of endurance. Before breakfast, Princess spoke for the better part of an
hour on the nine joys of a good night's sleep and the sixteen beau-ties of the dawn. He spent the morning in his study,
but at

lunchtime she was ready with an extended recitation on the four goodnesses of breed in which a wamen namad Dame of the
Hump Hands figured repegtedy in awey thet never became dear to im He retumed quiddy to his udy, his domrach protesting the
haste with which he had dined, and emerged for dinner with great, and justifiable, trepidation. Dinner was eaten in
blessed silence, but was preceded and followed by a two-part soliloquy on the thirty-three proper ssasonings far a
midenme repest. Kedrigan heavily over-salted his meet, drank an inordinate amount of wine to as-suage his thirst, and fdl adegp
gumly jud dter sundown, to the srans of an degiac song.

The ned day he spent in the wood, gocking Up on neces-saries of the profession. He left early and returned late, well past
dimer ime, and thus wes audience anly to a long lamart concerning the tribulations of one Barach of the Tiny Foot, which



conaumed the entire evening. It wes auffident to give im amild heedache He naticad thet Soat hed teken to tudk-ing in its ears and
entering rooms cautiously, lest it blunder into Rincess and beforoed to hear aut onedf ha mondlogues Trdlls he recdled, ware noted
for thar powersdf endurance

For the next three days it rained, hard. Confined to the houss ungble to raven long in his sudy, where the humidity wes
pradicaly subaqueous, Kedigan westdked & dl day, each day. He longed for the sound of a sweet "brereep." He begen to have
thoughts of counterenchantments to neutrdize Princesss medlion; even  outright gedling it, as she dept. But these weare dangerous coursss
both to himedf and to her. He hed plaoad the medlion around her nedk, and thet wes adesd nat lightly undone. To conglicate metters she
sEmed quite content with her newfound multiloouence, and Kedi-gern knew that he could not, in the end, bring himsdf to
deprive her of her evident pleasure. Taky she might be, but shewes Princess and heloved he.

On the firg dy maming he awvoke ealy, to blessad quiet. For atime, not even a bird peeped. Kedrigern drank in the swest
slence knowing thet it would end dl too soon.

He raised himsdf dowly, stealthily, and leaning on one elbow he looked down on Princess. Her dark hair lay like a
pool of night around her fair face. Her cora lips were barely parted, and her breath was dow and regular. She was
abso- ludy slet. Princess looked espaddly lovey thismaming,

and Kedrigem, forgetful o dl dse reeched ot to tekeher inhisams

But he hesitated, his fingertips a scant handbreadth from her shoulder. He wanted to ambrace her,, to meke love with no more
spesch then was necessary ar fitting, as they hed dways done before—and hefeared that insteed of the siweet Sghs o past day's he would
hear gill another tale of mighty-thewed heroes and long-suffering damsels, reckless oaths and base treechary, rdaed ina
menne more ited to amaundaing dd ssgamen then to thefar lipsdf Princess

Ashehdd hishend poisad over her shouider, she stimed, opened her eyes, and looked diredtly & hm Sartled, he draw bedk hishand.

Troubled waerny dreamslad night, Kediigammy hus-band, and troubled my deep as the deep of Draigen of the Bloodshot
Eyesin the Black Bed of Goome," she said. She yawned and wat on, "For ten didindt dreams did | have, and dll of them filled
with omens that would make the hairs of your head to ¢and up like thoms and your blood to runasadd as the brook of Kilfillin in
the springtime, when the meting snows run down the stony flanks of the hills of Musheele. And tremble| did, and cry
out, and try to flee, but my voice was taken from me and my feet as ill as the Stone Dog of Moycashd.”

"Probably something you ate, my dear," said Kedrigern, dipping fram the bed. "I naticed an odd tang to the gravy legt night.
Perhgps Soot—

"It is not gravy that filled my sleep with the horrors of Hell, and | would think the better of you if you did not flee
like the hinds of Sliabh Luachra at the sight of Finn Quick- Soear evay timel gpen my mouth to spesk,” Princessbrokein cddly.

Kedrigern hit his lip and said nothing. Princess looked at him darkly and disapprovingly for a time, then drew a
deep breath preparatory to resuming her account of the night's dreams At that momat aloud knodk a the front door echoed
through the house

"It's probably for me" said Kedrigern, grabbing for his dathes

"Youwill st and hear mg husband. Soat it iswho answvers the door in this house™

Theknodk resounded again, accompenied by indiginet but

angry-sounding wordsfrom b ow, just under thewindow.

"l will go. Thereare some prefty undesirable types around, my dear, and with the ghosts gone from the wood, they're lisdeto
tum up on our doorgtep anytime Ramaber Buroc. That was nat affiedy knodk," said Kedrigam as he tugged on hisboat.

Woarking aquidk temparary spell againg bodily injury, he salked to the doar, threw the balts and flung it wide At the Sght o afamiliar figure
he gagped and darted bedk. Bfarehim stood a bald old man covered with the dust of the road, white-bearded, untidily
dressed, a dirty blood-stained rag binding his pete and an expresson o grest ange on hisface

"Conhoon! Y auredivel" Kedrigam aried.

"l am, and | want my medallion," said the visitor, bran-dshing hiss&f inamenedng gesure

"Ah, yes, your medalion. Come in, Conhoon. We were just about to have breskfas. My housetrdl mekes wondaful pencakes
Why donit you—"

"l want my medallion, and no bloody foolishness from anyonein this house™"

"Of course you do. Come in, and well break bread, and talk about the guild. I'd love to have a good long chat about
the guild. Well discuss the whole question of the medallion and cometo an aricable solution.”

"To hdl with an amicable salution! | wert my meddllion”" howled Conhoon.

At that moment, Princess appeared. She wore a gown of deep dark green. Her hair hung loose around her
shoulders, and the meddlion glistened like a star on her breast. When he saw it, Conhoon's eyes widened and he
began to sputter. Kedrigam quidkly meceintroductions

"My dear, this is Conhoon of the Three Gifts. Conhoon, thisismywife Pincess Conhoon isa cdleegue of ming my dear, and
we—"

"And would you leave the dear man standing out in the maming dill, and im with a bandage to his heed and no food & @l in
his poor gomech? Gamein, nny fine Conhoon, comeinto adér and agood dish o poarridge”™

"l thank you, lady, but it's for the medalion 1 come, and if you'l just be giving it to me Il be on my way," said
Conhoon, histone subdued but il fim

"Itisafinemeddlion," said Princessthoughtfully.



"Itis and oy | antobewithout it

"How didyou cometoloeit?' Kedrigeminauired.

"Devil athing | know about that. One minute I'm dozing df inmy garden, week and exhauded framagpdl to rid three counties of
miceand mdes and thenext thing | know | havea gash in my scalp and a headache to make the eyes hop aroundinmy sl andry
houseisdl tom to pieces and my medallion gone. Lucky | an to be Conhoon of the Three Gits and my three gifts sweaness of the
tongue, keennessdf the memory, and hardness of the head. And if | find the evil bugger wholadmeaut, hewill nesd aharder heed
then minear wewill heer no marefram himy* Conhoon replied.

"Hedready hesaharder heed. | tumed imto gone”

"That was good df you," said Conhoon, dmeet gradioudy. "And now | will tekemy mecdllion and go.

"Fond have | grown of this medallion,” said Princess softly, touching the smooth slver disk with her fingertips.
"And | think that if | wished to keep it, my brave Kedrigern woud cometo my ad egang any soroarer ar wizard o fd-lowship
thereof...."

"Ohdear me" said Kedrigem under hishresth.

"... But | would not cause such bitter conflict in his soul,” Pincess wat on. "My Kedrigam, my beautifu ane, my beloved”
she croonad. "Far he weas in his youth, by the lodk of im Fair the heir and the brows o him, and amoath the skin of him, and long and
dender the hands of him and clean the fingers and the fingameils theredf.. Likeblood on the breest of the white dove wes the redness of
hislips Likered gdd dter the burnishing was his hair, and like cornflowers the blue of his eyes. Straight the shins of him,
and long the legs, and round and hard the knees of him as two wave-washed sea-9dis”

"Very nice of you to say so, my dear," Kedrigern said, amiling and much rdieved a thisnew tum to her goesch.

"But the years are quiddy pessing, and heavy will be thar burden on my Kedrigam, the wise the kindy, the ancefar. Gray s the dust
bunnies under our sagging bed will soon bethe hair of him, and the lines in his face as degp as the fur-rowed guliesin the hillsdes
o Mushede dte the torrents of saring have dropped fram the skies Around his eyesthetiny lines are dreedy as numerous as the hairs on the
heeds o dl the wariarswho faoad—"

"Y ou needn't go on, my dear. Conhoon has the idea.”

"I will go on," said Princess implacably. "The warriors who faced—"

"For the love of God, woman, will you give me my me-dalion?" cried Conhoon in an agony of impatient longing.

Princess paused. She looked fondly a Kedrigern, then she took the medalion in both hands. "Loath amn | to lose
this lovely and useful ornament and the rich abundance of speech it has bestowed upon me, and saddened by the
thought of once more being forced to croak like a toad in response to intelli-gent and subtle questions. And | am
saddened in nineteen distinct ways. But | will keep them to mysalf.” And lifting the gleaming silver disk from around
her neck, she placed it in Conhoon's outstretched hands.

That evening, Princess and Kedrigern dined in the shade of the great oak. When Spot had cleared away, Kedrigern
reached over and took Princess's hand.

"That was afine and decent thing you did this morning, my dear. And awise thing, too. A battle of wizards can be
aterrible orded. Devastate the landscape, and do dl sorts of odd things to innocent bystanders. It was good of you to
avoid bringing one about," he said.

She smiled at him. He squeezed her hand and went on, "l promise you, from this moment on | will devote dl my
efforts to completing the reversal of your spell. It's my absolute top priority." He looked away, off to the far end of the
fidd, and rather avkwardly and uncomfortably said, "And, my dear... something you mentioned this morning... | was
wondering ... oh, it'sredly nothing... but ill, I..." Helooked at her hopefully.

She raised an eyebrow ininquiry.

"Well, you mentioned something to Conhoon about my appearance... what you thought 1'd look like in a few more
decades. Do redlly... ?1 mean, I'm scarcely more than a hundred and sixty. For awizard, I'm practically a tot. Surely I'm
not starting to show signs... to look... Am 1?7’

She patted his hand, gave an enigmatic smile, and very dowly, she winked. "Brereep," she said.

Seven cogito, ergo sam

kedrigem & lagt dug Isbashoori's Guide To Countering Conplex Curses Subtle Spdls And Multiple Maledictions aut of the chaos left
behind by Rupert and Eleanor upon their benishment, and located neatly evary book refared to in the sedtion on postcounterspdll
complicaions But indeed o raising his hopes, further knowledge had confirmed his darkest fears. The basic spell on
Princess was capable of so many twigs and tuns and degart dy invautions thet he migt wak at undoing it for the rest of his
days with no assurance of success.

There was one bright spot: Princess was in no mortal danger. A faled atempt to restore her pesch would nat cause her to
burst into flame, or dissolve, or turn to stone. It would not even cause minor embarrassments like the sprouting of
homs ar ingantaneous obesity. But it would drag on and on, draining Kedrigam's megjic without result, and eroding Rrin-cess's petience and her
fathinhim

The more he brooded on the situation, the more annoyed Kedigam became & his oamn hegte and cardessness At ther very
first meeting back in the Disma Bog, he should have taken thetimeto lesm evary ddal of Rincesss enchantmat.



|dedlly, he should have brought her hame, ensoonced her inacomfortable puddle, and done his research in a methodical fashion
before undartaking the counterspdll. But hehed rushed ahead like an eager apprentice, with only the most perfunctory inquiry
into the facts. Worse ill, when she had ha spesch compledy restored he hed nat teken the oppartu-nity to quiz her closely.
Considering the rhetorical style in-duced by Conhoon's medHlion, her ansver might have lested severd days, but under dl the oratory
theremight have bean the due he nesdied to direct him to the praper remedy. Now it was too late, and there was nothing for it but trid
and error. Hedreeded tdling thisto Rrincess

Aduely, Kedrigem could undergtand Rincessfaly well by this time; quite wel enough for dl domestic purposes, a any rate.
Princess could communicate far more effectively with her croeking then Spat with its oneword vocebulary. OF course, Soat wes atrdl
and Prinoess wies a princess, cgpeble df vivid gestures and awide range of fadd exqresson. That dd meke a difference But even the mogt
ddicatdy nuenced "breregd” wes an inedequete medium far eqdaning the fine points of a transformational enchantment,
particularly when they were the work of amalicious bog-fairy who had taken timeand care to weave an ingenious spdl bridtling
with pitfalsfor the incautious dsencharte.

There were questions to which one could not accept "breregd” far an answe. But with Conhoon's meckllion restored to its
proper wearer, Princess wes unlikdy to give any other ansiver far along timeto come:

These thoughts troubled Kedrigam on an athewise parfect day in summer, as he loitered in the garden after breakfast, rdudant
to confine himsdf indoors on such alovdy moming. He knew that he had a long series of days in the workroom aheed o im and it
wasdl hisown faut. Depite blue skies wam sun, and mdodious birdsong, he sconded,

"Breregp?" Princessinquired withindant dlidtude

"Nothing a al my dear. I'm just thinking of how hat and stuffy it's going to be inside on a day like this." He stood by the gete
and looked aut over the dope o the long mesdow to the misty valley far below. "It's a shame | can't work out-doors. It would be
nice to set up my things out here. Or maybe under the cek"

"Brerem," shesuggested.

"It wouldn't do. Most of my materials can't take fresh air and aunlight. Half my bookswoud aumbeinto dust.”

She came to the gate and took his arm, laying her head against his shoulder in a silent gesture of sympathy. They
stood for atime looking over the meadow, then Kedrigern raised ahaend to ede hiseyes

"Isthat someonegpproaching, my dear?' heasked.

"Brerex?’

"Over that way. See?' he said, reaching into his tunic for his medHlion, muttaing as he dd <o, "This place is beooming a
madhouse. Buroc, then Conhoon, now somebody ese... might as wel have built an inn on the high road... crowds, and
noise... never aminute's peace...." As he peered through the Apature d True Vison, hismooad brightened. 'l recognize thet livay. Its
amessenge fram Vosoonu”

"Breres?"

"V osconu the Openhanded, my dear. One of my favorite dients Hisprademsae uaely sraghtforward and unoom-plicated.
It's dways a pleasure to do ajob for Vosconu." He waved an am, and the distant figure returned his greeting. Leaving
Pincess & the gate, Kedrigam took up the siver bell from the table and rang for his house-troll. When Spot burst into view, he
ordered light refreshments for his visitor, then reumed to Princesss Sde to awet the messenger's arival. "'l think youlll be impressed
by the cdibre of Vosoonu's sarvants, my dear. He's extremdy generous to them, and they in turn are fiercely loyd. Il
probably have to force this fdlow to tekeafen minutesto refresh himsdf, hell bethet eeger to get bedk and put hismedte’s mind at rest,”
hesad

Shetumed to himthoughtfully and sad, " Brereep.”

"Are you oatan, my dear?' he replied with mild suprise "The felow might have some news that would interest you.
Vosoonu's court isabusy place Always someone interesting pessing through.

Sheshook her heed resdlutdly. "Breresp.”

"l understand. You go on inside, and I'll talk to him out here Therésno reason far you to see anyone if you prfer nat to. Il tll
you thewhde sory over lunch.”

Kedrigam brushed the aumbs of breed and cheese fram his fingartips Spped his de and amiled contertedly. "It gppearsto be a very
simple curse, the work of arank amateur. It

should give me no trouble a dl. And Vosconu aways pays promptly and generously. If we should have to resort to
pur-chasing a counterspell, well need the money. The only hitch is that my presence is required, and that means a trip
to Vosconu's lands. | do hate to travel, but | can't let an old client down." He was silent for a moment, then he said,
"Why don't you come with me, my dear? It wouldn't be at dl like our excursion with Buroc. The accommodations at
Vosconu's palace are magnificent. We could turn it into alittle vacation."

"Brereep,” shesaid firmly.

"It's no trouble at dl. Spot can watch things. I'll put a protective spell on the house and grounds to help out. I'm
sure you—"

"Brereep," she repeated.



"But you wouldn't have to tak to anyone. You could reemain mysteriously silent." She looked a him as if he were
raving. He shrugged and said, "Or | could tell everyone you had laryngitis." When her expression did not change, he
nod-ded in acquiescence. "Ah. Wdll. No need to comeif you don't wish to, my dear. I'll get there, get it over with, and
get back as quickly as | can. There shouldn't be any complications. In fact, there may not even be a curse. Vosconu
tends to worry about things. A regular fussbudget." He laughed softly and held out for her inspection the long letter,
in tight script on both sides of Sx sheets, that the messenger had delivered. "Just look at that, my dear. In Vosconu's
own hand, no less. Have you ever seen anything so methodical, such attention to detail ?*

"Brereep," she marveled.

"Nor have |." Kedrigern looked over the missive and sighed. "Now, if we had something like this to describe the
exact circumstances of your spell, it would be a matter of..."

He stopped in midsentence. He and Princess stared at each other with a wild surmise, and then Kedrigern sprang
up and raced inside, to emerge moments later with a pen, an inkhorn, and a sheet of clean parchment. Placing the
materids before Princess, he stood back expectantly, beaming in anticipation.

Princess took up the pen, dipped it in the ink, and readied hersdlf to write. She sat poised for a full minute, then
rested her chinin her hand and looked thoughtfully into the distance, a faint frown creasing her brow. An artist fond
of cliche might have done a quick sketch of her and entitled it "Poet Awaiting

the Muse." At last she put down the pen and looked up at Kedrigern with tears glistening in her eyes.

"Brereep" she said in abarely audible voice.

"Nothing at al, my dear? Not asingle detail ?*

"Brerep.”

"Oh dear me" Kedrigern rushed to her side and took her up in his ams, the better to comfort her. "Everything will
be dl right. We've lost a hit of time, nothing more. No need to be upset. I'll keep looking, and before you know it you'll
be speaking as eloquently as you could wish."

"Brereep" she sobbed.

"There's nothing wrong with your memory, my dear. It will return. It's shock, that's dl. You've been subjected to so
much magic in so short a span that your system hasn't had time to adjust. You've blanked out the cause of it dl. I've
seen this sort of thing before."

"Breregp?

"Oh, dozens of times. And they dl got their memories back. No need to worry."

Princess seemed to take comfort from his words. With a squeeze of her hand, Kedrigern led her to a comfortable
chair. He took the writing implements indoors and emerged with a sTel tankad.

"Drink this, my dear. It will cheer you up," he said. "I'm going to my workroom and start making alist of spells."

At dinner that evening, Kedrigern was slent, as if too preoccupied to speak. Later, strolling in the arbor, he
broached a new idea to Princess.

"It occurred to mewhile | was working. | recalled the first time | helped Vosconu," he explained. "The poor man was
certain he was being haunted, and he wanted me to drive the tormenting spirit off. | settled the whole thing to
everyone's satisfaction, and now Amos owes meafavor, and | thought—"

"Brereep?" Princess interjected.

"Oh, Amos is the ghost. He didn't redlly intend to haunt Vosconu's palace, he was just looking for a place to stay,
and he rather overdid his ghostly presence and upset everyone. If it hadn't been for me, Vosconu would have had him
exor-cised, and that's a very unpleasant experience for a ghost. Amaos promised that if he could ever do me a favor,
he'd drop

everything and place himsdf at my service. Now's his chance."

Princess looked at him in puzzlement. He smiled, rubbed his hands together briskly, and explained, "If
Amos can con-tact someone who was present when Bertha placed the spell on you, then we may be able
to learn the exact phrasing and the subspells attached to the basic spell. Once | know dl that, I'll have you
speaking within the hour."

"Brere?’

"Absolutely. | think it's our best chance. Mind you, | gen-eraly avoid summoning up departed spirits. If
they've gone to a better life they resent being disturbed, and can't wait to get back. They give you curt
answers, and get dl fretful and im-patient when you press them. And if they've gone anywhere else, they
keep pleading to stay here, or they threaten, or try to bribe you. They're a difficult lot to work with, either
way. But Amos shouldn't be a problem. Someone Out There logt his records, and so he has to wander
about, homeless, not quite here and not quite there, until The Proper Authorities can get to his case. It's a
londy afterlife, and Amos appreci-ates any human contact that's offered.”

"Brereep," said Princess, softly and sympathetically.

"Not dl that sad, actually. In fact, | think Amos rather enjoys it. There's one drawback, my dear. Amos
can only contact a fellow ghost. Since you've been out of touch with the family for a while, you might be in



for a nasty shock.... | mean, if he should mention someone, you'll know that... well, that they've gone Out
There since your eighteenth birth-day."

Her eyes widened in sudden alarm, and she raised a hand to her lips. Taking her other hand, Kedrigern
sad, "What | can do—if you'd rather not know—is ask Amos not to con-tact anyone in the immediate
family. | can tdll him to stick to courtiers and officias.”

Princess nodded, and said "brereep" with obviousrelief.

"All right, then, Il get in touch with Amos. I'll go insde and start setting up the spell. Come to my
workroom as soon as it's dark, and we'll do it," said Kedrigern.

Princess entered the wizard's workroom at the appointed time to find the table pushed back against one
wall and a figure marked in colored chak on the floor. Two fat blood-red

candles stood on either side of the figure, and two dender tapers waited, unlit, in candlesticks on the table. Kedrigern
dased the door behind her and led her to adnair, one o apeir fadng thefigure: Lighting bath tapers he gave areto her and segted himeeif in the
other dhar.

"One more thing, my dear. At the first sign of Amos's gpproach, Idlikeyou to act tenified, he sdd Softly.

"Breregp?'

"No, he's as harmless as a kitten. It's just a thing with Amos It mekeshim hgppy.”

In the candlelight, a look of growing impatience spread over Princess's features. Hitching his chair closer to hers,
Kedigan sad, "Amos used to be ssnice and quiet aghost asyou'd care to meet. He skulked about in the shadows, not mekinga
sound, scarody ever showing himaaf. Whenever he did appear, he tried to smile and look friendly, so no one would be
frightened. Then he picked up abook of ghost dories somenhare Amos wes dways an impressoneble sort, even when he was
dive. In no time at dl, he was rattling dhains and leaving ineradicable blooddains, and carying his heed under hisam, and legping out
a—'

A low, hollow laugh reverberated through the chamber. The candesfluttered and began to bumwithablueflame

"Thetll be Amos”" said Kedrigam. "Would you plesse att frightened?”

"Brere!" Pincesswhipered angily.

"Please, my dear. It means alot to Amos. We can't offer imanything to egt ar dink. We might aswell mekehimfed good.”

Frowning, Princess sighed, put her hands over her eyes, and shrank back into the chair, dl the while making little
tanified noises She pasked out fram between her fingas

"Pafedt, my dear," Kedhigem whispered. Then he gave amelodramatic start, looked about wildly, and cried, "What fearsome
denizen df thewarlds beyond comestofill uswith feer and tremidling? Soeek, dreed ghost, and harrow aur poor frall heerts no longer!”

Another ped of deep hollow laughter filled the chamber, echoing esily and ratling dl the loose ojects on tables and sheves
"Areyou frightened?* aghodly voioe demanded

"Weaelimpwithhoror," Kedriganreplied

"Oh, that's very nice. Really very nice," said the ghostly

voice, softening. "It's dl right, you know. Y ou're perfectly safe. Thisis Amos."

"Amos? Redly?"

"None other. Y ou did summon me, didn't you?'

"l did, Amos. But for a moment there, | thought | had somehow come in contact with a spirit of
cataclysmic malevo-lence. Such a paroxysm of sheer cosmic terror came over me, | couldn't believe it was
anyone | knew."

"Sony if | gave you a start, old chap. | didn't redlize there was a lady present, or I'd have gone easy. Has
she fainted in horror?"

"Quite possibly," Kedrigern said.

"I do apologize. If | had known..."

"Not your fault, Amos. As a matter of fact, it's for my wife's sake that I've asked you here."

"Your wife? Congratulations, old man!" said the ghost heartily. "What's the lady's name?"

"Princess. She's a princess. We're having a bit of a prob-lem with an enchantment that was placed on
her, Amos, and | was hoping you could help us out." Kedrigern described the sStuation briefly, to the
accompaniment of little grunts of amazement and sympathy from Amos.

"A terrible thing, dear lady," Amos said. "Tel me the names of your parents, and their kingdom, and I'll
get right to it."

"Brereep," Princess said, extending her hands in a gesture of helplessness.

Kedrigern interpreted. "She can't remember. She doesn't remember anything, Amos."

"That may complicate matters.”

"Couldn't you just ask around? If anyone knows anything at dl about a beautiful princess turned into a
toad on her eighteenth birthday, it could be a great help.”



Amossighed. "All right, Kedrigern," he said.

"You'll doit, then?"

After abrief silence, Amos said, "I've doneit."”

"So quickly?'

"You forget, time moves differently Out Here. I've found a chap who claims to be a court philosopher.
His name's Sam. He's right here, if you wish to conjure him to speak.”

Kedrigan looked to Pincess She shrugged, and gaveno sign of recognition. "Maybe you'll remember the voice," he

said, patting her shoulder for reassurance. Raising his hands, he said in a dlear, ringing voice, "Speak to me Sam!
Spirit, | conjure thee, speak!"

Out of the profound silence that followed the wizard's words came a soft voice. In cdm and reasonable tones it
said, "This point is then agreed between us. | am to speak, viva voce et omnes impositura, and you are to listen,
cymbae cith-araeque in horas peste futura, and thus to perceive, immedi-ately through the senses, the insensible
sense of my signification, ut trepidas in rebus. Is that not so?"

Kedrigern hesitated, frowned, looked at Princess, shook his head in confusion, and asked, "What?"

"Though my words, once spoken, exist tergo diluxisse quae non manet," the voice went smoothly on, "Yet you do
not perceive their meaning, for to exig¢ and to be perceived ae different states. Thus the perceived and the
unperceived, praetulerim delirius paplitibus, like the negative and the affir-mative sides of a question, contain
between them dl possibil-ity, non alium videre patres, and by containing dl, contain nothing. And thus we see that
though | speak, | cannot an-swer, for while speech may exist without perception, it cannot be perceived without
existence, quid quisquae vitet. Is this not likewise true?'

"Wait aminute, now...." said the wizard uneasily.

"For it is impossible to deny red existence to a primary quality when one affirms the existence of the secondary
quali-ties, ille tamen inclusium, without which the primary quality cannot be perceived, minaequae murorum
ingentes, by the senses.”

"I think—" Kedrigern attempted to interject, to no avail.

"Therefore, since to be perceived it is necessary firgt, non elaborabunt in aeternam, to exist, and to exist is, mos
olim, to perceive, then it follows that that that... that which which that. . . which thus, iam desiderium insomnia . . .
quicquid delirium. . . that that which perceives must be perceived firgt, to exigt, and secondly, to be perceived to exist
before, thirdly, being perceived to perceive that which exists, odium melo-diumquae sperabitur, and that that which
is, is, per s=and ad hoc.. . that which ... is perceived as ... e cetera inter alii that which exists," the ghost of Sam
concluded uneasily.

"Brereep?" murmured Princess, utterly befuddled.

"Balderdash!" cried Kedrigern. "Gibberish! Absolute driv-

dfram beginning to end! Whet kind of philasopher have you got there, Amos? He sounds like someone who's read every ather
pege d an goigemalogy texdt wiitten by an dchemi!”

"He sad heweasa philosophe. Heseamed dl right to me" Amos said, sounding miffed. ™'Y ou didhit gvememuch to go on, Kedrigam.™

"I'm not blaming you, Amos. Sam! Don't try to dip avay," the wizad sngpped. "'l wat asne sraightforward answer from
you. No more Latin. What do you know about Pincess?'

After a pause, Sam said, "To know, what isit but to per-cdve? And asl have proven, to parodve—"

"You don't know athing about Princess, do you? Y ou've never heard of her before, have you?"

"Toaphilosopher, dl knoMedgeisone ergo, toknow of aprincess is to know the essence of princessness, and to one who
gragpsthe essertid—"

"Where do you get off caling yourself a philosopher?" Kedigem damanded angrily.

"All menare philosophers | anamen Ergo, | anaphi-lasopher. Isthat nat s0?' Samincired, composad oncemare

"It is not so. It is honsense, like everything else you've been yammering. Your mgor premise is one of the silliest
things Iveever heard. All menae nat philosophers and you know it And evenif it weretrug, itsirrdevan—youre not amen aymoreg, youre a
ghog.”

Samwes quie faramomatt, and then he sAd, "Alll right, then. Some ghosts are philosophers. | am a philosopher. Therefore...
therefore, | must have been a man.”

"That s/llogamisthe utimete proof thet you are no marea philosopher then my housetrdll,” said thewizard cdldly.

"What areyou trying to pull, ayway?" Amos damanded, hisvaice meneang. "Areyou trying to mekemelodk dlly infront of a wizard
and an enchanted lady? An enchanted princess! You said you knew something about the curse on ha."

"What you perodved meto say isnat necessarily whet wias sad, nor wes | necessarily the spesker nor you the auditor, per ipse nullius
dubitantur; for that which is, and that which is perceived, and that which the perceiver perceives to be that which is
and is, quomodo, perceived, is neither substantially nor aoddentaly—"

"Oh, be quiet!" Kedrigern said angrily. "Just tel me this, Sam: are you connected in any way at dl with the court of
Princess's parents?"
"Are not dl things connected? In this anjverse of infinite gradations, dl that exists exists in harmony with dl, and



that which—"

"| take it you're not connected with the court or with her parents any more closely than you're connected with my
right foot," Kedrigern broke in.

"In the cosmic sense, dl things are joined in an indissolu-ble bond. In the narrow sense in which | perceive you to
speak ... no," Sam confessed. "l am not."

"Then why did you volunteer? Why did you take up Amos's time, and Princess's, and mine, with dl that jabber?"
thewizard demended.

Sam remained silent for a moment, then he howled in a bitter voice, "What do you know? What does anyone? No
one knows, no one cares! Do you know what it's like to be a jester?”

"No," Kedrigern said. "Do you?"

"l was a jester dl my life. Can you imagine what it's like to be a jester? He's a man way out there in the blue, riding
or, asmile and a coxcomb. He's always on, aways expected to be funny—a riddle, a jape, a pun, a pratfall, a silly face,
a bawdy song... and when they start not smiling back... Have you any idea what it's like to have to be funny on
demand?’

"Difficult, | imagine," Kedrigern said.

"Difficult, he says!" Sam wailed, setting every smdl object in the room to shaking. "Difficult! What does a wi*ard
know about difficult? Does a wizard get roused out of bed when he's half-crippled with rheumatism and have to cut
capers for a bunch of drunken knights? Does awizard have to hop around strumming a lute and singing ‘tirra lirra lirra
and a hey nonny no' when he has a headache that makes his skull fed like a cracked eggshell full of hot pebbles?"

"What are you whining about?' Kedrigern demanded in-dignantly. "Does a jester have to undo enchantments of
fiend-ish intricacy that could turn him into a bedbug if he mispronounces a single syllable? Do jesters confront giants
and demons and barbarian swordsmen? Are jesters aways being accused of being in league with the devil?'

"All right, so wizards have it tough. So do jesters,” Sam retorted. "And nobody gives them sympathy.
Nobody under-stands. Nobody cares.”

"Do you think people care about wizards?' Kedrigern shot back.

"I guess | was lucky. | was a shoemaker," Amos said.

Ignoring that, Kedrigern asked, "But why did you pretend to know about Princess, Sam? Why did you try
to pass your-sdlf off as a philosopher?"

"I wanted respect. Nobody respects a jester, or pays any attention to what he says. But when a
philosopher opens his mouth, people listen. They don't understand a word he says, but they listen. They
make me fedl like somebody."

"Wil, yes, they ligen, but after they've listened to a sen-tence or two they redlize that it's dl gibberish,”
Kedrigern pointed out.

"You did, but you're a wizard. | can handle ordinary peo-ple. | just give them the stuff | remember
hearing around the court, and they eat it up. Amos was impressed. WejcenU you, Amos'?'

"Yes... but what does a shoemaker know about philoso-phers?* Amos said grudgingly. "All | remember
isthat they were hard on shoes."

"All right, Sam. Y ou had your moment. Attention was paid. Now go away and let Amos find us someone
who can help Princess," Kedrigern said.

"Look, isthere anything | can do?"

"No, Sam."

"Would you like to hear a funny song? A joke? How about a joke to cheer everyone up?'

"No need for that, Sam." Just let us get on with what we're doing."

"l could have made it if | hadn't run into a wizard. | could have been an authority. It was the Latin that
gave me away, wasn't it? If | hadn't tried the Latin, | would have passed for a philosopher, wouldn't |7

"Y ouwerealitiesheky withthes/llogisms Sem.”

Suddenly an unfamiliar and rather nasal voice called out shaply, "Amod Amos aeyou here?'

"Right here Y our Honor!" Amosaried

"I'vebeenlooking everywherefor you. Y our peparshave

turned up, and wed like to attend to your case right away, but if you're going to go wandering off. . . what are you
doing, aywey?'

"Nothing, Your Honor, nothing at dl. Just a chat with afew friends.”

"Well, say good-bye and hurry over to the Routing desk. Who are you?" the nasal voice demanded.

"Who, indeed?" Sam answered. "Let us consider the ques-tion under its constituent headings: first, the existence
of I-ness; secondly the existence of not-1-ness, or otherness; thirdly, the perception of 1-ness by other, and otherness
by thel. And let us, furthermore, consider each of these considera-tions in the light of both the interconnectedness
and the dis-tinctness of | and other,” he went on, his voice dowly fading.

"You must be a philosopher," the other voice observed, faint with growing distance. Sam's response was lost,



drowned out by Amos's close whisper.

"l have to go now, Kedrigern. You heard the Chief Clerk —they've found my papers!™

"But Amos..."

"Sorry, old chap. Must rush. Did my best. Good luck with your search, my lady,” Amos said as his voice, too, faded
into Slence

Kedrigern stood for atime, listening. The stiliness in his workroom was profound. At last he called upon Amos, and
receiving no reply, on Sam. No answer came. He stalked to the table, blew out his taper, and said, "Ghosts!" in a tone
of deep loathing. "Can't depend on asingle one of them. Can't believe a word they say." Turning to Princess, he said,
"Well, you saw them. You heard the whole thing. They're utterly irresponsible. | was foolish to think | could trust
Amos. | was dlly to waste my time on Sam. | must have been an idiot to think | could accomplish anything with the
likes of them!"

Princess rose and smoothed her gown. Smiling, she blew out her taper. "Brereep,” she said.

Eight a welcome bit of assistance

the de wes wam and indpid. Kedrigam retaned it in his mouth for a moment, uncertain whether to spit it out on the floor or
swallow it. Gentilesse won out over inclination. He dosad hiseyes and gulped it down. It tested like adidillation of the venid sns of
petty-minded men

He st hisgreasy, dented mug down on the undulate sur-face of the sticky tabletop, made a wry unhappy face, wiped hislips
on hisdeave, and widhed hewarehome Heloved hishome He heted travel.

Home meant comfort and tranquility and the company of Princess; travel meant a noisy, smelly press of strangers.
Home was cold de in a silver tankard, not scummed-over ditchwater in a filthy mug. Home was the prompt attentive-
nessd hisfathfu housetrdl, nat the shuffling derdicion of asurly, blotchy tapdter. Kedrigam dwt long on absert pless-ures and resolved
that once home, he would not soon leave aggin, nat even far Vosconu the Openhanded.

Thirking futher, he wavered. Vosoonu hed catanly lived up to his name. Forty casks of wine and a purse of gold was
munificent payment for lifting one smal, amateurish curse fromVasoonus vineyards

Preoccupied with thoughts of reward, Kedrigem Spped his de without thinking and nearly gegged. His resalution firmed and set. No,
never again. Helping Vosconu meant traveling, and travding meart Sopping & verminous dies like Hossd's I Better ongls own
pandea homethen Vosconusfines vintege a such aprice

A husky menwith atangle of bladk heir and beerd marging to enclose a patch of weather-browned face settled on the bench
acrossfrom Kedrigem "What news travde?' he said amicably, setting his bow egaing the teble and laying a.quiver of arows on the bench
besdehim

"Thewaldisgoing to hdll on horsebedk," sad thewizad morosdly.

"Thetsnonewsat dl."

"Itsthebest | canmanage Sorry.”

"No ned to gpdogize, travder. Thares litle enough news these days, good or bad," said the other. Swiveling in his plaos he
bamed far de then tumed to Kedhigam once again. "l've got some newss though," he sad withasmug wirk.

Kedrigam rased an eydrow to suggest anild interest hedid not truly fed. He didiked having strangers intrude upon his
privecy, paticuiady when he was brooding over injustioes and pondeing suiteble retdiation. All the same, he tried to be civil. One never
knew what one might learn from a chance ravak.

"Oh, yes, I've got news you won't hear in every tavern," sad the bowmen, nodding and giving anather wirk.

"How vay ludky youare" Kedrigam oosarved.

"Yes. Big news. Of course, | can't go telling everyone, you understand. Not until I've informed the proper author-
ities”

Kediigan wes in no mood to aoex the news out of im He fdl silent and resumed his brooding, so it was not until the
innkeeper, Hossel himsdlf, brought the fellow's de that the bonmen, asif surendaing to universdl pleeding, sad, "Oh, | Suppose
therés no hamin tdling afew honest men”

"Tdlingwhet, Hetcher?' esked theinnkegpar.

"My news, cousn. My good nens”

"Oh What isit now?' Hossd sad. His tone suggested thet he had heard his share of good news from this man and was not
eege to her moe

"I've dlain adragon," Fletcher announced in a voice that

carried through the entire ground floor of the inn. Two heads popped out of the kitchen, gaped for a
moment, then disap-peared as Hossel shook his fist at them. The low buzz of conversation at the other table
was dilled for a moment, then went on. "Yes, it'strue,” Fletcher said, gratified by the recep-tion. "I've dain
adragon.”

"Where?' Hossel asked.



"At Beford, on the west road. He had just finished his filthy work there. The place was thick with
smoke." The con-versation at the other table died, and three dirty faces turned toward Fletcher. Hossel
leaned against a post and folded his thick arms. Kedrigern felt his interest growing.

"l didn't notice him right away," Fletcher went on, after a theatrical pause. "My eyes were on the ground,
not the sky. | was dert for barbarians. It looked like their handiwork, you understand. Then | saw it—just a
speck, far off to the north, very high. It circled the churchyard once, then dropped to treetop level and came
in fast over the town. It was heading right forme."

Fletcher glanced around the room. He had them now. The trio at the other table sat open-mouthed.
Heads were poked out of the kitchen once again, and Hossel showed no sign of objecting. Even Kedrigern
was ligening attentively.

"I admit it, friends... | was frightened, A dragon is no ordinary beast. But | nocked an arrow and
concealed myself behind the ruin of awall. And as the dragon passed overhead" —here Fletcher sprang up
and pantomimed his deed—"1 loosed my arrow and took the monster in its heart!"

One of the men at the other table cheered. Fletcher nodded to him gracioudy, and the man and his
companions raised their mugs in a salute.

"How bhig wasit, Fletcher?' Hossel asked.

"The body was about the size of a hay wain. Wingtip to wingtip was... oh, just a bit over the length of
theinn."

"Mugt have made a terrible crash when it fdl," said the man who had cheered.

"Ah, but it didn't fal. Wavered alittle, but didn't fal. They never do, you know," said Hetcher knoningly.

"They donit?'

"Of course not. You've never heard of anyone coming across a dragon's carcass, have you?' Fletcher allowed his
litle audience an intarvd to reflect on thet fadt, then weart on,

"Once they've taken a death-wound, they fly north. Up there, beyond the Last Forest and the Glass Mountains, there's
avdley where dl the dragons go to die. No man has ever lad eyes on it."

"How do you know about it, then, cousin?' Hossel asked.

Fletcher turned a cool gaze on him. "l heard it from Bess, the Wood-witch. She saw it in avision."

The others exchanged significant glances and nodded sol-emnly to one another. They had heard Authority cited,
and accepted the word without question. Kedrigern, who was ac-quainted with Bess, was unimpressed. Considering
the stuff she brewed in her cauldron, it was no wonder she had visions. He had once drunk a smdl bowlful, on a
professional visit to her hovel, and been unsteady on his feet for much of the following week. Vision, indeed.

Fletcher left him, to join the more appreciative trio a the next table, and Kedrigern returned to his ruminations.
Nothing remained but to decide on Hossel's punishment, and he would then be on his way. He ran through the
customary plagues— rats, mice, fleas, mildew, bad smells—and rejected them one by one. In Hossel's Inn, such things
were part of the am-bience. A poltergeist would serve nicely, but poltergeists were troublesome to deal with;
Kedrigern's own workroom was still a mess from Rupert's visitation. Besides, dl these measures would bother the
guests as much as the innkeeper, and Hos-sel's guests were subjected to enough suffering merely by being here.
Kedrigern was not one to punish the innocent with the guilty if it could be helped. A plague of boils seemed to be the
only workable solution. Unimaginative, and rather crude, but under the circumstances as good as one could manage.
Something had to be done, for the sake of future travelers.

He worked the spell, settled his hill, and went to the stable for his horse. A ragged, dirty boy helped him mount,
and looked admiringly at the shaggy black steed.

"That's afine horse, sir,” the boy said.

"Yes, heis."

"Looks like a barbarian's horse to me, sir."

"You're very astute, my boy. As amatter of fact, | did get him from a barbarian." Kedrigern thought of Buroc, now
no more than a scattering of gravel in a desolate valey. "He had no further use for horses."

The stable boy looked around cautiously, and with lowered

voiceaskad, "Areyouawizard, Sr?'

"What mekesyou ask thet?'

"Why, gr, you look like awizard. You have the way of awizad"

The boy wes perogptive, Kedrigam thought. "What mekesyou <0 aureI'm nat asthda?Or en ddhemig?'

"Oh, you look too bold for a scholar, sr. And too honest faran ddhemig,” the boy said promptly.

Anamazng led, Kedhigem marvded Much too dever to beastable boy. "What do you know o dchemists?” heasked.

"They stop here now and then, sir. A nasty lot they are, too."

A boy o exadlet dsoamment. Ressaring, to find such albright young lad in these dull and blundering times when the ddhemists seamed
to have decdved evaryonewith their jeb-ber and jargon. "Absolutely right, my boy. Never trust an dchemis,” said Kedrigam.

"No, gr. Please, gr..." The lad looked up with wide im-plaring eyes



"Yes my boy?”

"Hease gr, would you le mecomewith you and be your gpprantice?”

Kedrigern studied him closely. His clothes were tattered and absolutely filthy. He reeked of the stable. He was very
young, and probably had no manners at dl. On the other hand, he hed akean mind and wes an exadlet judge o dha-adte. His
gyeswareder and bright, hisfestures more refined then those of thelocds dl of whom resambled tumips

"Fessg gt

"I'mcongdeaing, boy."

An apprentice would be helpful. Not that the burden of work was so greet, but wizardry could be a longly business,
and an gpprentice would be someone with whom he could tak shop. Princess—quite understandably—was gill chary of things
magical, and Spot, while useful, was hopeless as a professional associate. It would be handy to have someone who
could reech the upper shelves and speek in complete serHtences: Too, afresh, young outlook might liven up the house, and meke things a hit
maorecheaful for Rincesswhen hewastaken up with business. And there was something about this eager, intelligent lad that
reminded Kedrigern of himsdf a century and ahelf ago. Hecould nat tum the boy anay.

"All right. If your master agrees, you can come along.” "Hossel's not my master, sir. He lets me sleep in the straw
and eat from the kitchen slops, that's all, sir."

"How vay egdlitaian Hosd is hetrestsyou exadtly sshe
treats his guests. Very well, then. Get your things and follow

me

Kedrigern kept the slowest pace he could, but by midday the boy had falen far behind. Kedrigern dismounted and
sat onalog towat forim

"Sorry, master," the boy said, panting, when he caught up.

"It's dl right. Sit down. WEll eat something, and rest antile”

When it was time to continue, Kedrigern looked down on the ragged, pinched little figure and was moved to pity.
He thought of himsdlf comfortable on horseback while the lad hurried along the rough road, and felt a twinge of guilt,

"I think you ought to ride awhile," he said.

"Oh, no, master! | could never ride while my master wakd"

"You must learn to do as | say, boy. If | tel you to ride, youmust ride" said Kedrigam semly.

"If you say so, master," the boy said, springing eagerly intothe sadde

"And what's your name? | can't keep calling you 'boy."™

"[t's Jum, master.”

"Jum. That's amuddy sort of name. Well, let's move on ...Jum."

With Kedrigern leading, they headed west, to the junction o the great highway, and then tumed north, toward the moun-tains.
They proceeded in silence. Jum was lost in wonder at his new surroundings, craning and swiveling his neck to stare at
each unfamiliar sight. He had no breath |€ft for speech, and Kedigem savored the soedtade df the boy's exdtamat.

Kedrigern fet more benevolent with each step. He had saved a bright lad from a lifetime of malodorous drudgery in
Hossel's stables, and won a promising recruit for the wizard's cdling. Jum badly needed a scrubbing and a few weeks
of hedthy food, but heweas good raw metaid. He waould recpire a new name, too; something a bit more dignified. Jum would do
for astable boy, or ajester, or an achemist—perfect name for an achemist, he thought—but never awizard.

They wart on, Im ganking and Kedhigem rumingting and neither one saying aword, and the landscape around them became
gradually more barren and blesk. Here stood the blackened ruin of a crofter's hove, there the wild tangle of a long
abandoned whest field. The bleakness soon turned to menace. When he saw a blasted maple hung with a score of
corpsesin vatious stages of decompadition, Kedigamwaorked a quick early warning spell. He could not be sure who had donedl
this but hewented to know if they were nearby.

"Is that the doing of barbarians, master?' Jum asked in a subdued vace

"It probebly is But whether itsthewark of invadersframthe east or our local talent, | can't say. It might also be the outcomeda
hay war, ar aparsscution. Or perhgpsafamily feud. Or the penalty for tax evasion. They dl seem to come out the samein the end,”
Kedigan sdd, Sghing.

"Rotten barbarians... ought to skin them dl aive!" Jum sad with gregt vehamence

Kediigan was abaut to reprimend the boy, but he chedked his tongue. Jum was young, and had plenty of time to learn resrant.
His outburst might well be the fruit of some parsondl tragedy—he would nat be the firg young wizads gpprentice to auffer & the hands of
maraudas—and it would be aud to slencehim Timewould do the teeching.

A league farther on, they passed another smdl farm, bumed to stubble, and two leegues beyond thet, the soking remans o an
i Kedrigem fdt awaming tinge in the bedk o his nedk and looked dl around. It wes Lm who spatted the danger. Kedligam heard his ay,
fdlowed his painting finger, and saw adat in the sky, goproaching them & greet speed.

Hedraw out his maddllion and raisad it, to peer through the Aparture of True Vison Hesaw adragon. It wes nat the Szedf ahay wain and its
winggpen was nat the length of Hossd's I, andl it wes getting on in centuries, but it wes adragon, dl the same. It waas, in fact, a very
angry dragon. An arrow had transfixed its left foreclaw, causing considerable discomfort but nolossaof mahlity or power.

"So much far Hetdher the dragondayer,” said Kedrigam, replading the mecelion and rubbing hiseyes

"Isitadragon, mege?' maied.

"Itis Jum. Dontworry. Wehave pratection.”



"Killit, mester! Kill thedragon!”

"That's not my line of work, Jum."

"But it's a dragon, master! Dragons exist only to be dlain!"

"That will be enough, Jum," said Kedrigern firmly.

The boy fdl silent. Kedrigern worked a short, smple spell against flame and smoke, and then, stepping back and
laying acaming hand on the horse's neck, he awaited the arrival of the dragon.

It came straight for them, dropping to just above head-height asit closed, and when it was within range, it spewed
forth a burst of flame. Jum cried out in fear, but the flames rolled to either side without singeing a hair of their heads or
athread of their garments.

The dragon soared sharply, made a tight banking turn, and came at their flank. Again its flame was rendered
harmless to the stationary figures, although it devastated what little of the inn was gill standing. After the failure of its
second aerid pass, the dragon landed gingerly a short distance away, winc-ing as its injured claw touched down.
Inhaling deeply, it poured out a rolling ribbon of flame that completely encircled them. Jum howled; the horse
whinneyed; Kedrigern stood firm; they were unscathed. The dragon took one look at them and drooped. Laying its
head on the charred ground, it began to cry.

Kedrigern stepped forward and halted afew paces from the dragon's head. His command of dragon was limited, so
he spoke in his own language, low and reassuring, as one would address alarge strange dog. "It's dl right, old fellow.
I'm not an enemy."

The dragon raised its head dightly, blinked, and studied him. At that moment, Jum cried, "Kill it, master! Kill it!"
Kedrigern snapped, "Shut up, Jum!" and the dragon burst out weeping afresh.

"I really meanit. I'm not your enemy," Kedrigern said.

The dragon rumbled mournfully:

"False-gpeaker to Fingard In mendadious mantlanguage! Villainy ofvarlet Hasinjured by arrow-point—
Now sranger comesgtalking To deal dagtardly desthblow.”

"| don't do that sort of thing, as arule. I'm awizard, not a dragondayer," Kedligam sdd.

Fingard raisaditshrassy heed. "Wizard?"

"Kedrigern of Sllent Thunder Mountain. I'm sure you've heard the name. Then again, you're a long way from home,
aant you?'

"Fingard the far-faring Missssmigy mountaintops Glittering of glaciers, Blustering of
blizzards."

"Yes | coud el youreanorthamn dragon. Thedliterationisadeed giveanay.”
Fingad rased its heed ill higher, unil its ditted golden-green eyes were leid with Kedrigamis The wizad retumed the dhilling gaze
seedfadtly, one hand behind hisbedk, reedy towak aquick supporting spel if the nesd arose The dragon agein addressed Hm

"Iswizard all word-skill, Proud without proof, Or can he help heal arrow-hurt. Fix
Fingard'sforeclaw?"

Kediigan fdded hisamms and adopted agem exqresson. "I'll want some assurances first, Fingard. I'm not going to hea you
SO you can go about igniting homes and farms," he sd
The dragon raised its injured claw and placed it on its heat. Hddng its heed high, it intonect

"Fingard the falsely accused

Denies foul farm-burning.
House-harmand people-hurt!

Swears by Fafnir, far-famed fire-father,
Dean of all dragons.

That burning and butchery
Werework of wicked warriors”

Kedrigern was not entirely surprised to hear this. With so much fire and pillage going on in the world, it was dl too
easy to lay the blame on dragons. Stll, appearances were against Fingard. Its recent intentions had certainly not been
friendy.

Jum cried dhrilly, "Liar, lia! The thing's lying, master! Blast it with a bolt of power! Shrivel it up into a pair of
dippers! Destroy it!"

"Be quiet, Jum. I'm working," Kedrigern.said. Turning to Fingard, he asked, "Why did you attack us?’

Fingard's head sagged until it hovered just off the ground. The golden-green eyes filmed over as the dragon



pondered the question. Its reply camein a subdued, shame-filled bass.
"Fingard forgot himself, Had tiny temper-tantrum.”
His voice hard, his manner severe, Kedrigern demanded, "And did you have atiny temper-tantrum at Belford, too?"

"In full faith, Fingard Swears solemnly by Fafnir: | burned no barns at Belford, .
Scorched no citizens. Charred no chattelsl Smply went sightseeing, Flew over forests
and farms. Until arrow came unexpected, Hit hard and hurt. Now wizard knows well
The cause of this confusion— Will Fingard find friendship? Is healing help at hand?"

"l suppose | can do something. But | want to settle on my payment first,” said Kedrigern.
When the dragon responded, its deep rumbling voice had shrunk to the fawning whine of a street beggar. Its color
faded, its head drooped, its eyes grew moit.

"The finances ofFingard are fragile,
Though gold-greedy gossips

Soread rumors of riches,

Musty mounds of precious metals,
Hoary heaps of high-piled treasure.
Fingard, in fact.

Guardsgaudy gesgans

Stson scant silver,

Ajumble of junk jewelry

And rust-rotted armor...

Dire days, these, for dragons.”

Kedrigan rased his hand and shook his heed. "No need to go on about your treasure hoard, Fingard. | know how you
dragons are about treasure. What | want from you is some blood"

"Blood?' rumbled the dragon, its voice deeper and more resounding then ever.

"That'sright, blood. Yol loealitiewhen| removethe arow, and | probebly wont require more then thet. And | dso want your solemn
promise, no more temper-tantrums when youre around people”

"Blood?" Fingard roared, arching its neck high to glare down onthewizad

"Stop showing off. If you want the arrow out, it will cost you two vids of blood. And you'll have to swear by Fafnir
and Ladon and Nidhogg thet youll conird your temper when-ever you're within ten leagues of human beings. Take it or leavertt,
Fngad" sad Kedrigan

With athin, steamy sigh, Fingard lowered its head and hdd out the aron-pieroad faredaw, meenwhile intoning the sdlenn ceth
prescribed by thewizad As Kedrigem examined the wound, the dragon winced, shut its eyes, and began to nuntdegoanily.

"Sill same sad story: Onermennekesmisary, Another pockets profits Frominjury to
innocent."

"Stop feding so sorry for yoursdf, Fingard," said the wiz-ard, preoccupied with the wound. He cut off the
arrowhead, gripped the shaft, and said, "This may hurt a bit. Don't get excited and start flaming and smoking, do you
hear?'

"Fingardwill showfortitude, Sffer in Slenog snokdess™

"See that you do. Ready?' Kedrigern gripped the arrow shaft in one hand, the scaly foreclaw in the other, and
jerked the arrow free. Fingard emitted a little puff of steam, but no smoke or flame. "Thank you for not smoking," said
Kedri-gern, and proceeded to collect his fee and bind up the wound.

Fingard, subdued, muttered its thanks, unfurled its wings with the crackle of sailsin a strong wind, and took its
leave. As the dragon flapped off into the evening sky, Kedrigern turned to his apprentice. Jum sat waiting, watching, a
dour expression on his face.

"Well, | hope you learned something today, Jum," the wiz-ad sad.

"Dragon lover!" the boy cried hatefully.

"Now, see here, Jum—"

"You're soft on dragons! You healed that monster, and you should have dain it!"

"Wizards are not dragon-dlayers. We may, on occasion, have to do severe damage to another wizard, or a barbarian
swordsman, or afiend, in self-defense, but we do not wan-tonly kill injured dragons. If you can't get that through your



angry little head, you'll never be awizard."

"l don't want to be a dirty dragon-loving wizard! | hate wizadd"

Kedrigern closed his eyes and took a deep breath to cdm himsdf. In a cold, level voice he said, "All right, then,
Jum. Get off the horse. If you hurry, you can be back a Hossel's Inn by nightfall. Perhaps you'll be happier there."

"I will! I willl" the boy cried defiantly. "They're not a bunch of dragon-healers like you!" He dropped to the ground
and stood glaring at Kedrigern for amoment. Then his ex-pression softened; his eyes filled with tears, and he rushed
to the wizard, weeping, and threw his ams around Kedrigern's waist. "Please, master, forgive me" he blubbered. "I
hate dragons. | can't help it, master.”

"I undergtand, my boy. Yaull be heppier goprentioed to asvordsman, Imsure”" Kedrigem said, patting imisheed.

"Am | forgiven, master?' the boy asked, turning up his tear-dresked face

"Of coreyouare m”"

"And youll not send apunishing godl dter me evar? Do you promise that you wonit do thet to mg mege?!

"Of coursg um. Nopunishing pdls | promisa™

"Then I'd best be on my way," sad the boy, stepping bedk and wiping his eyes and nose on a filthy deeve. "Good day, dr.
Ramamba, no punishing sodlls”

"INl ramerbe, m And don't warry about travding. 11l see thet you get to theinn sfdy.”

"Thark you, sir," said the boy, tuming to st off doawn the roed.

Kedrigern mounted and headed north at a brisk pace. He wanted to put the bumt inn and &l that hed happened there out of his
dght and mamy. For someinedicable resson, hefdt unoomfortable, and thet bothered Hm

Ceaty, the boy hed nat been aut out for wizardry, and the sooner he leamed that, the better. Kedrigem hed adudly done him a great
service. Why, then, did he fed guilty? Why had he extravagantly promised a protective spell en route? Such things cost
good megic.

Andwhy hed thelad bean S0 gpprehendve? Was he such an ogre thet sl dhiloren feared punishing spdisfarasngeangry outburst?
It was a sobering thought. Kedrigern had come to think of himsdlf as akindly man, aloving husband, good with trolls,
trusted by dragons; yet Jum had feared his vengeasnce It was puzzing and unsettling. He dedided thet he would not meartion Jumis
reecion to Frincess

He consoled himsdf by thinking of the profitsdf thistrip. V osconu's wine would vastly improve the dinner hour for along time
to come, and he aso had the two vials of dragon's blood, which, as an ingredient in advanced spelling, were warth ten
times the vdue df Vosoonu's etire vineyad. As an item of batar, they might well ggt im just whet he needed to hesten Princess's conrplee
despdling. He hed inmind adedl with Bess the Woodwitch for aoatain aydd inher posses-Son, amétter he meant to see to immediatdy upon
hisredum home. And aside from his expenses at Hossdl's Inn, the trip hed cost himnathing.

Absently, he reached down for his purse. It was not in his belt. He patted his belt dl around, then his pockets, then
the recesses of his garments. No purse. He reined in the horse, dismounted, searched himsdf and his saddlebags
thoroughly, even removed his boots and turned them upside down. No purse

Kedrigern remounted, and was about to retrace his way when the truth burst upon him. The tearful embrace. The
care-fully extracted promise of no punishing spell. The sudden willingness to be off and away. And he, like a fool, had
even volunteered a safe passage for the mean little sneak. Well, we would see about that, he thought darkly.

He turned to face south, extended his hand—and remem-bered his promise. He had given his word as a wizard.
There was no going back on it. He sat for amoment, fuming in silence, then flicked the reins and resumed his northern
jour-ney.

Good riddance to Jum. The whole idea of an apprentice— Jum's idea—was preposterous. Very few of the wizards
he knew had ever taken on an apprentice, and the ones who had were continually complaining about them. One could
always summon up temporary help when it was needed, and be sure it was first quality help. No such guarantee with
an apprentice. Not these days. If Jum was serious about an apprenticeship, let him sign on with an achemist. He was a
fine prospect: he aready knew how to lie and stedl.

By the time he had gone afew leagues, Kedrigern had composed himsdf. His only remaining annoyance was over
the promise of no punishing spell. One should not be able to steal from a wizard and escape scot-free. It set a bad
prece-dent, and worse ill, if colleagues learned of it they would never let him live it down.

His head came up and his eyes brightened when he redlized that the promise referred only to Jum. Well, of course
he would do nothing to the boy. A wizard's word was inviolable, and he had promised no punishing spell. But he had
not said aword about the purse, or its contents. Not a word.

He rode on, smiling, humming alittle tune to himsdf as he weighed the possibilities. It was amazing what one could
fit into a purse with just a single smal nonpunishing spell.

Nine

thearyda of caracodisa



kedhigam dipped fram his study, pele and bloodshat of eye, and eased shut the door behind him with trembling hands. He made
his cautious way to the breakfast nook, paus-ing on the threshold of the sun-drenched room to sigh and swalow
loudly. Narrowing his eyes to dits and shielding them with his hand, he entered, sowly.

Princess was already seated. She looked particularly fresh and lovely in a soft green robe, with her black hair loose
about her shoulders. Kedrigern scarcely noticed. On this particular morning, the sight of Venus hersdf rising from the
jam jar would have made little impression on him. Princess glanced up as he entered, and her look was cool and
disapproving.

"Brereep?" she asked politely.

"Awful, thank you," Kedrigern replied, gingerly lowering himsdf onto the seat opposite her.

"Brereep," she said, with atight, self-righteous smile.

"No, it does not serve meright, my dear. | had no choice in the matter," said Kedrigern in afragile voice. He listened
to his scomach gurgle threateningly, gulped, and went on, "I know what kind of stuff Bess brews, and | watered my
drinks as much as | could. She just kept refilling my bowl."

"Breregp.”

"You don't know Bess, my dear. She's a good-hearted old thing, but she takes it terribly to heart if you refuse a
drink in her hovel, and | didn't dare risk offending her." Kedrigern gave a shuddering, desolate sigh. "Would that |
had. | don't know how she survives it. Her stomach must be lined with stone. That stuff of hers isn't fit for an
alchemist."

"Breregy?"

"Worse. | think it could paralyze afull-grown troll."

As if on cue, Spot came skidding into the breakfast nook on huge flat feet. "Yah! Yah!" it shrieked in jubilant
greeting. Kedrigern made a little whimpering sound and buried his face in his hands.

"No, Spot. Quiet. Please," he said faintly.

The little house-troll waited by his knee, panting and fredy salivating, while the wizard recovered. Kedrigern
rubbed his eyes, then blinked and glanced down on Princesss plate, on which lay a generous portion of grilled
kidneys, afried egg, and half a sausage. He quickly shut his eyes again.

"Plain porridge, Spot. A very smdl serving. A dab. And bring it silently," he said.

Spot careened out, ears and hands flapping. Kedrigern looked again a Princess. Her expression of superior disap-
prova was unchanged.

"I wasn't too bad last night, was | ?" he asked.

"Breregp.”

"l did? Funny... | don't remember that at dl. Are you postive?"

"Brereep!" she said indignantly.

Kedrigern raised his hands before him defensively. "Cer-tainly, my dear. If you say so. I'm terribly sorry."

She glared at him, but said nothing.

"I didn't... | didn't try to work any magic, did 17" he asked goprenensivey.

She solemnly shook her head in the negative.

Kedrigern let out asigh of rdief. "I'm glad to hear that. Working spells when one is ... when one has had. .. well, it's
irresponsible. I've heard of conventions where everyone wound up invisible just because some silly wizard ... anyway,
we don't have that to worry about."

From her expression, Princess was not comforted by this observation. She did not spesk. Spot caromed into the
break-

fast nook, eased a bowl of porridge and a pitcher of milk silently onto the tabletop, and departed. Kedrigern
ate, in smal, cautious helpings, and Hill Princess was slent. At last he lad down his spoon and looked
directly into her eyes.

"In any event, my dear, | got what | was after. It meant a long trip, and hard bargaining, and an
excruciating hangover, and the price was absolutely outrageous, but it was dl worth-while," he said.

"Brereq?’

"More than that. Much more. | had to give Bess a full vid of dragon's blood. But | don't begrudge a drop
of it. I'd gladly spend dl the dragon's blood I've got, to make you happy."

"Brereep?" she asked. Her voice had softened.

"All for you, and you done, my dear." Kedrigern reached out and laid his fingertips gently on her hand.
"It's a dightly belated wedding present: the crystal of Caracodissa. At this very moment it stands on my
worktable. And as soon as my head is clear—"



She sgueezed his hand in both of hers. With a brereep of sheer joy, she ran to his side, threw her arms
around his neck, and kissed him repeatedly. He took her in his arms and drew her close.

"Brereep?" she whispered.

"Oh, no doubt at dl. It's the genuine article. | know the markings too well to be fooled. The inscription
runs com-pletely around it, in letters that burn like fire:

"Magic of the helping kind, Seek it here, and ye shall find, Wakethepirit that indwels Find
the spell to loose all spells.”

I'll work on it firgt thing tomorrow morning, and by dinner-time tomorrow youll be speaking as clearly as
ever."

She drew away, and looked in dismay at Kedrigern. "Breregp?" she asked.

"No, tomorrow. Please, my dear. My head is throbbing. I'm in no condition to attempt—"

"Brereep!" shecried.

"Of course | love you!" Kedrigern said, wincing at the loudness of her vaice "Tha's why I'm baing cautious Were dealing
with very delicate magic here, my dear. | can't ap-

proach it lightly. | must have a clear head and a steady hand, and at the moment..."

"Breregp?'

"No. | can't. There's nothing to cure a hangover. Not even magic. Well just have to wait until tomorrow.”

Princess slumped dejectedly. She sat huddled by his chair, looking up at him with wide, sad blue eyes. A tear welled
up in each eye, brimmed, and coursed down her pale cheeks.

"My dear, | can't. A great deal of preliminary study is required. It would be very risky to barge ahead.”

She gave alittle sob. More tears came. She buried her face in her hands and wept, silently.

Kedrigern's resolve lasted less than aminute. Rising, he laid his hand on her shoulder and said, "Perhaps | can do
something today, after al. At least we can look it over and get anidea.... If Spot can bring me a cold compress.”

Princess sprang to her feet and clapped her hands once, sharply. Kedrigern twitched at the sound, which brought
Spot redling into the breakfast nook.

"A bowl of very cold water, and a clean cloth, Spot. Bring them to my workroom at once. And don't meke a sound,”
said the wizard in alow, strained voice.

The cold compress helped ever so dightly. Kedrigern wiped his brow, dried his fingertips on his shirt, and turned
his attention to the crystal cube that stood in a cleared space on his long worktable. Princess, too, gazed upon it with
fascina-tion.

It was a perfect cube, about a hand's length to a side, and it glowed from within, where a misty radiance swirled like
adow sinuous current. Around al sx sides in letters of reddish gold that flickered like living flame ran the inscription.
In the darkened room, Kedrigern read the familiar words aoud in a subdued voice, while Princess looked on in
attentive slence.

"Wakethegpirit that indwells Seek it here, and ye shall find, Find the spell to loose all
spells, Magic of the helping kind."

Something nudged at his memory. He had not been at his most aert when he read the inscription earlier, but it
seemed

to him that the verses had been in different order. He picked up the cube tumed it over in his hends—it wes oddy light in
weaght—and siting it down, reed the insription once mare

"Seek it here, and ye shall find, Wakethesairit that indwells Magic of the helping kind. Find
the spell to loose all spells.”

He drew out his meddlion and studied the inscription through the Aperture of True Vidon It wes unchanged. He let out a
weary groan and reached for the compress. This was going to be more difficult than he had anticipated. Princess,
seeing his look of concern, lent her aid, plunging the cloth into the bow, wringing out the excesswater, and gaplying thesoothing
compress gently to Kedrigern's forehead. He ac- ogpted her minidrations sletly, his eyesfixad on thegowing aystd aurface

"Our task will not be smple, my dear. Not smple at dl. What we have here is a permutational spell... very tricky
thing to deal with," Kedrigern said abstractedly. He turned, and begen, "It redlly would be bet towat until .. " but the abandoned
lodk in Princesss eyes slencad imat once

He returned his attention to the cube. The radiance at its center was dowly swirling, like dyes dropped carefully
into gtill water. He whispered a melodious phrase, and then an-cathe. Thedow degpened, and datted. He gestured far Rrinrcess to
oo to the oppasite Sde o the tehle fading him and as she moved he took up a longer incantation in an utterly srange languege o



oft liquid syllebleswhich flowed into one ancther without peuse

When Princess stood opposite him, he reached out, took her hands, and placed her palms flat against the sides of
the aube He plaosd his oann hands over hers The light within the crystal drew in upon itsalf, congedled, and solidified into a
golden aubewithinacbe

Kedhgamis heed was throbhing. Siveet ran down hisforeheed and into his eyes Hehlinked it away, staring hard  the Ietters domy coming
into view on thefaced theinner cube The print wastiny, the light wes peinfully bright, hisvisonwesblurry and his head felt as if it were
about to burst; but there

was no stopping now. Squinting and cocking his head, he read off the words of the unbinding spell as one by one
they came into sight. When he spoke the find word, the golden cube burst into a million tiny fragments of light that
glowed, and faded, and l€ft the crystal and the room in semidarkness.

Princess was sumping forward, dazed. Kedrigern rushed around the table just in time to catch her as she fdl. He
carried her to the bedroom, plaoed her on the bad, and summoned Soat

"Get the cold water and the compress from my study, Spot. Bring them here a once," he ordered.

Princess was pale, but her breath and heartbeat were regu-lar. Kedrigern began to swab her brow and cheeks as
soon as Spot arrived, and in a very short time, her eyelids fluttered. He set to wiping his own brow as she opened her
eyes, looked up at him, and smiled.

"Can you speak, my dear?' he asked eagerly.

Shetook a deep breath, and softly said, ".Y es"

"Wondeful! How doyoufed?'

".wdl Very Well," shesad.

Kedrigern let out a great sigh of relief. "I'm so glad to hear. For just a moment there... | had some difficulty making
out the words of the spell, you see. But apparently | got it right."

She frowned, shook her head, and said, ".wrong it got you think | .No"

'lwrm'

"(backward thing silly the recited Y ou"

".backward, right That's'

"Oh, dear."

"?say can you al that Is 2dear, Oh"

"Well... at least | didn't recite it sideways, my dear,” Kedrigern said, grasping at the first straw that occurred to
him. "There's no telling what you'd sound like if I'd done that. This way, if you're careful—"

"Aife my of rest the for backward talking be | Will 2care-ful, mean you do What !Careful”

"Oh, dear," Kedrigern repeated.

".say to you for Easy ?dear, Oh," Princess said bitterly.

"Look at it this way: it's a start. You're spesking, and that's the important thing."

".Backward," she muttered.

"It beats croaking, doesn't it? If you just keep to smple sentences evarythingwill befine Meanwhile Il reed evary-thing Ive got
onthe aydd of Caracodissaand pemutationdl spells, and we can try it again in afew days. Everything's goingtobed right. Yaull
s=" Kedigam sad cheafully.

Princess looked himin the eye, il dubious but trying nat to show her doubts At gt she amiled and held out her hends to him ".up me
Hep" hesad

Kediigan weas much rdieved when she rasg, stretched, and then welked out of the bedroom in completdy nomrdl fashion. When, & dinner,
shedd nat beginwith dessart and end with soup, he wias ressaured. And when Rrincess showed no sign of weking up before gaing to deep
thet night, ismind wes put completely at ease. The spell had affected only her speech. Kedrigern was confident that, given
time to bone up, and a dear heed, he could st evarything to rights

He spent the next day in his gudy, resding dosdy. When he came out, in midaftemoon, to take a short breather, he received a
shock to see Princess preparing an upside down cake far dessart thet evening; but this wies sher coinddence: He Sghed with rdief
and st on the kitchen bench.

"hardworkingyou Are" sheasked.

"Yes The aydd of Caracodissais an amadngly copi-cated device. It seems that whenever one summons up the spdll, it
appears in dightly different form in each face of the crystal. Only one form is the right one, but there's no way to
whichitis"

"Princess frowned in puzzlement ".one only saw | Z8x werethare areyou Are'

Whichever face you look into appears to be the only one with a spell showing. It was centuries before a young
witch named Moggropple disoovered the ssord”

"mimarsuseyou Coud'

"Moggropple tried just that. She surrounded the crystal with mirrors and recited dl six spells, one after the other.
She's been trapped in the mirrors ever since. Sx of her. No one knows the spell to get her out. They can't even be sure
which oreisthered Moggropple, and whet might happenif they let out one of the reflectio