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For ewor d

"Tas? Tassl ehoff Burrfoot!" we shout sternly, peering
down the road. "Cone back with our magical tine-traveling
devi ce, you doorknob of a kender!"

"Il come out," shouts Tas, "if you tell ne some nore
stories!”

"Prom se?" we ask, peering behind bushes and into
ravi nes.

"Ch, yes. | prom se!" says Tas cheerfully. "Just let ne
get confortable." There is a tremendous sound of rustling
and tree-branch cracking. Then, "All right, I'mready. o
ahead. | love stories, you know. Did | ever tell you about
the tine | saved Sturms life - "

Tas goes on to tell US the first story in this new
ant hol ogy set in the world of Krynn. "Snowsong," by
Nancy Varian Berberick, relates an early adventure of the
conpanions. Sturmand Tanis, lost in a blizzard, have only
one hope of being rescued - Tassl ehoff Burrfoot!

"The Wzard' s Spectacles,” by Mrris Sinon, is a "what-
if" story. Tas always SAID he found the d asses of Arcani st
in the dwarven ki ngdom But what if

A storyteller tells his tales not wisely but too well in
"The Storyteller," by Barbara Siegel and Scott Siegel

"There's a lesson you could learn fromthat!" we yell to
Tas, but he ignores us and goes on to relate "A Shaggy
Dog's Tail," by Danny Peary. It is a kender favorite,
undoubt edly passed down from generation to generation
al t hough Tas, of course, swears that he knew EVERYONE
i nvol ved PERSONALLY!

Next, we hear the TRUE story of the denise of Lord
Toede in "Lord Toede's Disastrous Hunt," by Harold Bakst.

The minotaur race is the subject of "Definitions of Honor,"
by Ri ck Knaak. A young knight of Solammia rides to the
rescue of a village, only to discover that his eneny
threatens nore than his life.

"Hearth Cat and Wnter Wen," by Nancy Varian
Ber berick, tells another of the Companions' early
adventures in which a young Raistlin uses his ingenuity to
fight a powerful, evil w zard.

"Al'l right, Tas!"™ we call. "WII| you conme out now? W
really MJST be going!"

"Those were truly wonderful stories," yells the kender
shrilly fromhis hiding place. "But | want to hear nore
about Palin and his brothers. You renenber. You told ne
the story last tine about how Raistlin gave Palin his magic
staff. What happens next?"

Settling ourselves down on a sun-warmed, confortable



boul der, we relate "Wanna Bet?", Palin's very first
adventure as a young mage. And certainly NOT the type of
heroi ¢ quest the brothers expected!

Still sitting on the boulder, we are somewhat startled to
be suddenly confronted by a gnonme, who thrusts a
manuscri pt at us. "Here, you! Tell the TRUE story about the
so-cal | ed Heroes of the Lance!" the gnone snarls and runs
off. We are truly delighted to present for your enjoynent,
therefore, "Into the Heart of the Story," a "treatise" by
M chael WIIians.

"Now, Tas!" we call threateningly.

"Just one nore?" he pl eads.

"Al'l right, but this is the last!" we add severely. "Dagger-
Flight," by Nick O Donohoe, is a retelling of the beginning
of DRAGONS OF AUTUWN TW LI GHT as seen froma
wei rd and deadly viewpoint - that of a sentient dagger

"Tas, come out now " we shout. "You prom sed."

Si | ence.

"Tas?"

No answer.

Looki ng at each other, we snile, shrug, and continue on
our way through Krynn. So nuch for kender pron ses!

SNOWNSONG
Nancy Vari an Berberick

Tanis let the hinged lid of the wood bin fall. Its holl ow
t hud m ght have been the sound of a tonb's closing. Hope,
cherished for all the long hours of the trek up the nountain,
fell abruptly dead. The wood bin was enpty.

A brawling wi nd shrieked around the gaping walls of the
crude shelter, whirling in through the doorless entry and the
br oken roof. The storm had caught Tan-is and his friends
unaware at midday. Far below, in the warner valleys, the
autum had not yet withered under winter's icy cloak. But
here in the nountains autum had suddenly becone
not hi ng nore substantial than a nenory. Esker was a day
and a half's journey behind them Haven was a two-day trek
ahead. Their only hope of weathering the storm had been
this shelter, one of the few maintained by the fol k of Esker
and Haven as a sanctuary for stormcaught travel ers. But
now, with the blizzard raging harder, it seemed that their
hope m ght be as hollow as the enpty wood bin.

Behi nd himthe half-elf could hear Tas poki ng around the
bl eak shelter, his bright kender spirit undaunted by the tol
of the journey. There wasn't nuch to find. Shards of
crockery lay scattered around the hard-packed dirt floor
The one narrow tabl e that had been the shelter's only
furni shing was now a heap of broken boards and splintered
wood. After a nonment Tanis heard the tunel ess notes of the
shepherd' s pipe that Tas had been trying to play since he
cane by it several weeks ago. The kender had never
succeeded i n coaxing anything fromthe shabby old
instrument that didn't sound |like a goat in agony. But he
tried, every chance he got, naintaining - every chance he
got - that the pipe was enchanted. Tanis was certain that the
pi pe had as rmuch |ikelihood of being enchanted as he had
now of getting warm sonetime soon

"Ch, wonderful - the dreaded pipe," Flint grow ed. "Tas!
Not now "



As though he hadn't heard, Tas went on piping.

Wth a weary sigh Tanis turned to see Flint sitting on his
pack, trying with col d-nunbed hands to thaw the frozen
snow from his beard. The old dwarf's nuttered curses were
a fine testanent to the sting of the ice's freezing pull.

Only Sturmwas silent. He | eaned agai nst the door janb,
staring out into the blizzard as though taking the nmeasure of
an opponent held, for a tine, at bay.

" St ur nP"

The boy turned his back on the wani ng day. "No wood?"

"None." Tanis shivered, and it had little to do with the
cold. "Flint," he called, "Tas, come here."

Gunbling, Flint rose fromhis pack

Tas reluctantly abandoned his pipe and nade a curious
foray past the enpty wood bin. He'd ganbol ed t hrough
snow as high as his wai st today, been haul ed, |aughing Iike
some gl eeful snow sprite, out of drifts so deep that only the
pennon of his brown topknot marked the place where he'd
sunk. Still his brown eyes were alight with questions in a
face polished red by the bite of the w nd.

"Tanis, there's no wood in the bins," he said. "Were do
they keep it?"

"In the bins - when it's here. There is none, Tas."

"None? What do you suppose happened to it? Do you
think the stormcame up so suddenly that they didn't have a
chance to stock the bin? O do you suppose they're not
stocking the shelters anynore? Fromthe | ook of this place
no one's been here in a while. THAT woul d be a shane,
wouldn't it? It's going to be a long, cold night without a
fire. "

"Aye," Flint grow ed. "Maybe not as long as you think."

Behi nd him Tanis heard Sturm draw a short, sharp
breath. If Tas had ronped through the blizzard, Sturm had
forged through with all the earnest determ nation he could
nmuster. Each time Tas foundered, Sturmwas right beside
Tanis to pull himout. H's innate chivalry kept him al ways
ahead of Flint, blocking the wind's icy sting, breaking a
broader path than he m ght have for the ol d dwarf whose
nmuttering and grunbling would never becone a plea for
assi st ance.

But for all that, Tanis knew, the youth had never seen a
blizzard like this one. He's acquitted himself well, and
nore's the pity that I'lIl have to take himout with nme yet
again, the half-elf thought to hinself.

A roaring wind drove fromthe north, wet and bitter with
snow. The clinmb to this tireless shelter had |eft Tanis stiff
and aching, nunmb and clumsy with the cold. He wanted
nothing less than to venture out into the scream ng storm
again. But his choices were between sure death in the |ong
bl ack cold of night and one nore trip into the storm It was
not, in the end, a difficult choice to make.

"It won't cone to that, Flint. W're going to have a fire."

Flint's doubt was witten in the hard set of his face. Tas
| ooked fromthe wood bin to Tanis. "But there's no wood,

Tanis. | don't see how we're going to have a fire w thout
wood. "

Tanis drew a |l ong breath against rising inpatience.
"We' || get wood. There was a stand of pine trees al ong our

way up. No doubt Sturmand | can get enough fromthere
and be back before nightfall."



Tas brightened then. Now there woul d be sonmething to

do besi des spending a long cold night wondering what it
woul d feel like to freeze solid. Shrugging closer into the
warnth of his furred vest, he started for the doorway. "I'll
cone, too," he announced, confident that his offer woul d be
grateful ly accepted.

"Ch, no." Tanis clanmped both hands on the kender's

shoul ders and caught hi m back. "You're staying here with
Flint."

"But, Tanis -
"No. | nean it, Tas. The snow is drifting too high. This

is sonething that Sturmand I will do."

"But you'll NEED ny help, Tanis. | can carry wood, and
we're going to need a lot of it if we're not to freeze here
toni ght."

Tanis glanced at Flint. He thought he m ght hear a
simlar argunment fromhis old friend. He forestalled it with

a grimshake of his head, and Flint, recognizing but not

liking the wisdom of Tanis's decision, nodded agreenent.
Wth a dour sigh Flint went to gather up the splintered
wood that had once been the shelter's table.

"It's something," he nmuttered. "Sturm come give ne a

hand. "

Al one with Tas, Tanis went down on his heels. Mitiny

lurked in Tas's long brown eyes. There was a stubborn set
to his jaw that told Tanis that the only way he'd get the
kender to stay behind would be to give hima charge that he
considered, if not as interesting, at least as inmportant as the
task of gathering fuel for a fire.

"Tas, now listen to ne. We don't have many choi ces.

I've never seen a stormlike this one cone up so suddenly or

so early. But it's here, and tonight it will be so cold that we
will not survive without a fire."

"I know That's why - "

"No. Let me finish. | need you to stay here with Flint.

It's going to be a dangerous trip out for wood. The tracks
we nade only a short while ago are gone. 1'll barely be able
to find the landmarks | need to get back to the pines. | have
to know that you'll both be here if we need you."

"But, Tanis, you'll NEED nme to help with the wood-

gat hering."

The offer, Tanis knew, was sincere . . . for the nonent.

But as clearly as he mght see through a streamto the
sparkling sand below, that clearly did he see the

m schi evous kender-1ogic dancing in Tas's brown eyes. Tas
had no fear of the killing cold, the battering w nds. The
prospect of the journey back to the pines held only joyous
anticipation and a chance to satisfy sone of that
unquenchabl e curiosity that had brought the kender to the
crunmbl ing edge of nmany a catastrophe before now

Vll, I"'mafraid!' he thought. And it won't hurt for Tas to
know why if it keeps him here.

"Tas, the best way to make certain we don't survive this
night is to scatter, all four of us, all over this nountain. That
will be the fastest way to die. W' re going to be careful. But
Sturmand | have to be able to depend on you two being
here just in case one of us needs to come back for help.
Under st and?"

Tas nodded slowy, trying to ease his disappointnent
wi th the sudden understanding that Tanis was trusting him



dependi ng on him

"And | can count on you?"

"Yes, you can count on ne," Tas said solemly.

Privately he thought that staying behind, no matter how
virtuous it made himfeel right now, mght be just the | east
bit boring.

Despite the cold and the bitter wi nd chasing snow in
t hrough the open doorway, Tanis found a smile for the
kender. "Good. Now why don't you give Flint a hand, and
tell Sturmthat we should be |eaving."

For a monent it seened to Tanis that his charge
woul dn't hol d. He saw the struggl e between what Tas
wanted to do and what he'd pronmised to do witten on his
face as easily as though he were readi ng one of the kender's
precious maps. But it was a brief war, and in the end, Tas's
proni se won out.

Sturmenptied both his and Tanis's packs. He took up
two small hand axes, tested their blades, and prepared to
| eave. Tanis, preferring his bow and quiver if danger should
arise, left his sword with Flint.

"I won't need the extra weight, | think," he said, handing
t he weapon to the old dwarf.

"Tanis, isn't there another way? | don't like this."

Tani s dropped a hand onto his friend' s shoulder. "You'd
be alone if you did like it. Rest easy; it's too cold out there
to keep us gone long. Just keep Tas safe here with you. He
proni sed, but "

Flint |aughed grimy. "Aye, BUT. Don't worry. W'l
both be here when you get back." A high squealing, Tas at
the pipe, tore around the shelter. Flint wi nced. "Although
whet her both of us will yet be sane is another matter."

Wth grave m sdoubt Flint watched Tanis and Sturm | eave.
Tas sidled up beside him standing close to the old dwarf.
He call ed good luck after thembut he didn't think that they
could hear himabove the storms cry.

"Come along, then," Flint grow ed. "No sense standi ng
any closer to the wind than we have to. W mght as well
find the best kindling fromthat wood. Wen those two get
back they' Il be fair frozen and needing a fire as quickly as
we can make one."

Tas stood in the breached doorway for a | ong nonent.

The white and screamng stormquickly swallowed all trace
of Sturmand Tanis. Already he had begun to regret his
prom se to stay behind.

| could find those trees straight off! he thought. For Tas,
to think was to do. He tucked his pipe into his belt and
stepped out into the blinding storm The wi nd caught him
hard, and he | aughed fromthe sheer pleasure of feeling its
bul I yi ng push, hearing its thundering roar. He hadn't taken
many steps, however, before two hard hands grabbed him
by the back of his vest and dragged hi m back inside.

"No, you DON T!"

"But, Flint - "

The fire in the old dwarf's eyes could have warned a
conpany of men. Hs face, Tas thought, certainly shouldn't
be that interesting shade of red now that he was out of the
wi nd.

"I only want to go a little way, Flint. 1'll cone right back
| promse."

Flint snorted. "The same way you promi sed Tanis to stay



here in the first place? That lad is a fool to put stock in a
kender's promise." He glared from Tas to the stormraging
wi thout. "But he CAN put stock in mne. | said |'d keep you

here, and here you'll stay."
Tas wondered if there would be a way to get around the old
dwarf standi ng between him and the doorway. Well, there

m ght be, he thought, considering a quick run under Flint's
arm Ginning, he braced for the dash, but then caught the
darkly dangerous look in Flint's eyes and deci ded against it.
There was, after all, his promse to Tanis, spider-web thin
but still holding after a fashion. And he coul d, he supposed,
manage to pass the tine trying to find the magic in his pipe.
It was going to be, each thought, a very long, cold
af t er noon.

Under the sheltering wi ngs of the broad-branched pines
the storm seened distant, deflected by the thick grow ng
trunks and the sweep of a rising hill. Deadfalls littered the
little stand. Tanis made right for the heart of the pines
where the snow was a thinner mantle covering the ground
and the fallen trees.

"CGat her what you can first,"” he told Sturm "It will be
easier if we don't have to cut any wood."

It had taken |l onger than he had hoped to reach the pines.
Though he could see little difference in the Iight under the
trees, he knew from sone sure instinct that night had fallen
The driving snow was no | onger daytine gray, but brighter
Only an hour ago the sky had been the color of wet slate.
Now it was an unreflecting, unforgiving black. It FELT Iike
a night sky for all that Tanis could see no noons, no stars.
The air was as cold and sharp as frozen bl ades.

They worked as fast as awkward hands woul d pernmit,
filling their packs with as nuch wood as they could carry.
Carefully used it would be enough to keep them from
freezing in the night.

Tani s shoved the |l ast of the wood into his pack, lashed it
tight, and | ooked around for Sturm He was a dark figure
hunched agai nst the cold, kneeling over his own pack

"Ready?" Tanis called.

Sturm | ooked around. "Aye, if you'll give ne a hand
getting this on."

It was the work of a few nonents to help Sturmw th the
heavily | aden pack. "Set?" Tanis asked, watching the boy
brace and find a confortabl e bal ance.

"Set. Your turn."

The hal f-elf clenched his jaw and bit back a groan as
Sturmsettled the burden on his shoul ders. "Cods," he
whi spered, "if | could wish for anything, it would be that I
were a pack mule strong enough to carry this with ease!™

For the first tinme that day Sturmsniled, his white teeth

flashing in the gl oombeneath the pines. "It is an odd w sh,
Tanis. But were it granted, | promise | would | ead you
gently."

Tani s | aughed and, for a noment, he forgot the cold.
Sturms smle was |ike the sun breaking from behind dark

cl ouds, always wel cone for conming so seldom At the

begi nning of the trip Tanis had wondered about the w sdom
of taking the youth along. It had been Flint, to Tanis's
surprise, who had urged that Sturmbe included in the party.
"You argue his inexperience," the dwarf had said, "but



I'"d like to know how he's to come by any if he spends all his
tinme in Sol ace."

It was, Tanis thought at the time, a telling point. But he
had not been swayed until he heard in Flint's careful silence
the echo of nenories of another inexperienced youth:
hi nsel f. That was no argument agai nst which he m ght win.

In the end he had been persuaded to include Sturm anong
the party. It was, after all, to have been a brief trip, with no
di ver si ons.

And Sturm to his credit, did not rail against the hardships
of the unl ooked-for storm but accepted the chall enge and
deferred, with a solemm and graceful courtesy that
contrasted oddly with his youth, to Tanis's |eadership.

Vell, we've certainly been diverted now, the half-elf
t hought, settling his pack and stanping nunb feet in the
snow in a vain effort to urge into sluggish circulation the
bl ood that surely must be near frozen

"Come on, Sturm The sooner we get back, the happier
we'll all be. Tas's promise to stay behind will only hold for
so long. Were you inclined to ganble, |'d wager you
anyt hing you like that though we've a |ong trudge ahead of
us, it is Flint who is beset with the worse trial."

When they stepped out into the rage of the storm again,
Tani s thought that were w shes to be granted he woul d
forsake a mule's strong back and ask instead for a dog's
finely devel oped instinct for finding home. The wi nd had
erased any tracks they'd made conming into the stand.

Flint glared out into the night, thinking, as Tanis had,
that this was to have been an easy trip. It had been a
journey of only a few days to reach Esker. The weal t hy
headman of the village had wel coned them eagerly and
been well pleased with the pair of silver goblets he'd
conmi ssi oned the previous sumrer. The goblets, with their
el egantly shaped stens, gilded interiors, and jewel ed cups,
were to be a wedding gift for the man's bel oved daughter.
Flint had | abored |l ong over their design, obtaining the finest
jewels for their decoration and the purest silver for their
execution. Hi s client had been well pleased with them and
not inclined toward even the ritual dickering over their cost.

Aye, Flint thought now, they were beauties. And like to
cost us our |ives.

The weird, atonal wailing of Tas's shepherd's pipe keened
t hrough the shelter, rivaling the whine of the storm
drawing Flint's nerves tighter with each nonent that
passed. It never seened to find a tune, never seened to
settle into anything he recognized as even renptely
resenbl i ng nusi c.

"Tas!" he snapped. "If you're bound to fuss with that
wretched thing, can't you at least find a tune and play it?"

The piping stopped abruptly. Tas got to his feet and
joined Flint near the door. "I would if |I could. But this is the
best | can do."

Before Flint could protest, Tas began to play again. The
awful screech rose in pitch, splintering his tenper, never
very strong where Tas was concerned, into shards as sharp
and hard as needl es of ice.

"Enough! " he snatched the pipe from Tas's hand. But
before he could fling it across the shelter, the kender | eaped
up and caught it back handily.



"No, Flint! My magic pipe!"

"Magic! Don't tell me you're going to start that again.
There's no nmore magic than nmusic in that thing."

"But there is, Flint. The shepherd told me that 1'd find
the magic when | found the music. And I'd find the nusic
when | wanted it nmost. | really do want it now, but | don't
seemto be able to find it."

Flint had heard the story before. Though the
circunstances and sone finer details varied from one
telling to the next, the core of the tale was al ways the sane:
a shepherd had given Tas the pipe, swearing that it was
enchanted. But he wouldn't tell the kender what the magica
property of the pipe was.

"You will discover its use," he'd supposedly said, "when
you unlock the nmusic. And when it has served you, you
must pass it on, as | have to you, for the nagic can be used
only once by each who frees it."

Li ke as not, Flint thought, the instrunent had been
acquired the sane way a kender comes by npst anything. A
qui ck, plausible distraction, a subtle novenment of the hand,
and a shepherd spends the next hour searching for his pipe.
He probably shoul d have counted hinsel f |ucky that half
his flock hadn't vani shed as wel !

"There's no magic in this," Flint said. "Mre likely
there's a flaw in the making. G ve over now, Tas, and let ne
wait in peace."

Wth a sigh that seened to come straight fromhis toes,

Tas went back to where he'd been piping. He dropped onto
the frozen dirt floor and propped his back up against his
pack. In his head he could hear the song he wanted his pipe
to sing. In sone places it was soft and wistful. Yet, in
others it was bright, alnmost playful. It would be a pretty
tune, a song for the snow. Wy, he wondered, couldn't the
pi pe play the nusic?

The blizzard raged, shaking the walls of the little shelter
Ni ght now held the nountain in its freezing grip. It
occurred to Tas that Sturm and Tani s had been gone nuch
| onger than they should have been

Li kely, he thought, drifting with the menory of the tune
he heard but couldn't play, it only SEEMED that the waiting
was | ong. Probably Tanis and Sturm had only been gone a
few hours at nost. It would take themthat long to get to
where the trees were, find the wood, and fill their packs. He
was certain, though, that if he'd been with them it wouldn't
take nearly that long to get back. And three could carry
nmore wood than two. Tanis's reasons for extracting his
prom se seenmed | ess clear to Tas now. He wi shed he had
gone with them

It m ght have been the cold that set himto shivering deep
down in his bones. O the sudden strange turn that the
storm s song took. Whatever it was, Tas found that his
nmusi ¢ had faded and left him

The wind roared and screaned. The snow, falling nore
heavily now than it had in the afternoon, was like a gray
wool en curtain. Frustrated, Tas laid aside his pipe and went
to stand by the door.

"Doesn't the wi nd sound strange?"

Flint did not answer, but stayed still where he sat,
peering out into the storm

"Flint?"



"I heard you."

"It sounds like ... | don't know " Tas cocked his head to

i sten. "Like wolves howing."

"It's not wolves. It's only the wind."

"lI've never heard the wind sound like that. WlIl, once
heard it sound ALMOST |like wolves. But it was really nore
like a dog. Sonmetinmes you hear a dog howing in the night
and you think it's a wolf but it's not because wolves really
do sound different. More ferocious, not so |onesone. This
does sound like wolves, Flint, don't you think? But |'ve
never heard of wolves hunting in a blizzard unl ess they

were REALLY starving." Tas frowned, renenbering a story

he'd heard once. "There was a village way up in the
mount ai ns in Khur that was attacked by wolves in a

blizzard. | didn't see it. But ny father did, and he told ne
about it. He said it was really interesting the way the

wol ves came down after dark and stal ked anyt hi ng that

| ooked |i ke good food. And he said it was AMAZI NG what

wol ves consi der good food when they're starving - "

"WIl you hush! And while you're at it, stop imagining
things that aren't there!"™ Gitting his teeth agai nst his anger
and the fear that the kender's tale of starving wolves and
blizzards fanned, Flint clinbed to his feet. He was stiff and
aching with the cold. "If you nust do something, come help
me start a fire."

"Wth what. Flint?"

"Wth those old boards and - " Flint thought of the
bl ocks of wood in his pack. He sighed heavily, regretting
the loss of his whittling wood. "And whatever | have in ny
pack. "

"Al'l right." But Tas lingered at the doorway. It WAS
wol ves how i ng, he decided firmy, and not the wind. In his
mnd's eye he could see them big, heavy-chested brutes,
gray as a storm sky, eyes bright with hunger, fangs as sharp
as the blade of his own small dagger. They woul d | eap
across the drifts and slink through the holl ows, pause to
taste the air with their noses, how in eerie nourning for
their enpty bellies, and | ope on again.

Hi s father had also told himthat the big gray wol ves
could be al nost invisible against a snow sky. Lifting his
head to listen, he thought the how ing was cl oser now. He
woul dn't have to go very far to get just a quick glinpse of
t he beasts. Forgetting his promse to Tanis, forgetting the
uncooperative pipe, Tas decided that he sinply had to see -
or not see - the wolves.

Checking to be sure that Flint was not watching, Tas
grinned happily and slipped out into the storm

"Tani s!" He was but an arm s length behind the half-elf
yet Sturmcould see Tanis only as a vague, dark shadow. He
hardly heard his own voice, bellow though he did above the
wind's scream and he knew that Tanis had not heard him at
all. He caught Tanis's armand pulled himto a halt.

"Listen!" Sturm shoul dered his pack to an easier perch
on his back and noved in close. "You're not going to tel
me agai n about how that's the wind, are you? Those are
wol ves!™

They were indeed. The fiction of the wind had been partly
for Sturms sake, partly for his own. Tanis abandoned it as
usel ess now. "I know But we have to push on, Sturm W



can't let them get between us and the shelter!™

"Run? You want us to run?" The thought of fleeing from
danger sent a spasm of disgust across the youth's face.
Beneat h that revul sion, though, was an instinctive fear. It
was not hidden, Tanis saw, as well as Sturm ni ght have

hoped.
Tani s's hunorl ess | aughter was caught by the wi nd and
flung away. "l do! But the best we can do is slog on. There

is no shame in this retreat, Sturm W're no match for a
pack, and Flint and Tas won't appreciate our courage at al
if they have to consider it while freezing to death."
Though carefully given, it was a reprimand. Sturm

recogni zed it and took it with considered grace. "I'm not
accustoned to flight, Tanis," he said gravely. "But neither
am | accustoned to abandoning friends. Lead on."

Sturm Tanis thought, seeking his bearings, you' re too

solemm by half for your years! But, aye, I'Il lead on ..
And that was another matter. How far had they cone?
Tanis could no longer tell. He was stormblind now, hardly

able to keep his eyes open for the nmerciless bite of w nd-
driven snow and ice. The bitter wind had battered at their
backs when they'd left the shelter. As long as it roared and
screamed in their faces, clawing at their skin, tearing at
their clothing, he could be fairly certain that they were
moving in the right direction. He did not like to think what
m ght happen should the storm suddenly change direction.
Li kel y someone woul d find our bones in spring and
wonder and pity. Putting aside the grimthought, Tan-is
hunched hi s shoul ders and bowed his head before the
storm s blast, protecting his eyes as best he could. His |egs
were heavier and harder to nove with each step. Hi s neck
and shoul ders ached beneath his burden of wood. And the
wol ves were howl i ng cl oser.
It only SEEM5 A never-ending journey, he told hinself
as he waded through still another drift. Before the night was
much ol der they woul d be back at the shelter. Then the
stormcoul d tear across the nountains, then the wolves
could how until they were hoarse. It wouldn't matter. Tanis
could al most hear Flint scol ding and grunbling about two
young fools who couldn't cone right back, but nust |inger
to catch their deaths in the storm Beneath it all would run
Tas's chattering and i ncessant, never-endi ng questions.
Their m serable burdens of fuel would feed a crackling fire
to thaw hands and feet they could no | onger feel
Thi nking to share the encouragenent with Sturmtoiling
silently behind, he turned, squinting into the blinding snow.
"Sturm Soon!" he shout ed.
Sturm | ooked up. lIce rimed his hair, |ong streaks of
white scored his face where the cold had bitten. "What?"
"Soon! W're alnost - "
It m ght have been instinct that nade Tanis slip
i medi ately out of his pack and reach for his bow and
quiver. O it mght have been the | ook of w de-eyed horror
on Sturms face. He never heard the wolf's roar, or the
slavering snarl of its mate. He only felt the heavy wei ght
where it caught hi mbehind the knees and drove himwth
all the force of its hundred pounds face first into the snow
H s bow was beneath him his dagger still sheathed at his
belt. Fear raced through himlike a hot river. He shoved his
chin tight to his chest and | ocked his hands behind his head,



protecting his neck and throat. The wolf's hot breath,

stinking of its last kill, gagged him Powerful jaws

snappi ng, unable to reach his neck or throat, the wolf

fastened on his shoulder, worrying at the thick cloth of his
cloak, tearing through it and his leather tunic to lay his flesh
bare to dripping fangs. Its eyes were gleamng green fire, its
nmouth a roaring crinson maw.

Bucki ng and ki cking, his mnd enpty of all thought but
survival, Tanis heaved onto his back. His head still low, he
freed his hands and found his dagger. The wolf rose up
scranbling to regain position, belly exposed for an instant.
Tani s gripped his dagger hard. The icy air stung in his
lungs. He thrust upward with all his strength. The bl ade
drove into the wolf's belly to the hilt. Gasping hard, he
dragged until he struck breastbone. The beast fell away,
dead as it hit the snow

Shuddering, |ocked for one painful nmonent in the rictus
of fear, Tanis lay on his back. Sweat froze on his face,
nausea churned in his belly. H's breath, ragged and hurti ng,
sounded |i ke the punping of a bellows. Dark bl ood pool ed,
steanming in the freezing night.

Behi nd and above hi m anot her wolf roared. That
chal | enge was followed swiftly by deadly snarling and then
a shocked scream of pain. So horrible was the sound that
Tanis could not tell if it had cone fromthe lungs of man or
beast .

Sturm Coppery, musty, the stench of fresh blood filled
the air. Tanis scranbled to his feet. The storm wi nd blinded
him tore at him He couldn't see!

Though he'd al ways wi el ded his blade well in practice
bouts with a confidence sel dom di sappoi nted, Sturm had
only bl ooded his sword once and that agai nst a human
opponent whose noves could, to sone extent, be gauged.

Coul d he have gone against a wolf who would charge in
under a sword's reach with the desperation of a predator
st arving?

Sliding in the freezing snow, Tanis ran to where he
i magi ned the scent of blood was strongest. He crashed to
hi s knees and, cursing, regained his feet.

"Sturm " he how ed. He thought in that nonment that no
blizzard wind could sound a cry as desolate. "Sturm
Where are you?"

Tanis found himsitting in the snow, bending over
drawn up knees. The second wolf lay sprawl ed behind him
its head nearly severed fromits neck. Beside it, slick with
rapi dly congealing blood, lay Sturms sword. Tanis slid to
his knees beside his friend. The rest of the pack had to be
near by! They had to get out of herel

"Sturm are you hurt?"

The boy braced and straightened. The | eather of his
tuni c had been shredded by the wol f's fangs. A trail of
bl ood and ragged wounds whose edges were even now
freezing white showed Tanis where fangs had raked from
col larbone to breast. Hi s hands trenmbling, the half-elf tried
to gently separate | eather fromfreezing bl ood. A hiss of
i ndrawn breath, Sturm s only protest against the handling,
made Tanis wi nce for the pain he caused.

"A nmoment, lad, just a noment |longer. There." The
| eat her cane away, and Tanis heaved a long sigh of relief.
The wound was ugly and | ong. But though he had dreaded



to see the white glare of bone or the dark shadow of
exposed muscle, he did not. Wirking with hands made
awkward by the cold, Tanis tore thick strips of cloth from
his cl oak and made a bandage.

"I'f we can bless the cold for anything, it's that it wll
prevent you from bl eedi ng overlong. Can you nove your
ar n®"

Sturmlifted his shoulder, tried to reach. He managed a
grimsmle. "Yes," he said, his voice rough with the effort
not to groan. "But 1'll not be lifting a sword for a tine."

Tani s shook his head. "The gods wlling, you won't have
to. Sturm we have to go on. Those two cannot have been
hunting al one. Can you wal k?"

For an answer Sturmgot to his feet. He stunbled a little,
but righted himself quickly. The hard gleamin his eyes
told Tanis what he needed to know. But when he nmade to
reach for his pack, Tanis stopped him

"No. Leave it. W& have to get out of here. It will only
sl ow us down."

"Tani s, we need the wood."

"DAMN t he wood!"

"Tanis, no! The need for fire is still the sane. And
wi thout a guard fire, won't we have to face the rest of the
pack at the shelter? |I can drag the wood."

Sturmwas right. Tanis snatched up his pack and
shoul dered it with a snarled oath. He retrieved Sturnm's
sword, wiped it clean on his cloak, and hel ped the youth to
scabbard it. An arrow |l ay ready agai nst the bow s string.
Don't rush! he told hinself. Get your bearings now

But that was not so easily done. The wi nd no | onger
pushed from any one direction, but seenmed to bell ow and
thunder fromall four. Tanis cast about him searched the
snow to see if he could tell by the tracks where he'd been
st andi ng when the wol ves attacked.

There was no sign.

"Whi ch way, Tanis?"

"I -1 can't tell. No, wait. Up, we were noving up the
hill." He squinted into the wind. "There! That way."

Behi nd them silent phantonms in the night, the rest of the
wol f pack noved in to do a starving predator's grisly honor
to fallen conrades. *****

Flint roared curses into the scream ng w nd. That
wr et ched, straw brained Tas! If there was a god of m schi ef
and deviltry, he would be no god at all but a kender! He'd
not turned his back for a noment! But a nonent, he
t hought bitterly, was all it took to send Tas out into the
snow. \What had he been off after? Tanis and Sturn®? Likely
not. That woul d have been too sensible a notive to ascribe
to a kender.

"Tas!" he shouted, flinging up an armto protect his eyes
against the wind's teeth. "Tas!"

The surest way to die, Tanis had said, was to scatter al
over the nmountain. "Well and fine, and here we are,"” Flint
snarl ed, kicking furiously at the snow drifting past his
knees. "Scattered all over the nountain. If | had half the
brains | curse that kender for NOT having, |1'd | eave hi m out
here to freeze as a warning to the rest of his enpty-headed
ki nd."

Then he heard, nourning above the wi nd, the howing of
the wol ves he'd thought to deny. Fear shivered through the



old dwarf. They were close now. He hunched his shoul ders
agai nst the w nd.

Wl ves! Aye, and likely hungry enough not to turn aside
from st one- headed kender or young idiots who can't hie
t hensel ves back froma sinple wood-gathering trip in
decent tine. .

"Tas! Wiere ARE you?!"

The snow erupted right at Flint's feet. Scranbling for
bal ance he slipped, tried to catch hinself and, tripping over
a snow mantl| ed boul der, tunbled into a drift.

"Flint! Wait! Flint! Were'd you go?"

Hi s long brown eyes ablaze with | aughter, his face bright
with nerriment, Tas l|leaped into the drift, narrowy m ssing
Flint's head. Tugging and pulling, then shoving and
pushi ng, he got the dwarf righted and on his feet again.

"Flint, it's alittle cold for playing games, don't you
t hi nk? Look at you, | can't find your beard for the snow"

H s inpish | aughter skirled high above the wind s roar

"What are you doing out here, Flint? | thought you said we

were to wait at the shelter. You know, you're really going to

be sorry later. There might not be a fire, after all, and you're
so wet you'll freeze solid. You should have stayed inside."

There WERE words, Flint thought later, to express his
fury. And a pity it was that he could not have found them
when he needed them they would easily have nelted the
[ ast inch of snow fromthe nountain.

"I should have stayed inside?" Flint took a quick sw pe
at the kender's head, mssed, and slipped to his knees. "I
shoul d have stayed?" He flung off the hand that Tas offered
himand clinbed to his feet again. "lI'd not be out here at al
if it weren't for you!"

"Me?" Tas's eyes went round with surprise. "You cane
out after me? But I'mfine, Flint. | just went out for a | ook.
t hought | might be able to see a wolf. O not see one. They
say they're alnost invisible against a storm you know " His
eyes darkened for a nmonment with di sappoi ntnent. "But |
didn't see any. O | didn't NOT see any. |'m not sure which
And | didn't get very far. You know, Tanis was right. You
can hardly see where you've been out here. You certainly
can't see where you're going. On the whole," he decided,
reaching out a tentative hand to help Flint dust the snow
fromhis back, "lI'd really rather be inside where it's
war mer . "

The logic was too tortuous for Flint to follow, and he
was too cold and wet - nearly frozen to death, he thought
furiously - to work it out now. He turned and stanped back
toward the shelter, growling and cursing.

Col d, but undaunted, frolicking Iike a half-grown pup

taken to play, Tas scanpered ahead. "You'll feel better once
we get inside," he called back. "It's not rmuch warnmner there,
but it is drier. And |I've been thinking about ny magic pipe
while | was out |ooking for the wolves. | think I'd be able to

find the nusic if | tried just alittle harder."

Oh, fine, Flint thought, trudging stiffly behind, the
dreaded pipe! It wasn't enough that he had to contend with
blizzards and promi ses to people who haven't the sense to
cone in out of a storm w th brainless kender and wol ves.
No. On top of all of that had to be laid a "magic" pipe.

When he stunbl ed, shaking and wet, into the shelter he
saw Tas sitting crossl egged and absent-eyed, hunched over



his pipe. The high, tortured wailing that had tormented Flint
all afternoon filled the air, rising alnost |oud enough to
conpete with the wind and the wolves' how s.

"The dreaded pipe," he sighed.

He returned to his task of coaxing a fire fromthe broken
boards and fine, snooth bl ocks of his whittling wood. It
woul d barely be enough to thaw his frozen clothing. It
woul d not be enough to light the [ ost back to safety.

Tani s negotiated the gently descendi ng sl ope as though it
were a vertical cliff face, and slid to a ragged halt at the
bottom Sturm skidded past him overbal anced by his pack
and dropped to his knees in a drift that seemed to swall ow
himto the shoulders. Tanis helped his friend to his feet. H's
stomach lurched in fear when he saw a dark red spot of
fresh bl ood on Sturm s bandage.

"Don't stop!" he cried above the wind s scream "W've
got to go on!"

"Aye, Tanis, we do! But WHERE? We're lost!"

They were. Or they might be. Tanis didn't know any
nore. He was fairly certain of his direction. This holl ow
was familiar, nore filled with snow and drifts, but stil
famliar. O was that only hope, the last thing inside him
that hadn't frozen yet? He could not see ahead the |ength of
his arm Had they come to the shelter? Had they passed it?
He couldn't think, and he did not see anynore how it
mattered. Now it only mattered that they keep noving.

The deadly | ethargy of freezing had been doggi ng t hem
with patient tenacity. To give in now to aching linbs, to sit
down just once to rest, to ease the burning of their |ungs,
the fire licking behind their eyes, would be to die.

And we'll not freeze to death an arms I ength fromthat
damed shelter! Tanis vowed.

But Sturm went down a few nonments later and did not
rise. He tried, foundered in a drift, and fell back. For a
monent fury blazed so bright in his brown eyes that Tanis
could see it despite the blizzard' s concealing curtain.

He dropped to his knees beside his friend, shouted and
tried again to pull himto his feet. He could get no purchase
inthe drifted snow, no grip with his frozen hands.

"Tani s, no."

How coul d he have heard Sturm s whi sper above the
wind's screan? O was it that he read the protest in the
boy's eyes?

"Tanis . . . take the wood . . . go."

"No! We'll rest. Just for a nonment. We'll| rest." There
was mnore danger, he knew, in resting than in going on. The
very wind that tore at them now would carry the scent of
fresh bl ood to the wolves who nust be trailing behind. But
he, too, was not accustoned to abandoning his friends.

Tani s went down on his knees again in the snow and
drew Sturmas close to himas he could, hoping to protect
the boy fromthe worst of the piercing wind. Just for a
nmonent, he promi sed hinmself. Just until Sturm can recoup

So gentle is the paradoxical warnth that suffuses a man
just before freezing, so entrancing, that Tanis did not
recognize it for what it was. He only wondered briefly that
he had enough body warnmth left to feel, then closed his
eyes wearily and forgot to open them



The note, conming suddenly anmid the squeaks and
protests of the pipe, startled Tas. It was soft, gentle, and
rem nded himof the sigh of a nourning dove. He noved
his nunmb fingers over the holes, drew another breath, and
found the note again. And then he found another, higher
and a third, lower. Alnost it was a tune, and Tas caught the
change. He tried again.

There was a rabbit in the storm Caught away fromits
burrow, too young to know that it rmust dig into the snow
for its insulating warnmh, it scurried this way and that, as
though it mght outrun the cold. Honme! screaned through
the rabbit's veins with the frantic punping of panic-driven
bl ood. Honme! But hone, a burrow snug and warm
snel ling of good brown earth and the conforting odor of
safety, was too far away.

Tas heard the rabbit's frightened squeak above the
faltering tune he played. How could he have heard the
rabbit's cry? He didn't know, but he squeezed his eyes
tightly shut, let the pipe fall silent, and | ost the imge and
the sound. Before he could think of absurdity, before he
coul d decide that the pipe had nothing to do with the rabbit,
he hunched over it again and continued to play.

There was a deer, its antlers alnost too heavy with the
snow s burden to bear. There was a nountain goat,
foundered in a drift, its bleating protest wailing and lost in
the biting w nd.

Tas drew a sharp breath, knowi ng that the deer would
soon go to its knees in surrender, that the nountain goat
woul d thrash and surge against its snowy restraints and
surely break a | eg.

If his attention was a vagrant thing, his heart was a kind
one. Poor rabbit! he thought, poor brave deer! He wanted,
as much as he had ever wanted anything, to go out to find
them to show thema way out of the storm He wanted this
nore than he'd wanted anything before. Mre, even, than
he'd wanted to find the nagic in his little pipe.

In Tas's mind there was sonmething dark and still. It was
a mn - it was Sturm And beside himknelt Tan-is! They
m ght have been ice scul ptures so cold and notionl ess were
t hey.

Though it was no doing of his - and yet perhaps it was -

a long ache of sadness drifted through Tas's nusic when he
realized that they night be dead. Like the rabbit or the deer
or the nountain goat, there was no way to tell where they
were, near or far, no way to find them and hel p. There was
only the pipe. He played, then, with all his heart and trusted
to the magic that it would not be a song of farewell.

There was a rabbit in the doorway. Ears aslant, pink nose
twitching, it paused for a second beneath the slight

over hang of the roof as though asking perm ssion to enter
Where he sat before a fire dwi ndled to neager enbers and
dying coals, Flint sawthe ice frozen on its back, the snow
cl unped between its toes. Part of himsighed for pity, and
part decided he nust bid his wits goodbye.

And behind himthe horrible squealing of Tas's pipe settled
gently into a sweet, |ow song.

The rabbit noved then, hunched forward, and fell onto

its side, eyes wide as though it could no nore believe that it
now wai ted a foot away fromthe old dwarf than Flint



coul d.
The storm Flint told hinmself, it's only seeking shelter.
Easier to believe that than to believe that his wits had
frozen solid around sone nad dream Mving slowy, he
reached his hand out to the rabbit. He had not Tanis's way
with animals. That lad could call a bird to hand, silence a
chattering squirrel in the tree with a whisper. O so it had
often seemed to Flint. But the rabbit accepted the old
dwarf's touch and quivered only a little.

He gathered up the little creature in both hands, felt the
quick race of its heart, and noved his thunb carefully over
its broad feet. The snow fell away. Under the warnmth of his
hands the ice nelted fromthe rabbit's back

"There," he whi spered, amazed. He turned the rabbit
back toward the door. "OFf with you."

But the rabbit did not, as Flint had expected, dart away
in fear. It paused in the doorway, seened for a noment to
consider the storm and turned, bounding back past Flint
and into the shelter. Flint saw it scanper into the shadows
behi nd himand vanish into the darkness. Tas, still bent over
his pipe, |ooked up only briefly to |Iaugh

Puzzl ed, Flint turned back to the door and gasped.

Loom ng |i ke some dream beast was a rough-coated
mountain goat. To the left of the goat, its antlers heavy with
snow, a dark-eyed deer waited.

Dipping its antlers - courteous beast, Flint thought and so
t hi nki ng abandoned his sense and |ogic - the deer stepped
into the shelter. The goat, as though hangi ng back to await
t he passage of mountain royal ty, entered | ast.

Not hi ng Flint had ever seen was brighter than the delight
shining in Tas's eyes. His pipe still in hand, the kender
| eaped to his feet, ducked around the deer, patted the goat,
and scurried to the door

"Flint! Look! Do you see? | brought them here!™

Flint shook his head. | can't be seeing this! he thought,
stubbornly. And |I'm not!

"It's the pipe! It's the pipe, Flint! Listen!"

Again that enticing, gentle song. Behind himFlint heard
the thick flap of wings. He ducked only in time to mss
bei ng struck by a wi de-eyed owl. Two white-bellied nice
darted past his feet, saw the ow, and dove screan ng
behi nd Tas's pack

"Tas! Stop!"

"No, Flint! It's the magic! They heard it! | wanted them
to hear, and they did."

Magi c? Flint turned this way and that, and everywhere
he | ooked he saw what he knew he shoul dn't be seeing.
Sputtering protest, stammering questions, he received no
answers from Tas.

The kender was on the floor again, bent over his pipe,
his eyes squeezed shut in fierce concentration. He'd brought
the rabbit and the deer. The mountain goat had heard and
found him And two mice and an ow . Soon, surely, his
song would bring Tanis and Sturm

Nunbly, too stunned to know where to |look first, Flint
cl apped his hands to his ears. After a moment he cl osed his
eyes because there was a deer pawing at the frozen dirt
floor, an oW preening its wings in the rafters, and a goat
ni bbling delicately at the straps of the dwarf's pack. He felt
somet hing soft and warm touch himand | ooked down to



see the rabbit asleep against his foot.

He'd never heard that one of the first signs of freezing was
a wld slipping away of the wits. But he inagined that it
probably was because he still could not believe that what he
saw was real .

Get up, the words whi spered. Get up! Cone back, they
urged. Come back! Lies, they sighed. The cold is telling
lies! Like dreams of a blazing hearth seen through frosted
wi ndows, the words wandered through Tanis's nmind. Gently
t hey coaxed and encouraged. Beneath the sinple words
danced the light, bright notes of a shepherd's pipe. Behind
the tune, beyond the words, flickered i nages of a place
where the cold had no power to touch him

The wi nd, he thought, pulling away from Sturm O just
nmy sanity slipping away . .

But there was no wind. Its how was silenced. And when
he lifted his face to the night sky he no longer felt the
snow s deadly kiss. Beside him Sturm noved, slowy, but
with the deliberate care of a nman marshalling strength.

"Tani s, do you hear?"

"The wind - it's died down."

"Aye," Sturm agreed, as though it had only just cone to
his attention. "That, too."

Tani s | ooked at himin surprise. "You hear mnusic?"

"Yes. It sounds |ike a shepherd's pipe. " H's words
wandered away, lost in surprise and sudden realization
"Tas's pipe, Tanis! W nust be near the shelter!"”

Tas's pipe! But that poor, crippled little instrunent, the
"dreaded pipe" Flint called it, had never given Tas nusic
this sweet. And yet, what other could it be? Tanis clinbed
wearily to his feet and hel ped Sturmto rise.

"W'll followit," he said. "No, |eave your pack. If the

shelter is that close, | can cone back for the wood. And
I'"ve still got mine." HOVE, the music sang, COVE
HOMVE

Snow ghosts! The spirits of the stormkilled. O so they
woul d have been called in the faraway nountains of his
honel and. Flint watched the eerie blue race of breaking
cl ouds across the white mantle of the snow. He shivered,
nore fromthe nmenory of an old | egend than fromthe col d.
Behind him Tas's pipe faltered, then fell silent.

In an odd little exodus, as soon as the snow had stopped
falling, noments after the wind finally died, Tas's strangely
assorted nenagerie of stormrefugees had filed past him
into the night. Still, even after the last creature had left, Tas
had continued to play, hoping that Tanis and Sturm woul d
hear the pipe's nusic, feel the call of its magic.

Magi c! Flint thought now The word felt bitter and hard
in his mind. He told hinself that he never had believed.

Sonme wi | d coi ncidence, some quirk had led the animals to

the shelter. It hadn't been, after all, any of the pipe' s doing.
Though he could still feel, in nmenory, the frightened race

of the rabbit's heart against his palns, and | ater the
confiding warnth of it where it lay against his foot.

Nonsense! The poor little beast was too exhausted and

frozen to care where it finally collapsed. He refused to
renenber the deer and the goat, the mice or the ow. He

si ghed and ki cked at the bl ackened enbers of the fire. W



can go out and | ook now, he thought. He would not allow
hinmself to think further. He did not want to consider what
t hey must find.

"They're hone." Tas's voice was oddly holl ow

Flint turned slowy, the skin on the back of his neck
prickling. "Wt did you say?"

The kender's face was white, etched with weariness. But

his eyes were bright with some pleasure or satisfaction that
Flint did not understand. "They're home, Flint. They're
back." He put his pipe aside. Wbbling to his feet, he went
to stand beside the dwarf. He was tired, but it was the best
tired he'd ever felt.

Flint peered out into the night. Two shadows intersected
t hose pouring across the gl eam ng snow. They were darker

and nore solid than that weird blue flow Snow ghosts?
Shivering, the old dwarf squinted harder. Not yet! he
t hought triunphantly. Not yet, they're not! But one of them
was staggering, |eaning on the other

Flint grasped Tas's shoul ders and hurried hi m back

i nside the shelter. "Stay here, Tas. STAY HERE. They're
back!"

Tas smiled and nodded. "OF course they're back. | TOLD
you they were. They heard the pipe, they felt the magic -
Flint! Were are you goi ng?"

Yawni ng mightily, forgetting Flint's warning to stay
inside the shelter, Tas retrieved his pipe and jogged out into
t he snow.

As he had for the past two nornings, Tanis | eaned

agai nst the door janb, smiling at the winter sun as though
hailing a well-met friend. Beside him Sturmgingerly lifted
hi s pack.

"You're certain you are well enough to travel ?"

The yout h nodded once. "Yes." He was pal e yet, but the
dressing covering his wound had cone away clean with its

| ast two changi ngs.

"You did well, Sturm"

Sturms solem eyes lighted, then darkened. "No. |

al nost cost you your life, Tanis. | couldn't go on, and you
stayed. "

"I did. It was ny choice. And," he said quickly, forestalling
further protest, "it was a choice, at the tine, of freezing

with you or a few yards farther on. Were you did well was
i n anot her place altogether."

"l don't understand."

"You are a good conpanion, |lad, and one | would not
hesitate to travel with again."

Plainly Sturmstill did not understand. But he took the
conpliment with a notabl e absence of youthfu
awkwar dness.

In the silence fallen between them Tanis heard the
begi nni ngs of an argunent between Tas and Flint that had
becorme all too famliar these last two days.

"There was no nmountain goat," Flint grow ed

But Tas was insistent. "Yes, there WAS. And not only
that, there was a deer "

"There was no deer."

Ginning, Tanis went to join them

"Flint, there WAS! You saw them And the field mice,
and the ow. And what about the rabbit, Flint? It slept



agai nst your foot all the tinme."

This time Flint made no firmdenial. "Kender stories," he
snorted. He glanced sidelong at Tanis and veered sharply
away fromthe subject of magic pipes. "Are you certain
Sturmis ready to travel ?"

"So he says, and | think he is."

"I"'d i ke to check that bandage once nore."

Tas watched him |l eave, then reached over to finger a
br oken pack strap that had been giving the old dwarf
trouble. "Look, Tanis."

"Frayed, but it should hold with repair."

"No. Look. It's not frayed. The goat chewed it."

"Yes, well. " Tanis smled and quietly relieved Tas of
Flint's small whittling knife. "Fell out of the pack, did it?"

Tas's eyes wi dened innocently. "Ch! | guess it did. Good
thing I found it. Flint wouldn't have been happy to | eave it
behi nd. But what about the pack strap?”

"It looks frayed to ne." He patted Tas's shoul der. "Cone
on, now. It's tine to go."

"I don't know why no one believes ne, Tanis."

Tani s wi shed then, for the sake of the wistful hope in the
kender's voice, that he could believe in the nagic pipe. But
it sounded too nmuch like all of Tas's fantastic stories.
Sone, doubtless, were true. But Tan-is had never been able
to separate those fromthe soaring flights of inagination
that Tas passed of f as adventures.

"You know, " he said kindly, "enchanted or not, your
pi pi ng saved our lives. If we hadn't heard it, Sturm and
woul d have died out there."

"I"'mglad it did, Tanis, | really am But, still, | wish
someone woul d believe | found the magic. | don't know
why Flint won't. He saw the deer and the goat and the mce
and the ow. And the rabbit WAS sl eepi ng against his foot."

That rabbit, Tanis realized then, was not anong the
things that Flint denied. In matters of magic, that m ght be,
where Flint was concerned, considered avowal .

When he | ooked up again Tas had gone. Rising to join
t he others, he caught sight of something snmall and
abandoned on the floor. "Tas, you forgot your pipe." He
picked it up and then saw words carved into the wood that
he had not seen before.

FIND THE MJUSIC, FIND THE MAG C.

"Did you carve this?"

Tas did not turn. "Yes,'
| eave it."

"But, Tas, why?"

Tas squared his shoul ders as though firm ng sone resol ve.

he said, reluctantly. "I have to

But still he did not turn. "Because the shepherd said that it
could only be used once. That's why | can't get the pipe to
play that song again - or any song. |'ve used the magic." He

took a deep breath and went on. "And he said that once
found the magic | had to pass the pipe on." He paused and
then he did turn, a scanp's hunor in his |ong brown eyes.

"It's going to be a long winter. I'mgoing to |leave it here for
soneone else to find."

Suddenl y, as sharply as though he was yet there, the

hal f-el f saw himsel f crouched in the snow, too aching and
exhausted to nove. He felt again the bitter whip of the
wind, the life-draining cold. He heard, very faintly, the
coaxing tune that had called himback from freezing.



Maybe, he thought, seeing the earnest belief in the kender's
brown eyes. Maybe .

But no. If there were any magic in the shabby little pipe
at all, it lay in the fact that Tas, that inveterate and

i nevitable collector, could be induced to believe that he
nmust | eave behind a pipe he swore was enchant ed.

Tani s grinned again. That, he supposed, was nagic
enough for one pipe.

The Wzard's Spectacl es
Morris Sinon

Nugol d Lodston shook a gnarled fist at his youthfu
tormentors.

"Cet away! Pester sonebody el se! Leave ne al one!"

The old hernmit shielded his face with his forearmfrom
another flurry of pebbles anmid the laughter of the dirty
street urchins and their audi ence of anused onl ookers. He
despised these trips into Digfel and | onged for the quiet
solitude of his cave on the banks of the Meltstone R ver.

"W don't want your kind in Digfel, you old mser. Go
hone to Hyl ar where you bel ong, and take your worthl ess
gold with you!"

The aged dwarf squinted in the general direction of the
adult voice. H's eyesight was terrible, even for his four
hundred years. A blurry outline of a heavy human figure
loomed in front of him barring his way into Mlo Martin's
shop. It was obvious that he had to either push past the
abusi ve speaker or retreat through his delinquent henchnen
wi t hout buying w nter provisions.

"Renmove your carcass fromny path, and take your ill-bred
issue with you!" Lodston shouted. Several of the spectators
| aughed at the old hermit's taunt. The blurry-faced speaker
| eaned closer, revealing his florid cheeks and filthy,

t obacco-stained nouth to the dwarf's faded eyes.

"You heard what | said, scum Get out of Digfel before
feed your scrawny bones to ny dogs!" blustered the fat
townsman. Lodston snelled the odors of stale w ne and
unwashed human skin even before he could see the man's
quivering red jowms. He grinned and gestured toward the
beggar children

"If those are your nongrels, you ought to be nore
careful when you mate. You'll ruin your bloodline!"
Lodst on sneered and shook his quarterstaff in the drunk's
face, which was darkening with rage as the catcalls grew
| ouder.

"You gonna let himtalk to you |like that, Joss?" someone
goaded t he drunk.

"Kick that uppity dwarf in the teeth, if he's got any!"
yel | ed one of the urchins.

The drunken bully sputtered a curse and raised a beefy
hand. In the same instant, Lodston nuttered a single word
wi th his bearded nmouth pressed agai nst the smooth shaft of
his heavy staff. The stick of rare bronzewood gl owed
suddenly with an inner light and began to vibrate in the
hermt's hand. The old dwarf seened al nost as surprised as
everyone else by the force within the enchanted weapon
and nearly dropped it. He clutched its shaft nore tightly,
feeling its inner power throbbing as it lifted itself in the air
above the bully's head.



Suddenly the staff descended repeatedly, faster than the
eye coul d see, upon the head of Nugold Lodston's assail ant.
It appeared to the astoni shed onl ookers as if it were a
drunmstick in the hands of a practiced drumer. Each bl ow
| anded with vicious force and accuracy, producing
| acerations and bruises on the startled bully's scal p and face.

"Run, Joss! It's a magical staff! He'll kill you!" The bully's
eyes were blinded with his own blood fromthe wounds on
his forehead. He backed away from Lodston's flashing staff,
his hands raised in front of his face to ward off the unerring
bl ows of the enchanted weapon. To the hermit's failing
eyes, the scene was a nuddl ed i nage of fleeing shapes as
the street enptied. Digfel was a superstitious town,
especially in the rough section where MIo Martin kept his
store.

"CGet in here, Nugold, before they come back!" Martin's
rotund figure was standing in the doorway of his shop. He
was gesturing frantically for the hermit to cone inside. The
staff had already | ost the aura sumoned by the ancient
conmmand word, but the merchant's bul gi ng eyes were
staring greedily at it.

The hermt grunted a minor dwarvish epithet to hinself
and pushed past the excited shopkeeper into the store.

Snel |l s of candl ewax, oil, and soap mingled with those of
wood snoke, spices, and | eather - the confortable and

fam liar odors of Martin's General Store. Lodston cane to
Digfel no nore than four or five tines a year, and this was
one of the few places he liked to shop for provisions. Digfel
was a rowdy human mining town on the outskirts of the
dwarven mountai ns, steeped in fears and prejudi ces dating
to the Cataclysm MIlo Martin's shop had a reputation as a
brief haven amid the turnoil of the tines, perhaps because
Martin hinmself was such a tolerant man. The jolly but
enterprising little nerchant sold his goods to anyone wth
iron coins in his pockets, whether dwarf, human, or elf.
Only kender, those notorious shoplifters, were unwel conme

in his store.

"You old fool! Don't you know you can't fight all of those
bunpki ns by yourself, with or without a magic staff?"

Mlo's gentle reprinmnd was undercut by an excited sparkle
in his crisp blue eyes. The nmerchant was thrilled at the
prom se of sonething newto talk about at the Pig Iron

Al ehouse. He was al so bursting with curiosity about the
nmyst eri ous bronzewood stick that seenmed to have a life of
its own.

"Bah!" spat the dwarf. "You humans think that you know
everything. My people mned these nountains before you
farmers | earned how to grow your nauseating vegetabl es.

W dig nore than potatoes out of the dirt, 1'Il tell you that
much!"

Martin nodded judiciously, although he knew that the
old hermt's dwarven pride was only nmomentary. Lodston
lived al one because he had alienated his own people as
much as he had the humans in Digfel. The merchant wanted
to divert the conversation toward the staff. He certainly did
not want to provoke a | ong-w nded di scourse on past
dwarven gl ories and present human frailties.

"That's a fascinating quarterstaff, Nugold," he probed.

"I'f you tell me how you cane by it, | might pay good iron
ingots for it. |I've been needing a fine old stick like that!"



Lodston's bearded nmouth curled in a sly smrk. Martin's
face was a nere blur to him but the silkiness in the wily
human' s voi ce betrayed his usual greed.

"How much?" he demanded qui ckly, cocking his head at
t he shopkeeper's fuzzy features.

"Enough to pay what you owe nme, and maybe for this

trip as well - IF the staff is worth that much," Mrtin added
shrewdl y.

"Ch, it's worth ten times the trash you sell in this place,”
vowed the dwarf. "I got it froman elven w zard!"

If the hermit's vision had been sharper, he night have
recogni zed the i nmedi ate frown on the shop keeper's face

as a | ook of disbelief.

"There aren't any elves in Hylar! No elf |I've ever net
woul d have anything to do with a dwarf!"

"There's one who would, all right, and he lives in ny

cave!" Lodston retorted defiantly. The hermt pulled a snall
keg of pickled fish closer to the fireplace and sat on it. He
clutched the magi cal staff in front of himas if he were
guarding it fromthe nerchant's covetous gaze. Then he
reached into a pocket and handed Martin a crunpl ed piece

of parchnent.

"He wrote down what we need. You fetch all those
things while | rest ny legs, and I'll tell you the strangest tale
you'll ever hear in this ugly town of sinpletons.”

Mlo Martin's frown deepened as he grabbed the Iist
fromthe hernmit's filthy fingers. He expected to see a barely
literate scrawl, and was astoni shed when he recogni zed the
fine penmanship of a scholar on the crude parchnent. Each
character was fashioned with elegant swirls, while the
spel I ing and phrases were archaic.

"'Balls of twne, a sette of three;

"Ginded mllett, so fyne as to pass through a tea
si eve;

"Twi n hyves of honey, with conpl eat combs for

t he waxxe . b
It was obvious that the old dwarf hadn't witten the |ist.
Martin doubted if the hermt was literate at all, and he was

positive that those gnarled hands and failing vision would
be i ncapabl e of such careful strokes of a nib.

"This is quite a list, Nugold," he adnmitted. "I night not
have it all. Tell nme about this 'elven wizard who lives in
your cave while | gather whatever | can to suit you and
your guest."

"Hi s nane's Dal amar," the dwarf began. "I found himon
the riverbank |ast nonth, half-starved and out of his head. |
knew he was strange, because of his white skin and | ong
hair as jet black as his sorcerer's robe. 'This ain't no human,’
| says to nyself. Then | drug himinto my cave and nmade
hima bed by the fire. Wen he woke up, | thought he'd be
afraid, but he was just as calmas he could be. He acted |ike
he knew where he was, and |ike he knew nme, too. Even
called ne by name, he did!"

Mlo Martin paused with sonme candles in his hand.

"Bl ack hair, you say? Not just dark?"

"Nay!" Lodston replied irritably. "I said black, and
nmeant it! It be black as soot, and his skin like white Iinen
so white that it shines like a full noon in a night sky."

The nerchant stroked his chubby chin, considering the
dwarf's words. "Well, if he's an elf as you say, |'d guess that



he was from Syl vanesti. |'ve heard that the eastern elves
ook like that, but I've never seen one of them"

The dwarf nodded excitedly. "That's it!" he excl ai ned.
"Sylvanesti is where he said he was from You beat all |'ve
ever seen with those wild guesses, Mlo!"

The shopkeeper shrugged. It was no guess, but he
decided to let the hermt believe that he possessed such an
unpredi ctable skill. People were nore reluctant to cheat
someone who coul d "out guess” them

"Go on with your story. Tell ne about the staff," urged
Martin as he turned toward his shelves to collect nore
items on the |ist.

"Well, he asks ne right off if I found his box. Wen | tel
himnot to fret about sone box after | save himfrom
drowni ng, he doesn't say anything. He just stares at the fire
for a long time. Then he gets up and heads for the door
"Wait!' | calls. "You ain't fit enough to wal k!’

"Come to the river with me,' he says in this strange voice.
It was like his words were stronger than | was! Before
knew what | was doing, | was up to ny ankles in nud,
hel ping the elf find this staff and that danged box.™"

"What kind of box?" MIlo Martin had stopped gathering
items fromthe list and was | eaning against his counter. H's
curiosity had grown too great to bother hiding.

"Alittle wooden chest bound with brass strips,"” Lodston
replied. "I carried it back to the cave after we found the
staff. When we both was dry and warm again, he told ne
his name and said he used to be a wi zard for some Kking
nanmed ' Lorac.' "

The nane neant nothing to Martin. The enthralled
shopkeeper notioned for Lodston to conti nue.

"Dal amar said he got into sone kind of trouble back at
this Sylvanesti place for changing his robes fromwhite to
bl ack or something like that. Said he had to | eave before the
king killed him Wen | told himl didn't think a king'd
worry that nuch about the color of a man's clothes, he just
smled and laid his head back agai nst the hearth."

Martin knew very little about magi c and wi zards, but he
did know nmore than ol d Lodston. The shopkeeper's pudgy
face flushed as he flaunted his superior know edge of
matters arcane.

"Idiot! Don't you even know the difference between
whi t e-robed and bl ack-robed sorcerers? You ever heard of
an evil elf, much less an evil elven w zard?"

"Evil ?" demanded the hermt. "You nean |ike Joss out
there and his scum brained kids?"

"No!" Martin growed. "I don't nean sinple pickpockets
and drunks. If you'd ever got out of that cave of yours,
you' d know that some dark force is sweeping over Krynn
and it sounds to nme |ike your new buddy is part of it!"

The shopkeeper's crisp eyes clouded. The normally jolly
and nercurial man seened suddenly overwhel ned wth
nmel ancholia. "I thought Digfel was too little to get involved
inthis thing," he muttered sadly. "I thought everybody
woul d | eave us alone as long as we supplied themw th stee
for their swords and spears.”

"What in Reorx's name are you munbling about ?"

Lodst on denanded.

"I"mtal ki ng about that guest of yours!" Martin replied
angrily. "He and his evil friends will bring the war to



Digfel!"

"War? What war? | don't understand what . . ."

"Go on with your story," the shopkeeper urged,
interrupting the dwarf's flurry of questions in a cal ner
voi ce. The hernit's naive ignorance of the outside world
was incorrigible. Martin could barely explain the sinister
events of recent years to hinmself, much I ess to the reclusive
dwar f .

"Harrunmph!" snorted Lodston. He was too old and
battle-weary to listen to human war stories. Vivid nenories
of THE war still lingered in his aged brain, the war which
had forced the nmountain dwarves fromtheir traditiona
hones.

"Well, as | was saying," he continued, "Dal amar's been
wandering around in the west ever since they threw hi m out
of this Sylvanesti place. He said he had to take some ki nd
of "test' at Wayreth to be a wizard, and it made himsick. |
asked himif his stomach hurt, but he just said | wouldn't
understand if he told me. He was up at Sol ace when a
Seeker priest tried to kill him So he nmade this raft and
sneaked away on the river just before they came to bum
himas a witch."”

"Are they after himnow?" Martin demanded quick ly.

Di gf el had been free of the Seeker insanity, and he hoped
that Lodston's refugee woul d not attract the zeal ous witch-
hunters to this rough but quiet comer of Krynn

"You got nme there," Lodston replied. "I think they | ost
his trail during the stormthat wecked his raft. Nobody'd
ever believe that he could have drifted this far downstream
all the way through the Qualinesti woods. | told himl'd
hide himfromthem maniacs till he was well enough to take
care of hinself. He didn't thank nme or anything, just rolled
over and went to sleep."

"Did you search his bel ongi ngs while he was sl eepi ng?"
Mlo Martin asked eagerly. The opportunistic shopkeeper
was i magi ni ng what he woul d have done under the sane
ci rcunst ances.

"What am |, a kender?" cried the insulted dwarf.
"Anyway, | didn't need to snoop. He showed me what was
in his box."

The hermt paused to retrieve a bl ackened clay pipe
frombeneath his fur cloak and gestured toward the tobacco
jar on the counter.

"How s about sone of that weed, the kind you sprinkle
wi th honey wi ne? And maybe a little ale and biscuits to go
with it," he added as Martin fetched the tobacco. The hermit
m ght have been nearly blind, but he knew when he had
hooked a listener on a story. The shopkeeper thrust a
foam ng mug of freshly brewed stout at the dwarf, who
waited until his pipe was well-fired before accepting it. He
was enjoying tenpting Mlo Martin's curiosity.

"Ahhh!" exclainmed the hernmit, wping ale fromhis
nmouth with a sl eeve.

"CGet on with it!" demanded the inpatient shopkeeper
"What was in the chest?"

"Scrolls and books!" Lodston replied in a coarse whisper
"Dozens of them And a pair of funny old glasses with wire
rims."

"What was on the scrolls?" cried Martin.

"Spells, | reckon,"” growl ed the dwarf. "How shoul d



know? | can't read!"
The shopkeeper's pudgy face cl ouded. "Then how do you
know t hey were magi c?"
" '"Cause | saw Dal amar using one to see the future!™
Martin said nothing for several nonents. H s eyes were
wi de with inmagination as he speculated to hinself about the

val ue of such a treasure - if the old dwarf was telling the
truth.

"I't was a couple of nights ago. W just ate some fish
stew and bread. I'msitting by the fire snmoking sone wld

tobacco, nothing like this stuff, when Dal amar puts on them

gl asses. He unrolls a piece of parchnent like it was holy

and stares at the fire for a long tine before he starts to read
it. I ask himwhat he's doing, but he acts |ike he don't hear
ne."

Lodston took a long swig of ale and a few nore puffs of
the fragrant cured tobacco before resuming his story.

"Dal amar reads the words out loud, but they's in a
| anguage | never heard before. The words had a | ot of 'ssss
and 'ffff sounds that ended in 'i's or '0's. You ever hear
somebody tal king like that?"

"No!" blurted his inpatient listener. "Forget the
| anguage! What happened t hen?"

"Settle down, and let nme finish the story! There was this
light, kind of a white glow |ike nmoonshi ne, that got stronger
with every word he read. It was conming fromthe scroll, but
it spread all over his body. By the tine he finished reading
themwords, it got so bright in ny cave that it hurt ny eyes
to look at him"

"How long did it last?" Mlo Martin asked breathl essly.

"l reckon not nore than two or three mnutes after he
stopped reading," said the hermt. "Soon as it was gone, he
stands up and heads for the door. He steps outside and
| ooks around the cave, like he's checking the ground for
footprints or sonething. 'Wat are you doing? | asks him
"What was that bright light in there?

" '"They're not here yet,' he says.

"Who's not here?' | asks him but he just comes back
inside and sits by the fire again. That's when | | ooked at the
scroll he was reading."

"Well? What did it |ook Iike?" Martin pronpted.

"Not hi ng," the dwarf answered. "There was nothing on
it at all. Dalamar wote that list on it this moming!"

The startl ed shopkeeper dropped the parchnent onto the
counter as if it were a hot coal. Then he retrieved it and
studied the witing nore carefully. He even held it near a
candle to see if the heat would reveal hidden characters of
any kind. Regardl ess of the events at the hernmit's cave, the

"magi ¢ scroll"™ was now nothing nore than a grocery list.
"See what | told you?" said Lodston. "The spellwords
are gone. All | know is that whatever he saw | ast ni ght

scared him"

"Why do you say that?"

"Because he didn't go right to sleep. He nmade a sign
with some ashes on the inside of the door and then bolted it
i ke he thought sonebody was going to try to break in. In
the norning, he gave me that list and told me to get the
stuff in a hurry. He handed ne his staff and said | needed to
take it with nme; that's when he whispered the secret word in
my ear to make it work."



"What secret word?" demanded Martin, his eyes riveted
to the enchanted weapon.

"None of your business," replied the dwarf, "and | can't
give you this staff. It's the elf's, not mne. Now give ne
t hose goods, and let me get back to the cave before dark. |
don't know why he wanted all this stuff, but he told ne to
hurry."

"You prom sed ne .

"I never prom sed you anything, Mlo Martin!"
countered the hermt. "But if you want ne to tell Dal a-nmar
that you wouldn't |l oan himthe things on that |ist "

"Al'l right, all right!" grow ed the cautious nerchant.
Martin was angry with hinmself for letting Nugold Lodston
trick himinto another extension of his credit, but he was
al so hoping to find a way to acquire nuch nore than just
the staff.

"Tell this Dalamar that | want to meet him" the

shopkeeper said in a calmer voice. "I have a few business
i deas that may interest him Know edge like this can be a
val uabl e pi ece of merchandise. | know of several people

who woul d pay fortunes to get a single glinpse of the
future.”

"Li ke you?" Lodston snorted sarcastically. He collected
the provisions in a bul ky sack and headed for the door.

"Don't forget to tell himwhat | said!'" Martin called as
the hermt stunbled into the enpty street w thout |ooking
back.

Lodston's "cave" was actually an abandoned dwarven gold
m ne. For centuries before he was born, the hermt's people
had tunnel ed into the nountainsi de near the Meltstone
Ri ver, enriching both thenselves and the | ocal hunman
merchants with great amounts of the yellow netal. When
iron ingots replaced gold and silver as the nmpbst precious
substance on Krynn - to make weapons of steel - the rich
Hyl ar dwarves near Digfel becane paupers. Only a handfu
of the sturdy miners renmained in human towns in the
foothills of the dwarven hi ghl ands, becom ng bl acksmiths
and arnorers. Human prospectors took their place as
m ners, but of iron ore rather than softer metals such as
gol d and silver.

Nugol d Lodston chose to remain in the Hylar hills,
maki ng cheap gol den toys and baubles for | ocal children
He cherished the gl eam ng nmetal nore than he had ever
| oved anyone, dwarf or human. He al so coul d not bear the
tediumof toiling over a blistering iron forge to produce
weapons and tools of burnished steel. Humans cravi ng such
products of the dwarven netallurgists regarded Lodston as

a traitor, one who had critical skills but refused to use them

Even the few of his own race left in Digfel spat on the
ground whenever he passed, a sign of ultimate rejection
anong the Hyl ar dwarves.

"Dal amar! Cone help ne!" the hermt called fromthe
trail by the river. "I've carried these things far enough
al ready!"

Lodston waited, staring up the riverbank toward the
entrance to the mne shaft, but there was no sign of
nmoverent . Then he noticed that the door was ajar. The
worried elf had sl anmed and barred the thick portal behind
hi m seconds after Lodston had left for Digfel. Wy would
Dal amar be | eavi ng the door open now?



Droppi ng the heavy cloth sack on the sandy trail, the old
hermt broke into a doddering run up the hill to his cave. He
sensed that sone terrible event had befallen the elven
sorcerer even before he saw the footprints in the dirt outside
the shaft entrance. There were scores of boot marks with
| ow heel prints in the soft earth, as well as the tracks of
several |arge hounds. The dwarf dropped closer to the
ground to focus his failing sight on the rmuddy threshold
where the searchers had entered his hone. Four |arge
synmbol s had been drawn in black soot on the tinmber over
t he gaping door, but the illiterate hermit could not
understand the inscriptions.

"Dal amar!" he called softly, hesitant to push the door. In
hi s nightmares, unseen evils always lurked within silent
doorways like this one. "Are you in there?"

Only the constant sound of the river below the shaft
broke the om nous silence. Lodston finally nustered the
courage to squelch his imagination and ki cked the door
open wi de enough to peer into the antechanber of the
ancient mne shaft.

It was enpty. The fire was still warm and a | anmp had
been Iit beside the snmall table. There were no remants of
death and di smenbernment, as he had expected to see - not
even a sign of a struggle. The door leading into the
abandoned network of shafts was bolted securely on the
ant echanber side. Dalamar and his box of scrolls had
vani shed, perhaps taken without a struggle by the strangers
with the dogs. The enchanted staff in Lodston's gnarled
hands seenmed to be all that remained of his strange guest.

The hermt scranbl ed down the steep bank in the failing
light of dusk and retrieved the sack of provisions. Wen he
returned to the mine shaft, he slamed the door and slid the
heavy wooden bar into place to guard it from whonever
had come for the elven sorcerer. Then he threw another |og
on the fire and funbl ed anong the large ingots of gold in a
basket beside the table for one to nelt into a toy figure. He
saw t he end of a parchnment case as soon as he noved the
first bar of gold. It was one of the elf's scrolls!

"Ah! They left one behind!" he excl ai ned al oud. The
fam liar echoes of his own voice inside the mne's entry
chanmber was a friendly, reassuring sound. Lod ston's
tension nelted, giving way to excitenent. The old hermt
fumbled clumsily with the scroll case, finally nmanaging to
dunp the neatly rolled white parchnent into his filthy hand.

Trenbling with anticipation, he pressed an end of the
scroll to the table and unrolled it beneath the light of the
| anp. There was a hasty line drawing at the top of the page,
j ust above sone undeci pherabl e characters in Dalamar's
flourishing script.

"Hey, that's nme!" Lodston croaked, peering at the
drawi ng. Sure enough, Dal amar had drawn a crude
caricature of the hermt's profile. The bul bous nose and
bushy eyebrows were unm stakabl e. Beside the face, the
wi zard had drawn his own spectacl es, equally obvious
because of their curious hexagonal |lenses and wire rinms. A
dotted arrow led fromthe glasses to Lodston's profile, and a
solid arrow fromhis eyes to the text bel ow the draw ng
Even a child could understand the sinple diagram

"He wants ne to put on his glasses, but where are they?"
nmuttered the hernmit.



He began rummagi ng t hrough the room his excited
i magi nati on bl ossoming into full-blown frenzy. After
searching inside, under and on top of everything in the
sparsely furni shed chanber, the only thing he discovered
was the absence of his oldest cloak, a tattered, floor-length
garnment of crudely woven wool. He sat down heavily in the
chair and stared once nore at the elf's draw ng.

Suddenly he knew where the gl asses had to be. He whirled
around toward the basket of gold ore and began tossing the
heavy nuggets on the floor. The wire-rimed spectacles
were at the bottom of the pile, wapped in thick goatskin
and wedged into a crevice between two huge nuggets to
protect them fromthe weight of the ore. Lodston thrust the
wire rinms around his hairy ears and peered again at the
par chment .

The bl ack characters beneath the drawi ng began to sw m
and wiggle before his eyes. The notion was so distracting
at first that Lodston felt a little |ightheaded and dizzy. Soon
t hough, the characters settled into firnmer inages, nore in
the dwarf's mind than on the scroll

"I can't read," he nmuttered in amazenent, "yet | know
exactly what this says!" The elf's message in w zard-scraw
was brief but clear:

THE QUALI NESTI MAGE HAS FOUND ME

GUARD MY SCROLLS AND BOOKS W TH YOUR

LIFE. IF 1 FAIL TO RETURN WTH N A MONTH, YQU
MUST TAKE THEM TO LADONNA, M STRESS OF
BLACK ARTS IN THE TOAER OF HI GH SORCERY AT
WAYRETH. YOU WLL FIND THEM BEH ND THE
OLD DOCR. GO I NTO THE TUNNEL AND TURN

LEFT AT THE FOURTH PASSACGE. WALK TWELVE
PACES AND LOOK UP. MY STAFF AND THESE
DWARVEN GLASSES OF TRUE SEEI NG W LL REPAY
YOQU FOR YOUR PAST AND FUTURE Kl NDNESSES.
DO NOT' TRY TO READ THE OTHER

PARCHVENTS! THEI R POAER WOULD DESTROY
YOU AND ATTRACT MY ENEM ES.

DALAMAR

Lodston renoved t he enchanted gl asses, only to see the
magi cal writing encode itself again in his mnd. He
experimented with thema few nore times, feeling the
message swmin and out of his awareness each tinme he
donned and renpved the spectacles. He al so noticed that he
could see his surroundi ngs perfectly whenever he was
weari ng the magi cal | enses.

" '"d asses of True Seeing,' huh? Now that's some piece of
sorcery!" he exclaimed aloud. "Healing an old dwarf's
eyesi ght and teaching himto read secret spells all at the
sanme time!" Lodston could not have known that the
"heal i ng" effects were accidental. The |enses, which sone
unknown dwarven wi zard had used to fashion the
enchant ed spectacl es, just happened to have the right angle
of refraction to inprove Lodston's failing vision

The jubilant hermit unbolted the inner door and ran into
the tunnels, followi ng Dalamar's directions to the letter. At
the twelfth step in the fourth passageway, he | ooked
upward, using the |anplight and his wondrous new gl asses
to study the shadows of the ceiling. The small chest was



wedged between the tunnel roof and a | oose tinber, just as
t he parchnent had promi sed. He quickly pried it | oose and
scurried back to the antechanber to study his newf ound
treasure.

Lodst on opened the unlocked lid of the chest and
dunped its contents on the table in the |lanplight. Dalanmar's
vol um nous robe tunbl ed onto the rough wooden surface,
form ng a black cushion for dozens of snall parchment
cases and several slender books covered in purple silk and
bound with | eat her straps.

"So he traded nme his fine black robe for nmy old cl oak
huh? Sorcerers m ght be brainy, but they're short on
common sense,” Lodston nuttered to hinself. The hermit
pi cked up each scroll separately, weighing it in his hands
and examning it with his powerful new spectacles. Still he
saw not hi ng unusual about any of them

"Way didn't he put |abels on then?" nunbl ed the
curious dwarf. "Wat good are enchanted glasses if there's
nothing to read with then? At |east they should have titles
so I'd know what |'mguarding "with ny life."' "

For several minutes of agonizing tenptation, Lodston
stared first at the scrolls, then at the note from Dal anar.
Finally, he snorted and started returning the cases, one-by-
one, to the chest. He held the last one in his hand a nonent
too long, letting curiosity win the battle with judgnent.
Wth a muffled grow of surrender, he squinted behind the
tiny gl asses perched upon his huge nose and opened the
scrol | case.

Once again, the mmgi cal glyphs on the parchnent
withed into a nmeaningful form the words of an incantation
i n sone unknown | anguage forcing thenselves fromthe
dwarf's throat.

"DRI SH FETTS, DRI SH FETTS, LORGON TRITS," he
heard his own voice pronounci ng, but he could not
under st and what he was sayi ng.

Lodston found it difficult to recall which of severa
t hi ngs happened first at the instant he uttered the | ast
syl lable of the strange incantation. The scroll itself flared
with a yellow light, then disintegrated into fine ashes in his
hands. At the sane tine (it seenmed) a huge sphere of
orange flanmes formed itself fromthe yell ow gl ow of the
scroll and shot forward, away fromthe hernit. In a
bl i ndi ng, deafening explosion, the fireball struck the pantry
wal | with such stunning force that Lodston was slamred to
the rock floor of the antechanber.

"Great Reorx!" he swore when he was able to stagger to
his feet. The pantry, with its dirty dishes and utensils, plus
some sacks of food, had been conpletely destroyed! The
near est coner of the ancient mne chanber was charred and
bare of everything. The wooden shel ves had di sintegrated
i nto smoking enmbers on the floor. Lodston | ooked at the
pile of seem ngly harm ess scroll-cases in the chest and
slamed its |id shut with a fearful cry.

"I won't touch another one of the damable things!" he
vowed in a ringing shout, as if he were prom sing the
absent Dal amar that he woul d never di sobey hi m again.

"You and this 'Ladonna' can have these evil things to
your sel ves! "

The old dwarf's dreans that first night were filled with
i mges of bl ack-robed sorcerers who were fighting him



with deadly magic. He had no way of inmagining Dalamar's
eneny, this "Qualinesti mage," but his mind constructed a
spectral figure in a hooded white robe, the face hidden by
the cowl except for terrible red eyes gleaming fromits
shadows. Lodston woke from his nightnmare with a shudder
and | ay awake staring at the dying enmbers in the fireplace.
"What am | supposed to do if this nage from Qualinesti
cones for your scrolls and books?" he cried in a hushed

voice, as if Dalamar could hear and advise him "I don't
know anyt hi ng about magic. | wouldn't even know which
spell to read until it was too late. Wiy should | have to fight

your eneny when you ran away from hi myoursel f?"

The silence that followed his desperate cry for help
of fered no sol ace. Lodston fumbled in the darkness for the
staff and the gl asses. Wen he had found both magica
items, he crawled to the door. The only thing he could do, it
seened, was |eave this business to Dal anar and the nage
from Qual i nesti, whoever he was. He renenbered stories
from his chil dhood about the Kinslayer Wars between
different elven clans and wondered fleetingly if that was the
"war" that MIlo Martin had nmentioned.

"I't's none of ny business, any way you look at it!" he
nmuttered at the door. Then he slid the wooden bar aside and
stepped into the darkness outside his dwarf-mde cave. By
the silver light of the white nmoon, he could see the curious
inscription on his front door which he hadn't been able to
read before. The runes fl owed together under the power of
the d asses of True Seeing, startling the hermt with their
stark war ni ng.

DEATH TO TRAI TORS AND TO THOSE WHO HI DE
THEM it read.

Lodston felt his skin prickle with fear as he read his own
death sentence. He whirled around and probed the darkness
with the aid of his new glasses, hoping to spot one of
Dal amar's enemies in the thick shadows of the cliff side
bushes.

"And death to you!" he shouted into the darkness with a
shake of the quarterstaff. "This is ny hone! Leave ne
al one! | want nothing to do with el ven squabbl es!"

The old dwarf tensed hinself, prepared to fight anyone
who responded to his challenge, but the stillness renai ned
unbr oken save for the steady gurgle of the Meltstone River
bel ow hi m

"Well, if magic's your game, then that's what you'll get
from Nugol d Lodston!" the hermt shouted into the night.
Wth that burst of bravado, he darted back inside the mnine
chanmber and bolted the door behind him Then he opened
the chest and | ooked at the nmute wooden scroll cases.
Finally he shut his eyes behind the w zard's spectacl es and
reached inside for another parchnent.

He was nore cautious this time. The gnarled fingers
shook as he unfurled an inch or two of the scroll's top edge
and exam ned its surface carefully with the aid of his
enchant ed spectacles. A single line of glyphs began to tw st
t hensel ves into a neani ngful phrase in his mnd.

TI SNOLLO S WONDROUS | NCANTATI ON OF
SUGGESTI ON read the parchment's title.

Encouraged by the fact that nothing dangerous had
happened, Lodston unrolled another few i nches of the scrol
and continued to read.



"To win powerful control over the thoughts and body of
one's subject, the adept must focus his occult energies upon
the . . ."

Aha! Wait until | spring this one on MIo! he thought
gleefully. Lodston's childish excitement stifled his
i mediate curiosity. He re-rolled the parchnent tightly and
returned it to its case. Then he nade a small nmark on the
pol i shed wood with a charred stick fromthe fireplace. He
couldn't wite, but he mght at |l east mark the scrolls to
di stingui sh those which seemed safe fromthose which were
nor e dangerous. Then he reached for another of the
power ful parchnents

By sunrise, the woul d-be w zard had cat al ogued each of
the scrolls into one of four categories: "tricks," which neant
(he thought) harnml ess spells he wanted to use on peopl e he
knew, such as MIlo Martin; "guard spells,” which seened
to protect their caster fromharm "attack spells," whose
titles suggested nore aggressive results; and "unknown
spell's," whose results the untrained hermt could not predict
even by reading and understanding the first few |lines.

A sorcerer needs a sorcerer's robe, Lodston thought,
delighted with the prom se of new and unusual powers. He
lifted Dal amar's black robe fromthe table and let it fal
| oosely over his head. A blend of cloying fragrances
stornmed his nostrils fromthe hundreds of hidden pockets
whi ch had contained the wi zard's spell conponents and
i ngredi ents for herbal potions. The pockets were enpty
now, but residue of their exotic contents remained to
perfune the silken fabric.

The hermt had planned to gather the vol um nous garment
at the waist to adjust its length, but the robe seenmed to
sense his shorter height. At the nonment the |ight but strong
fabric settled on his shoulders, Lodston felt Dalamar's
power surging in the robe and spreading into his own body.
The flaw ess stitches seened to shrink closer together
drawi ng the garnent's hemfromthe floor until it barely
covered the dwarfs boots.

Suddenly, the dark elf's lingering dweoner fl ooded
Lodston's mind with alien thoughts and i mpul ses, confusing
the dwarf with flashing inmages of fire, pain, and dark
presences. Just as the psychic turmoil was becom ng
unbearabl e, it stopped. The powerful nenories nelted and
receded into Lodston's aged brain, nerging with his own
dimrecoll ections of the past. A wave of energy swept into
his arthritic linbs, dulling their pain and noving him
toward the door. The bl ack-robed figure that descended the
cliff and strode confidently toward Digfel bore little
resenbl ance to the reclusive dwarf who rmade gol den toys
for children.

Four days later, the Pig Iron Al ehouse was buzzing with
gossi p about Lodston and his guest from Syl vanesti .

"He nust be an evil sorcerer, part of that trouble in the
north," someone whi spered.

"Nobody' s ever seen him but |ook at old Lodston!"

"I saw himreading a spell froma scroll!" claimed one
witness. "He called up a lightning bolt and set the

bl acksmith's shop on fire, just because the smth spat on the
ground when he wal ked past! O d Lodston always was an

ornery cuss, but never that mean. | think that elf has cast an



evil spell on him"

"Dwarves don't know anythi ng about magic," scoffed a
| ess superstitious townsnman. "I heard that was sone kind of
famly feud - sonmething to do with the old gold mne. The
hermt probably kept the blacksmith busy while the elf set
the fire."

"I know what | saw" protested the witness. "He had on
some funny gl asses and was reading froma piece of
parchnment when the lightning came right out of his hands
just before the scroll blew up!"

"I heard Lodston tell Tidbore Umer that his sheep were
going to die, and they did - every one of them Tidbore said
the old fool told himhe read the future froma magic
scroll."

"That ol d gol d-hound can't read!"

"Read? By Pal adi ne, he can't even see!™

"Well, he can now | heard that this elf is a healer, not a
wi zard, and that he made sone gl asses to heal the dwarf's
eyesi ght," soneone whi sper ed.

There was a nervous titter as a flurry of gossip about
heal i ng spectacl es spread anong the tables.

"If that were true, the Seekers from Sol ace woul d be
crawming all over us. A healer in Krynn? Don't be a fool!"
"To ne, the biggest puzzle is why a dwarf would take up
with an el f. They're supposed to hate each other, you

know. "

"That woul dn't be a special problemfor Nugold Lodston
He hates everybody and everything, except gold, that is!"

"That's not any harder to believe than an elf in black
robes, | tell you. If you ask me, it's got sonething to do
with all that ness in the north.”

"Maybe he and this Dal amar |ike sonething el se about
each other, if you know what | nean!"

The drunken insinuation cut through the underlying
tensi on of the conversation, causing peals of laughter to fil
the tavern. During the raucous outbreak of crude jokes
about Lodston and Dal amar, a nman clad in a rough wool
cloak flipped the hood cl oser around his face. Then he
tossed an iron coin on the table and left the tavern

While the patrons of the Pig Iron Al ehouse were debating
over the nature of his relationship with Dalamar, Nugold
Lodston was on the other side of Digfel, shaking his stick in
Mlo Martin's flushed face. Even his voice had changed in
the | ast several days, devel oping an inpatient edge and a
curious clipped accent.

"You heard what we want! We'll expect delivery, as
usual , before nightfall!"

"I can't do that, Nugold," Martin insisted. "My cart was
in the blacksmth's shop when you . . . uh, when it caught
fire. It'll be a week before I"'mable to bring all this stuff out
to you. Tell Dalamar it's not ny fault!"

Martin | ooked away fromthe dwarf's angry gaze behind
t he curious hexagonal gl asses. Though he had never net the
el f, he now feared Lodston's guest. The powers which the
el ven wi zard had bestowed upon his unlikely dwarven
friend were nore than the shopkeeper wanted to face.

Hadn't they changed the irascible but harnm ess old hernit
into a fearsone sorcerer with a nore dangerous tenper?

Hadn't the elf sonehow healed the dwarf's failing vision
wi th the enchanted spectacl es perched upon Lodston's huge



nose?

"Well, bring it as soon as you get your cart fixed,"
grow ed the dwarf as he turned to | eave Martin's shop. "Just
renenmber what | said about the door, if you value your
lifel™

"I know, | know " the man nunbled. "You and the elf
have placed a curse on it. No thief in his right nmnd would
try to steal anything fromyou or your new 'friend.' "

Lodston smirked behind his whiskers and stepped through
the doorway onto the street. The curious little gl asses
perched on his thick nose sparkled in the late norning sun
The bully, Joss, interrupted a conspiratorial discussion with
a pair of teenaged pickpockets and muttered a hasty
war ni ng. The unscrupul ous trio darted into the shadows,
away from Lodston's path. The hermit scowed in their
direction, w shing he had a suitably vindictive spell to cast
upon the fleeing threesone.

|"ve used all the scrolls | understand, he nused on his
way honme. | guess |I'll just have to take a chance on a
strange one, if | mean to keep these human clods on their
t oes.

Wien he reached the nine, Lodston headed
i mediately for the chest. He had already used all of the
"fun" and "attack" spells and was ready to risk readi ng one
or two incantations in his "unknown" category in order to
strengthen his image in Digfel as a dangerous sorcerer. The
hermit unrolled the first scroll he found with four black
mar ks and began to read it.

HAPGAVMM TON' S MODE OF | NTERPLANAR GATI NG

TO SUMVON OTHER | NTELLI GENCES RESI DI NG
ON OTHER PLANES OF EXISTENCE, IT IS
ESSENTI AL FOR THE CASTER TO PREPARE
H MSELF FOR FI VE CONSECUTI VE NI GATS PRI OR
TO UTTERI NG THE | NCANTATI ON. FAI LURE TO
PURI FY H MSELF BEFOREHAND W LL RENDER
THE | NCANTATI ON El THER POANERLESS OR
UNPREDI CTABLE.

Bah! | already knew it was unpredictable! Lodston
t hought. The worst that can cone of it is that it'll fail. In
that case, | can just pick another one. Undaunted, the

amat eur wi zard skipped the rest of the page and began
readi ng the ancient words at the bottom of the parchnent.
Hi s pronunci ati on and understandi ng of the forgotten

el vish dial ect had grown nore accurate with each reading

of Dalamar's scroll's. This tinme, his dwarven accents had

dwi ndled to a nmere trace, as had much of his origina
personality before it was domnated by the dark elf's spells

and robe. Lodston intoned the ancient words perfectly,
letting the scroll's dweoner fuse with the vestiges of

Dal amar's power within his mnd and body.

MARGASH JORAS NOLLEN
GRATH GRISSIT DORSI, GRISSIT
BLUDE
| TEL FOVA DRI LI D SHUDE;
MARGASH NEPPS U HALLEM GRATH

OBEY THESE WORDS OF POWER



WATCHERS OF THE THRESHOLD, WATCHERS AT
THE GATE,

UNBAR THE GUARDED DOOR;

OBEY THE COMVAND OF THI' S SERVANT OF
POVER!

Beneath the dwarf's feet, the firmrock floor seened to
qui ver as he spoke the final spellwords. Lodston's untrained
concentration shattered conpletely when a thin stream of
opaque |ight seemed to slice through both floor and ceiling
of his sturdy artificial cave. The frightened hermit coll apsed
in a babbling heap on the floor, shielding his face fromthe
i ntensifying light.

Suddenly the beam began to split, as if a doorway were
openi ng onto a new yet darker dinmension. Peering through
his trenbling fingers, Lodston saw noving forns just
i nside the opening, nonstrous forms with scaly appendages
and tentacles withing and lurching toward the threshold
produced by Dal amar's scroll

The dwarf began to nmpan and crawl ed toward the door
Just as he was reaching for the bar, the stout wooden
ti mbers expl oded fromsome terrible force on the outside.
The bl ast drove scores of thick splinters into the dwarf's
head and chest and dashed hi m against the far wall wth
such force that he crunpled to the floor in a daze. The
@ asses of True Seeing fell fromhis face into his lap
addi ng natural blindness to the old hermit's stupor. He
could still see the gaping doorway because of the sunlight
out side the entrance. He could also see a bulky figure clad
and cow ed in rough wool framed by the shattered sill

"Idiot! What have you done?"

Dal amar's distinctive accent booned in the small
chanber.

"Dal amar!" the hermit tried to cry. "Help . . .’

"Quiet, you ignorant fool! | nust try to undo what you' ve
done before the gate wi dens!"

Bl ood from several gashes in his head blinded the dwarf
even nmore. He was grow ng weaker and was cl utching
desperately to consci ousness. Through the haze, he could
barely see Dal amar marking the floor with a bit of chal k.
Tent acl ed paws and stranger appendages were probing the
air above the dark elf's head while he began chanting a
si ngsong phrase over and over again fromw thin the
sanctuary of the hastily drawn pentagram

For a monent it seened that the horde of unearthly
creatures Lodston had freed would swarminto the chanber
and engulf the wi zard. Yet he faced the nobnstrous beings
wi th unflinching, intense concentration until the "gate"
began to cl ose. Then Dal amar rai sed both hands and his
voi ce, crying the same phrase as loudly as he could. The
final surge of energy was enough to dissipate the rest of the
ethereal light. Silence and sem darkness envel oped the
hermt's fading thoughts.

Dal amar glanced first at the dwarf and then at the crude
table that held the open chest with his spellbooks and the
remai ning scrolls. The dark el f began renoving the nagica
writings fromthe chest, exam ning each one for signs of
danage.

"H... H... Hlpne, D... D... Dalamar," Lodston pl eaded
weakly. He crawl ed forward, trailing blood fromhis nmany



wounds, until he could grasp the elf's ankle in his gnarled
hand. "I n ... n ... need some w... w... water."

Dal amar pulled his leg firmy away fromthe hermt's
clutching fingers.

"You'll need nothing in a noment or two, old dwarf," he
told the hermit. "You will have peace, but you will have
paid dearly for your disobedience. Already the dweoner of
your bunbling incantations has spread northward to

Qualinesti, if not farther. This quiet village will be drawn
into the Dark Queen's war, thanks to you and your
nmeddl i ng. But you will have peace."

Dal amar watched in grimsilence while Lodston's
grasping fingers relaxed on the floor at his feet. Then he
threw the hernmit's crude cloak to one side and stooped to
retrieve his black robe fromthe dwarf's body.

Mlo Martin could see that sonething was very w ong
the nonent he arrived at the riverside trail leading to
Lodston's gold nmine. He left the sacks of provisions on the
trail and picked his way stealthily anong the bushes unti
he coul d see the darkened entrance.

Fragments of the heavy door were hanging fromits sill by
only one hinge. Sone terrible force had bl asted the thick
portal inward, shattering it as if it had been an eggshell. The

nervous storekeeper crept closer to exam ne the ground for
tracks. The sandy soil was riddled with hundreds of
footprints, tracks of boots with | ow heels, the kind
commonly worn by elves. He al so noted pawprints of |arge
dogs, possibly bl oodhounds used to track crimnals.
Satisfied that none of Lodston's visitors were still in the
vicinity of the mne, Martin crossed warily to the gapi ng
doorway. Then he called in a low, halting voice, as though
he dreaded either an answer or no answer at all.

"Nugol d!' Nugol d Lodston! It's MIo Martin, with your
goods!"

Sonehow t he silence seened nore ominous than a reply

m ght have to the cautious shopkeeper. He entered the

mur ky chanber, stepping over the debris fromwhat had

been the door. The chamber had been ransacked, and the
stench of rotten flesh nearly sickened him Packages of
food fromhis own store were broken and scattered
everywhere. A fine layer of flour had settled throughout the
ant echanber, Il ending an eerie white cast to everything in
the room

Martin lit a lamp he found on a small table. Its Iight
shone through the haze of flour which he had di sturbed
when he entered. At the rear of the room he saw anot her
shattered door leading into a pitch-black tunnel. Watever
force had bl asted the heavy tinbers of those doors was

nmore than a nmere battering ram In fact, the inner door
appeared to have been bl own conpletely off its hinges.

The nerchant was just starting toward the tunnel when

his feet stunbl ed over something soft beside the table. He
held the lanmp closer and realized that it was the old dwarf's
tattered woolen cloak. It was draped over sonething nuch
firmer, something which was the obvious source of the
stench in the small chanber. Martin lifted a corner of the
filthy rag just enough to verify what he suspected. The old
hermt's rotting body was |ying inside sonme kind of

nmystical diagramwith its bloated face staring vacantly at



the ceiling. The head and chest were riddled with sharp
splinters fromthe outer door, and the back of the scalp was
badl y gashed and brui sed.

"What did they do to you, old friend? Were's your fine
sorcerer's robe now?" Martin munbled sourly, a few tears

nmoi stening his blue eyes. Despite Lodston's crankiness, the
nmer chant knew that he'd miss the dwarfs trips to Digfel

"You were playing with fire when you let that elven w zard
teach you magic!" he scolded the silent corpse.

Martin shook his head and turned away from Lodston's

body. Being a practical nman, he found an enpty flour sack
and began to runmage through the rubble, |ooking for
anyt hi ng of value which he might resell in his store. He
found a metal cup and spoon in a scorched coner, as well

as several half-finished golden figurines and a bit of cheap
t obacco he could soak in wine to disguise its harshness. In
the lanplight, he could see footprints where the searchers
from Qualinesti had tracked flour into the mne. Just inside
the m ne passage, he could see a sturdy little chest lying
enpty on its side.

What ever m ght have been in that box, magic or

otherwi se, belongs to the dark elf or his friends now, Martin
t hought grimy. Just as he was | eaving, he noticed the |ight
fromthe doorway glinting on sonething under the table,
somet hi ng made of netal and gl ass.

"Aha! The fanous healing spectacles, I'll wager," Martin
muttered. He wi ped themfree of flour and gore fromthe

bl oody floor, then bal anced them on his nose. The thick

| enses distorted his vision so badly that his head began to
hurt al nost instantly.

Hunph! | don't know anybody in Digfel with eyesight

bad enough for these gl asses. Wat a waste of good
wor kmanshi p!' he thought. Still, some traveler m ght have a
need for them Martin frowned and renoved the gl asses,
sticking theminpulsively into one of his trouser pockets.
Then he turned toward the failing sunlight outside

Lodston's shattered door.

The Storyteller
By Barbara Siegel & Scott Siege

Spi nner Kenro, you're under arrest!" announced the
dragonarmy officer, the point of his blade at ny throat.

| swal | owed hard, hoping ny bobbing adam s appl e
woul dn't be sliced by the edge of his sword. Struggling to
keep ny voice fromquivering, | said, "I haven't broken any
[ aws. On what charge are you arresting nme?"

The officer, a human, his face a nottled mass of burn
scars surroundi ng dead, gray eyes, grow ed, "You were
war ned, Kenro, to stop telling your stories. The Hi ghlord
doesn't give second chances."

I was standing near the fireplace in the main room of the
Paw s Mark Inn. | had just finished telling one of ny tales
to the assenbl ed audi ence. How strange it was to see them
all in one place; the kender, with their comcally bright-
colored clothes, stood out like stars in a dark sky against the
sonmber gray beards of the fastidi ous dwarves and the earthy
brown skin of the ever-so diligent gnones.

The dragonarny officer seenmed to pay them no nind.
suppose he had little fear because his fell ow sol di ers had



entered the inn just behind himand had stationed
t hensel ves at every exit.

Qut of the corner of ny eye | saw the kender, Quinby

Cull, strut forward. His face had turned red, and his cheeks
were puffed out. Though Qui nby was unarmed and hal f the
size of the dragonarny officer, he seemed thoroughly
unafraid. I wish | could have said the same for nyself.
"Spinner is our friend, and you've no right to arrest him"
decl ared Qui nby.

"There's roomfor you in the Hi ghlord s prison, too,
kender," the dragonarny officer said darkly.

Qui nby seened to mull that over before he innocently
asked, "How nmuch roomis there in the Highlord' s prison?
t hought it was already full."

The officer pulled the edge of his sword away from ny
throat and stepped forward to threaten Quinby.

| grabbed the officer's arm "He doesn't nean anyt hi ng

by it," | quickly said. "Leave himbe."
Qui nby had becone a good friend since | arrived in
Fl ot samjust a few short weeks ago. | had been di shevel ed

and ny spirit nearly broken until ny |ong, neandering

journey fromthe outskirts of Solace ended in this dark
forbidding city. | had traveled nore than half a continent
searching for an audience for ny stories. And here, at last, |
had found one. But nore than that, | had found friendship.

"Please,” | begged, hanging onto the soldier's arm

The dragonarny officer slowy | owered his sword

"It's all right, Quinby," |I said. "I'Il go with this soldier
and get everything straightened out. I"msure,"” | added with
nore confidence than I felt, "that 1'll be free by norning."

A dwarf nanmed Vigre Arch suddenly stepped up beside
Qui nby and said boldly, "I don't like this. You' d better stay
here with us, Spinner."

The dragonarny officer's eyebrows raised in alarm
Dwarves and kender in agreenent? "The H ghl ord was
right," he nuttered.

"Ri ght about what?" | asked.

"That you're a dangerous man. Enough of this talk. Let's
go, Kenro, or I'Il lop off your head right now That'd put a
quick end to your storytelling, now, wouldn't it?" he
sneer ed.

Not having any choice, | started follow ng the officer out
of the inn. Both Quinby and Vigre Arch were shoul dered
asi de, but there was a growi ng runbl e anong the crowd.

"Where are you taking Spinner?" one of the kender
cried.

"W want another story!" shouted a dwarf at the far side
of the room "Let Spinner go!"

"Yeah! Let Spinner go," yelled a young gnone, taking
up the cry.

Soon everyone in the room- except, of course, the
dragonarmy soldiers - began to chant, "Let Spinner go! Let
Spi nner go!"

The kender, dwarves, and gnones who cranmed the inn
had never joined together for anything - except to fight
anong thensel ves - and that had nmade it easy for the
H ghlord to rule. But the dragonarny sol diers were seeing
somet hing that opened their eyes to a new and startling
reality. The three races had united in ny defense!



Frankly, it amazed ne, too.

The angry crowd - they easily nunbered nore than two
hundred - began to surge forward.

"Tell themto stop!" ordered the officer.

| saw the dragonarmnmy soldiers raise their crossbows.

Thi s was madness.

"Listen," | said to the officer, "let me tell thema story. It
will cal mthem down."

The sol dier | ooked at the ugly nob and his nervous
troops. He shrugged and then reluctantly said, "Make it a
short one."

| held up nmy hands for quiet.

Everyone quickly settled down into an expectant
silence. | was relieved. And so was the officer

"I have to go with these nmen, but first let me tell you a
sinmple tale to end this rather renmarkabl e afternoon.” |
pointedly glanced at the officer who still had not sheat hed
his sword. He glared back at ne.

| took a deep breath and began, "This is a story as old as
time but as short as man's nmenmory. It's a story of three
orphans growing up in a city not unlike Flotsam"

"It's a sad story," sighed Vigre Arch. "I love it when
Spi nner nmakes nme cry."

There was a sniffle in the audi ence as several dwarves
began to weep in anticipation of my tale.

"Yes, it's a sad story," | said, "but there is a |lesson to be
learned in it. You see," | continued, "the orphans were
starving, and they fought each other over every scrap of
food they found. This was not a poor city, mnd you, no.
This was a city rich with power, wealth, and finery. Only
not for our three little wetches. They were | ooked down
upon, spat upon, and abused by the city elders."

The dragonarny officer eyed ne closely. H's knuckles
turned white on his sword handl e.

| hurried on with my story.

"One day, the three orphans were at the edge of the city.
And it was there that they came upon a Great Red d arion
that fierce and magical bird that even sone of the snmaller
dragons fear. |If they could catch the Clarion and hold its
magi ¢ in their hands, the orphans woul d never be | aughed at
or go hungry ever again.

"The Clarion's wing was broken, and it couldn't fly
away. But its talons were sharp, and its beak nmade a
f or mi dabl e weapon.

"Here, finally, was a chance for the three orphans to
make new lives for thenselves, and all they had to do was
work together to capture the magical bird."

| swept ny armout in front of my body and pointed at
nmy audi ence. "But did they work together to capture the
Clarion's magi c? No!" | declared. "So hungry, so desperate,
were these poor orphans that they didn't even think of
joining forces. Instead, they fought each other over the
Clarion. And while they fought, the city el ders sneaked up
behi nd them and captured the bird - and its magic - for
t hensel ves! "

"Ch, how could those orphans be so foolish and stupid!"
cried Quinby.

"It's a terrible shane!" declared Vigre, agreeing with the
kender. "The three orphans should have known better." The
dwarf saw Barsh wi ping tears fromhis eyes. He gently



patted the | eader of the gnomes on the shoul der

The gnomes | ooked up to Barsh, not because he was the
tallest of them but because he was the greatest, nost
inspired of their inventors. Vigre, on the other hand,

t hought of Barsh as a hopel essly confused creator of
usel ess, inpossible machines. But at that nmonment, Vigre
and Barsh were of the sane mind

Barsh turned to |l ook up at his new friend, Vigre, and
sobbed, "They shoul d have designed a way to work
toget her. Then they could have taken all the power and
riches away fromthose cruel city elders!™

The dragonarny officer who stood next to ne hissed in
my ear, "You're a clever one, Kenro, but |I'm not deceived.
know what you're up to. End this story now, or |I'll end your
life, instead."

A storyteller is nothing if his tales don't have the ring of
truth. And this story had but one true ending.

"My friends," | said softly, making themall |ean forward
and strain their ears to hear, "THE THREE ORPHANS ARE
HERE I N TH S ROOM "

The officer began to raise his sword.

At the same tinme, however, the kender began shouti ng,
"Where are they? | don't see them Are they under the
t abl es?"

"You doorknobs!" roared the dwarves, glaring at the
kender in disgust. They knew what | was tal king about. As
for the gnones, they becane instantly agitated, but they al
spoke so fast that no one coul d understand a single word
t hey were sayi ng.

The officer laughed at all three races. "The fools," he
said. Then he prodded ne with the tip of his sword. "Qut
t he door, Kenro," he conmanded.

| had cone froma snall woodl and village and had never
known the intoxicating effect of hearing a crowd chant ny
name. But Jawbone Jekson had. Now there was a nman who
could weave a tale. People would wal k two days to reach
our village in order to hear him Their return trip, however,
al ways seened to go faster because their heads were filled
with his wondrous tales.

When | was a child, | traipsed after Jawbone wherever he
went. | learned his stories, his little vocal tricks, the way he
nmoved his body at the climax of a tale. He took ne under
his wing and taught me still nore. Jawbone was nore than
a teacher, he was a father to me - a father who told bedtine
stories fromnorning till night. But I was never as good as
he was, and no one wanted to listen to me when Jawbone
Jekson could be called upon to tell his tales. Despite
everything | had | earned, | was unneeded, unwanted,
usel ess.

It was clearly tinme for ne to go off on ny own, but | was
afraid to |l eave. What if no one |istened?

Late one night, Jawbone wal ked with nme al ong the Patch
River and - what else? - he told nme a story. In his little tale
became a hero, a nyth, a storyteller whose nane | asted
through the ages. As | listened, | could see myself standing
high on a hill, the sun shining down on ne, as hundreds -
no, thousands - of people gathered bel ow to hear nmy words.

Despite ny terrible fears, | left ny home and sailed into
t he unknown on a wi spy cloud of Jawbone's words. Such



was his story telling power.

| travel ed across Krynn, telling ny own tales in little
villages and towns with barely a tear being shed or a |augh
bei ng | oosed. | thought nyself a dismal failure. But then
cane to Flotsam There were no storytellers anong the
kender, dwarves, and gnones. \Wen they heard ne tell ny
tales, it was as if the first dragon had taken wing. Their eyes
opened wi de, and they listened and stared wi th awestruck
fasci nation.

Once, soon after arriving in Flotsam | told a story in a
tannery to a small group of kender in exchange for a neal.
The tanner was crying by the end of ny tale. One of his
friends took me hone to feed ne. As | ate, he told nme that
the tanner's daughter had died during the | ast new noon.
The father did not cry at the funeral, yet he clearly loved his
little girl. "Wuy," he asked ne, "could the tanner weep for
the people in ny story and not for his daughter?"

| wanted to say that | was such a wonderful storyteller that
| could nmake a stone cry. But | didn't. | had no answer -
until now. | remenber that Jawbone once said that stories
are the windows of life. They let everyone peek inside to
see that they are not alone in their suffering. It's that
know edge that gives them hope when their world is bl eak
makes them | augh when they see their own folly, nakes
themcry when tears are the only answer. Wthout that
wi ndow, he said, the greatest enptions are sonetines never
touched, never felt, and never shared.

Oh, how | wi shed Jawbone coul d have been there to see
the huge crowd in the Paw s Mark Inn chanting ny nane.

He woul d have been proud of me. | had opened a | ot of
wi ndows.

| was brought before the Dragon Hi ghl ord. She had | ong,
sl ender legs that were only partially hidden by her arnor.
And there were tantalizing glinpses of flesh above her
breastplate. But it was her face, with blazing green eyes and
hi gh cheekbones, that riveted me in place. She was the kind
of woman storytellers usually nmake the love interest of their
tales. Perhaps that's the difference between stories and
reality.

As | waited on ny knees in front of her, the Highlord
whi spered sonmething to one of her generals. Al | heard was
the nane Tanis and an order to ready the dragons to attack
a ship that had just left the harbor. She obviously wasn't

pl anni ng on spendi ng nuch time on ny case.

"How do you pl ead?" she denanded, finally turning her
attention toward ne.

"Pl ead?" | asked. "How can | plead when | don't know
t he charge?"

Her full lips opened into a mrthless smle that reveal ed
sharp, white teeth.

"The charge," she said with surprising gentleness, "is
treason.” Still smiling, she continued. "W need the kender

dwarves, and gnomes working day and night if we are to
conquer Krynn. But now they shirk their jobs to cone and
hear you prattle on about nonsense. Your silly stories have
turned theminto hapless dreanmers who stare into space and
i gnore their work."

"Please,"” | began, answering her smle with one of ny

own. "You nust understand that telling stories is no crine.



The imagination is part of the soul. Wthout it, ny
audi ence might as well be animals."

At that, the Highlord | aughed. "Aninmals. Exactly. That's
what those races are. And that's what they shall remain.
Work animals. Now, how do you pl ead?"

| didn't know what to say. It is true | hated the tyranny
of the dragonarny, but | had never regarded ny story

telling as treason. "Not guilty," | said
"In the interest of justice," announced the Highlord as
she rose to a standing position, "I have al ways given the

peopl e of this court a chance to defend thenselves." The

snmle reappeared. "But | amthe final judge of truth and

fal sehood. And you, Spinner Kenro, are guilty as charged."”
| began to rise fromny knees to protest, but two

sol diers clanped their hands on ny shoul ders and held ne

down.

"I sentence Spinner Kenro to death by hanging," she
procl ai med. "The sentence shall be carried out tonorrow
nmorni ng at dawn. Be sure that his fate is known throughout
the city. Qur 'citizens' " she sneered - "nust |earn what
happens to those who | ose thenselves in dreans.”

VWhile awaiting nmy execution, I was thrown into a cel
with a young half-elf naned Davin. He was quiet and didn't
speak a word. But | did.

| told himny story.

VWile | was telling himwho | was, what | was, and what
was to becone of ne, something mracul ous was happeni ng
out beyond the prison walls.

QUI NBY CULL, THAT FEARLESS KENDER, BRAVELY
CROSSED OVER | NTO THE DWARF SECTI ON OF THE
CI TY AND SOUGHT QUT Vigre Arch.

"Did you hear about Spinner's sentence?" he demanded
of the dwarf. Before Vigre could answer, Quinby decl ared,
"We've got to help our friend. If he dies, there will be no
nore stories.”

Vigre Arch dug his boot heel into the hardpacked
ground before he finally said, "You know how | feel about
humans. They aren't worth the skin they're packed into.
You just can't trust them But," he added, | ooking Quinby
straight in the eye, "Spinner is different. He isn't like the
ot her humans. And he certainly isn't |ike those dragonarny
soldiers. | like himjust as much as you do. Maybe nore."

Quinby sniffed. "That's ridiculous,"” he said. "I like
Spi nner nore than you, and he likes ne best of everyone."

"Does not," said the dwarf.

"Does so," countered the kender

"Does not," said the dwarf.

"Does so," insisted the kender

Thi s debate ni ght have gone on all night had not Barsh
t he gnome, suddenly arrived in a rush

"Spinner is to be hanged at dawn!" decl ared the gnone.

Qui nby and Vigre stopped their argument and soberly
nodded their heads. "W know," said Vigre.

"It's terrible," exclained Barsh. "If the Hghlord kills
him there will be no nore beautiful fermales who bring the
dead back to life with a kiss, no nore exciting chases
through walls of fire, and no nore great heroes who fight
and die for freedom How dull everything will be if he is
killed."



Vigre Arch | ooked at these two creatures, the kender and
t he gnome, both of whom he and his peopl e had never
much |iked. But just then he felt a kinship with themthat
stirred his heart. They had a common bond in their |ove of
Spi nner Kenro. And maybe that was enough to help them
unite the way those three orphans in Spinner's story should
have done. Vigre smiled to hinself. It struck himas a funny
coi nci dence that Spinner's story was so simlar to their
present dilemua. But he shrugged it off. There were nore
i nportant matters at hand.

"What if we tried to rescue Spinner?" suggested the
dwar f .

"What ?" asked Barsh, not quite believing his ears.

"He said, "Wiat if we tried to rescue Spinner?' , "
repeated the kender hel pfully.

"l heard him" said Barsh

"Then why did you ask, 'What?'," questioned the
kender.

Vigre Arch sighed deeply. Sonetinmes there was just no
tal king to kender.

"Never mind all that," piped up Barsh. "W've only got
until dawn before they hang Spi nner. Between now and
then we have to find a way to break into the prison, free
him and spirit himto safety before the Dragon Hi ghlord
and her soldiers can stop us. Once he's free, we'll protect
hi m and hi de himso he can always tell us his stories.™

"The Highlord won't like it," said Vigre.

"Since when do you care what the Highlord thinks?"
asked Qui nby.

The dwarf had to grin. "I never really have."

"Me neither," said Quinby.

"The sane goes for ne," added Barsh. "The H ghlord is
no friend of mne. But Spinner is. And | say we save him
toni ght!"

The three of them agreed that Spinner had to be saved.

They shook hands on it and went inmmediately to work on a
pl an.

* Kk kK%

It fell to Barsh and his gnomes to quickly create a device
that would help them scale the prison walls and open the
gate. It was up to Quinby to rally every kender in the city to
storm through the prison gates once they were open, then
hol d them | ong enough so that Vigre and his dwarves coul d
race through the prison and return with Spinner Kenro
safely in tow

Wrd of the inpending attack on the prison swept
through the city. Every kender, dwarf, and gnome knew of
the plans, and they all readied thenselves for the battle to
cone.

The Highl ord and her soldiers thought of these little
peopl e as foolish and sinple, so they suspected not hing.

But facing death was not foolish or sinple. And everyone
who prepared for the com ng battle knew that he m ght
never see the rising sun

The life of Spinner Kenro, however, was worth the risk
Yet it was nore than Spinner's life that they were fighting
for. It was the spark of their souls, the Iight of their m nds,
the richness of their imaginations that spurred them on that
menor abl e ni ght. Sonewhere inside each of themthere
was an epic tale bursting to be told and they sensed it, knew



it, believed it, and were willing to die for it.

As the night wore on, hundreds of gnonmes stunbl ed
t hrough the dark, w ndswept streets of Flotsam carrying
heavy joints, long poles, and hundreds of tree branches stil
sprouting their |eaves. These were the basic el ements of
their wall-scaling device which they carried past
dragonarmy patrols who nerely shrugged their shoul ders at
yet anot her gnome oddity.

Barsh's hastily conceived invention was quickly
assenbled in a big, enpty barn just beyond the rear prison
wal I's. Nearly a thousand gnomes had gat hered there to put
the finishing touches on the wall-scaling device, and they
were anxious to put it to the test.

The invention, a huge, rectangul ar |adder, was as long as
the entire southern wall of the prison. Two hundred fifty
gnones could clinmb it at one time. The tree branches
attached to the top of the | adder were neant to canoufl age
the | adder as they approached the eneny fortress.

Just before dawn, the kender began arriving at the Paw s
Mark Inn. At first they filled the main room Then their
nunbers swelled into the garden in the back. Luckily, the
garden was surrounded by trees and bushes that kept the
smal | army of kender hidden fromthe dragonarmy soldiers
who wat ched the streets.

Qui nby CQull had given his fell ow kender strict
instructions to remain perfectly quiet. They knew that to do
ot herwi se ni ght nmean death and the failure of their
m ssion. And failure neant the end of Spinner Kenro.
Nonet hel ess, Quinby heard little shouts of surprise,
followed by titters and giggles, as his fell ow kender
constantly poked each other with their hoopaks, swords,
and | ances, curious to see if the weapons were in good
wor ki ng order.

Not far fromthe Paw s Mark Inn, in a hidden ravine dug
deep into a hillside near the prison, Vigre Arch conpl ai ned
bitterly about the cold wind - and that wasn't all he grunped
about. "How conme we're out here?" he nunbled angrily.
"Barsh and his gnones are warm i nside that barn, and
Qui nby and his kender are drinking and having a fine old
time in the Paw s Mark Inn. It isn't fair! Mybe," he
nmuttered, "we ought to just go home and get sone sleep
and forget this nonsense."

But Vigre didn't utter any such orders. He was proud of his
peopl e that night. And he was proud of hinmself. If their plan
to free Spinner Kenro failed, Vigre vowed that it wasn't
goi ng to be because the dwarves didn't do their part.

It seened, sonehow, that the stars were noving nore
swiftly across the sky than usual. It was nearly tine.

The gnomes were to |l ead the attack. But because the
original idea had been Quinby Cull's, the kender was given
t he honor of giving the signal to start the battle.

Qui nby | ooked out the w ndow of the Paw s Mark Inn. It

had storned all night, but the sky was beginning to |ighten
It was now or never. He | ooked at his fell ow kender and
smled with satisfaction. If he had been a painter he would
have drawn the scene inside the inn so that he'd never
forget it. Perhaps Spinner, when he was a free nan, would
tell a story about this glorious adventure. It occurred to
Qui nby that Spinner m ght even nmake hima hero in the



tale. Wuldn't that be sonething? he thought. But then

Qui nby | aughed at hinself. How could a kender be a hero?
he scoffed, shaking his head. Such things never happened.
Yet, in his imagination, stoked by the stories that Spinner
had told, Quinby Cull held on to the dream

Wth those thoughts circling in his mnd, the kender
opened the door of the inn. He took a horn made of bone
fromhis waistband and lifted it to his |ips.

The shrill, piercing sound of Quinby's horn echoed
t hroughout the silent city. Vigre heard it. Barsh heard it.
And so did the dragonarmy guards who stood atop the
prison walls.

The Highlord' s soldiers rubbed the sleep fromtheir
eyes, wondering what that strange sound ni ght mnean.

It didn't take themlong to find out.

Suddenl y, they heard shouts and cries com ng out of the
dar kness. Then, illumnated by the torch light fromthe
par apets, one guard saw the forest noving first one way,
then another, and yet in a third direction

"What magic is this?" cried the guard, staring at the
gyrating woods.

Suddenl y, a gnone popped his head through the front of
the forest and shouted, "It's this way, you idiots!"

"We can't see!" a chorus of voices answered.

An entire squad of gnones canme forward and began
choppi ng the branches off the wall-scaling device in ful
view of the startled dragonarny guard. But even then, the
H ghl ord's sol dier had no i dea what the gnomes were doing.
At | east not until the shrubbery was fully hacked away and
t he gnomes charged with their massive | adder

When they | eaned it against the prison wall, though, the
top of the | adder soared far beyond the top of the
battl ements.

"It's the wong way!" cried Barsh, exasperated. "Turn it
down on its side!"

By this tine, of course, the dragonarny guard had
yelled for help. As the correct side of the |adder finally
settled down across the battlenment, the H ghlord' s soldiers
rushed to the rear of the prison. But the wall-scaling device
was so heavy with gnomes clinbing upon it that the eneny
couldn't push the | adder away fromthe wall. And soon the
gnonmes were clinbing over the parapets!

The first gnome to stand on the prison wall was Barsh
hinself. A tall dragonarny guard swung a heavy
broadsword at Barsh's head. The gnone ducked under the
bl ade and dove at the feet of the soldier. As the guard
prepared to swing his sword down on Barsh's back, the
gnone pulled the soldier's | egs together while another
gnonme whacked the eneny in the belly with a stick. The
sol dier lost his balance, falling off the battlement and
l anding with a heavy thud on the prison grounds bel ow

Barsh couldn't believe that he was still alive

And not only was Barsh alive, but his fell ow gnomes
were swarm ng onto the parapet, overwhel ming the small
nunber of dragonarny sol di ers who had been on watch

"To the gate!l" cried Barsh, |eading his people along the
battlement to the front of the prison

Even as they worked their way toward the gate, prison
guards were racing out of their barracks to fight the



intruders. If the gnones couldn't get the gates opened
qui ckly, they'd be destroyed by the powerful dragonarny
soldiers. It was only with the help of the kender as
rei nforcements that they had a chance of hol di ng out
against the fierce soldiers of the Dragon Hi ghlord.

The kender, with Quinby Cull urging them on, had
al ready begun their charge. The Paw s Mark Inn was just a
short distance fromthe prison, and now the kender were
racing like an angry wind toward the gate.

Qui nby could see the battle unfol ding up on the parapet.
The gnomes were fighting furiously to reach the gate's
pul l ey system Quinby knew that if they failed, he and his
kender arnmy woul d be racing toward deat h.

He saw gnones dying. A dragonarmny sol dier pierced
one of themin the chest with his sword. Another gnone
was thrown over the wall. And still another had his head
split open with an ax. But the gnomes fought on, gallantly
pushing the prison guards away fromthe gate. Unti

"I't's opening!" cried Quinby just as he and his arny of
kender were about to give up hope. Wthout having to
break their stride, they surged under the rising netal gate
and plowed right into a phal anx of dragon-arny sol diers!

"Are we supposed to fight KENDER?!" demanded one
of the eneny with contenpt in his voice.

Qui nby heard the soldier and, filled with fury, he
shouted in return, "On this day you will not only fight
kender, you will die at our hands!" The soldier thrust his
sword's point toward Quinby's throat. But the kender
ninbly parried, then |unged forward and stabbed the
eneny cl ean through the heart.

Scores of kender and gnomes witnessed Quinby's bold
decl arati on and even bol der swordplay. A great cheer went
up when the dragonarmny soldier fell. For, in that noment,
Qui nby Cull had done nore than sinply kill one eneny.

He had shown that the kender were a force to be reckoned
with. He had given dignity back to his race. And he had
shown that a kender could be a hero!

On the heels of Qinby's dramatic battle, the kender
drove the better-armed and better-trained dragon-arny
force away fromthe gate as they fought for control of the
prison grounds.

But the Highlord s soldiers quickly formed a new battle
line. Their bowran sent one withering volley after another
into the kender ranks. In their fearless-ness, the kender
didn't let the arrows stop them Even with bl oody shafts
sticking in their stomachs, shoulders, and |l egs - many of
them dying on their feet - the kender troops charged
headl ong into the dragonarny |ines. They swung crude
swords and knives at the soldiers until their eneny was
finally routed.

It was then that a shockingly small nunber of dwarves
led by Vigre Arch canme stream ng through the open gate.

"Where are the rest of your people?" demanded Barsh

"You prom sed you woul d have an arny of dwarves,"”
echoed Quinby. "There are barely a hundred of you here.
What' s goi ng on?"

Vigre took a deep breath and told themthe bad news.
"Dragonarny soldiers are comng this way," he reported.
"W saw them fromthe top of the ravine. There nust be at
| east two thousand of them marching through the city. W'd



all be trapped in the prison if they got here before Spinner
was freed. So | ordered nost of our people to neet the
dragonarmy soldiers in the street and fight themthere. It
was the only way to stall for tine."

Barsh and Quinby turned pale. A ragtag group of
dwarves didn't have a chance agai nst two thousand crack
dragonarmy troops. Vigre's people were going to be
sl aughtered. They must have known their fate, yet they
were willing to sacrifice their lives for stories they would
never hear. Truly, thought Quinby, this was the stuff of
| egend. He put his hand on Vigre's shoulder and said, "If |
were a dwarf, 1'd be proud on this day. Then again," he
added, considering, "lI'mnot a dwarf."

Vigre | ooked at the kender trying to deci de what Qui nby
neant .

"No matter what happens,” Qi nby went on, oblivious to
Vigre's questioning stare, "your people belong in Spinner's
stories. Not all of his stories," he hastily added. "Just one of
them™

Vigre gave up trying to figure out the kender's intentions
and sinmply said, "Spinner could make a fine, though tragic,
tale of the battle in the city. So let's nake sure that he lives

totell it. 1'll take what's left of our force and fight our way
t hrough the prison till we find our storyteller."
"But there aren't enough of you," Quinby decl ared.
"You're going to need help. I'Il take sone kender and go
with you."
"And 1'll cone, too," volunteered Barsh. "I'Il bring a

smal | troop of gnones al ong."
Vigre couldn't refuse. He knew they were right. There
was no telling how many of the Dragon Highlord' s soldiers
were waiting for theminside the prison's labyrinth of cells.
"Come on," he said. "Spinner nust be wondering what
all the noise is about."”

| was, indeed, wondering what all the noise was about.

The night had nearly passed, and | waited for the dawni ng,
resigned to ny fate. My cellmate, Davin, had listened to ne
t hr oughout the night, offering not a word of his own.

Then | heard shouts and screans filtering down to the
depths of the filthy dungeon where | had been left to
| angui sh until my death.

"What's going on?" | called out to a dragonarny guard
who raced past the cell.

He ignored ne.

"What do you think is happening?" | asked Davin. He
shook hi s head.

The noi se grew louder. It sounded |ike battle. There was
the clash of steel on steel. There were how s of pain, boots
runni ng on stone, and shouts of ... MY NAME

"Here!" | cried. "I'mhere! This way!"

| couldn't believe ny owmn senses. But yes, it was the
voi ce of Quinby Cull calling out to nel Then | heard Vigre
Arch. My mind was reeling when even that clever gnone,
Barsh, made his presence known.

"It's inpossible!" | exclaimed. And then | turned to Davin.
"Do you hear them or have | gone nad? Are ny friends
really here to save nme?"

My cell mate was about to answer, but then, instead, he
shout ed, "Look out!"



Too late. A prison guard had suddenly appeared at ny

cell and grabbed nme through the bars. "I'lIl see you dead
before they free you," he vowed. And then he lifted his
dagger and plunged it toward ny chest.

Davin was faster than I was. He |lunged forward and

grabbed the guard's wist just before the knife could strike
me. He twisted the man's arm against the iron bars unti
there was an audi bl e crack. The guard screamed as the knife
clattered to the floor. He ran in terror as Quinby, Vigre, and
Barsh led a | egion of their people toward ny cell

"Keys!" crowed Barsh, dangling them happily in the air.

"We took themfroman officer at the |anding,"

explained Vigre. "You're going to be free."

"W're glad to see you," said Qinby, standing back
fromthe door with tears of joy in his eyes.

"YOU RE glad to see ne?" | cried in disbelief. "To be
sure, it's the other way around!"

The cell door flew open.

"Come with us," said Quinby. "W came to save you

Now you and your stories can live forever!™

Spi nner Kenro ended the | ong tale about hinself with a
flourish, his voice rising in a dramatic crescendo. H's
timng was i npeccable. No sooner had he finished than a
prison guard unl ocked the cell door. "It's dawn," said the
H ghl ord's em ssary. Spinner took a deep breath and rose to
his feet. "Sonetinmes," he said softly, "I half believe ny
own stories. There was a part of me that really thought ny
friends would come and save ne. Do you think I'mfoolish,
Davi n?"

| couldn't answer. | was crying.

Spi nner had not slept. He had sat up against a wall
weaving his final story during the last hours of his life. And
I was his only audience.

They hanged Spi nner Kenro at daybreak

Spi nner died a great many years ago, but his nenory

lives on. For that night in the prison he opened the w ndow

of my soul. And though his voice was stilled, his gift was
somehow passed to nme. |'ve told many stories throughout
the years as |'ve travel ed across Krynn. But | never fail to
tell this, the one, great, final story exactly as Spinner told it
to me that night in the prison

Oh, | know what really happened. Quinby, Vigre, and

Barsh did try to save Spinner. But once they nmade their

pl ans, Quinby forgot all about them- he was true to his

kender soul; out of sight, out of mind. Vigre, ever

di strustful of humans, had second thoughts about the entire
enterprise. Meanwhile, Barsh and his gnones did set about
creating a huge wall-scaling device. The probl em was that

it was so big that they couldn't get it out of the building in
whi ch they had constructed it. It's still there to this day.

Now, you might say that the truth doesn't make a good
tale. But that's not the point. There is a higher truth than the
facts. And that truth reveals itself every time | tell Spinner's
story. For as the years went by, the kender, dwarves, and

gnonmes of Flotsamgrew to BELI EVE that they had saved

Spi nner. They have convi nced t hensel ves that on one cold,
wi ndswept night they joined together to make history, to

reach greatness, to becone heroes. And if they did it once,



m ght they not do it again?
A Shaggy Dog's Tail

by Danny Peary
poem by Suzanne Rafer

Wrd spread like wildfire that Tassl ehoff Burrfoot was in

Spritzbriar. "lI'mjust passing through,” he told the villagers
as they rushed hone to | ock up their valuables. "But if
anyone wants to hear sone stories, | night just hang around

a bit." O course, everyone knew that as |ong as anyone
would listen to the kender's inprobable tales, he wasn't
goi ng anywhere. That's what worried the nen and wonen

of Spritzbriar. They knew that while they were

saf eguar di ng those bel ongi ngs they feared mght wind up in
t he kender's pouches, their children would slip out doors
and wiggle out windows in order to see the illustrious
visitor.

As the boys and girls raced across the grassy field toward
Prine Lake at the edge of the forest, they |ooked nervously
over their shoul ders, hoping their absences wouldn't be
di scovered until AFTER Tas had spun a few yans. Mst
had prom sed their parents to never again listen to his
stories after even the bravest had had nightmares in the
wake of his last visit. But they'd grown tired of those cheery
tales told by their nothers and grandnot hers. Because
kender weren't frightened of anything, Tas thought nothing
of telling the children about bl oody battles in war-torn areas
of Krynn, vicious dragons, hobgoblins, or black-robed
magi c-users. The children found such stories well worth
ri sking a night w thout supper.

The children who gathered at Prine Lake sat on the
ground and formed a tight circle around Tas, with the ol dest
by his small, wiggling feet. Tas sat proudly under a
manmot h val | enwood, propped like a king on a wooden
stool so everyone could see him He stroked his hoopak
staff and grinned broadly, delighted his audi ence was so
large. If only Flint could see hi mnow.

VWhil e everyone waited inpatiently, Tas took a
nmeticul ously carved flute froman el egant, woven-rope,
yel  ow pouch that was strapped around his neck. As he
brought it toward his lips, a young boy named Jespato
i ntercepted his hand.

"My, that looks like ny father's flute!" the boy
excl ai med wi t hout suspi ci on

"Your father's flute?" asked Tas innocently.

"It's been missing since the last time you were in
Spritzbriar!™

The kender's childlike face flushed red. He exam ned
the instrument. "Great Uncle Trapspringer! It IS your
father's flute!l Good eye, boy! Now | renenber: | took it for
saf ekeeping. It was sticking out of his pouch, where any
thi ef m ght have snatched it."

"Hi s pouch di sappeared at the sane tine as the flute,"
said the boy. "It was YELLOW just like the one you' ve got
around your neck!"

Tas grinned sheepishly. "OF course, TH' S pouch is ol der
and nore worn than the one your father carried,” he said,
failing to rem nd Jespato that it had been some tine since



he'd been to Spritzbriar. "But please give MY pouch to him
to replace his mssing one." Tas pulled the strap over his
head and handed t he pouch and the flute to the young boy.
He forced a big smle.

Jespato | ooked at Tas with great respect. "My father wll
surely change his opinion of you when | give himyour
present. |nmagine: he said you' re the type who'd snatch
candy- bubbl es from children!"

The kender's face turned even redder. "l was just
borrowing them" he replied with deep enbarrassnment as he
reached into a red pouch and retrieved a dozen nulti-
col ored candy-bubbl es. The chil dren around hi m checked
their pockets and were startled to discover they were enpty.
Tas sadly returned the tasty treats, saying weakly, "I didn't
want anyone to have his appetite spoiled.”

Tas woul d have enjoyed playing that nifty flute, but he
was cheered by the children's willingness to share their
candy-bubbles with himand by the sight of eager faces
around him anticipating his story.

"Are you going to tell another whopper?" asked a
young, curly-haired boy who sat to his left.

"I ... | never tell whoppers!" Tas insisted, a bit indignant.

Everyone groaned. They knew better.

Alittle freckle-faced girl stood up and asked politely,
"What will your first story be about, sir?"

There was a definite trace of mischievousness in the
kender's big brown eyes. "Revenge!" he barked with such
force that the startled little girl plopped over backward.

Everyone el se slid forward

*kkk*k

"Revenge! | want revenge!" CGorath's threateni ng words
resounded through the little shack, causing all the pots and
pans to rattle and the rickety furniture to creak. His angry,
bl ood-shot eyes doubled in size, and the veins on his tenple
were ready to burst. "Revenge, | want "

This time his words were stifled by a | arge wooden
spoon that was being forced into his gaping nouth. The
spoon carried an ugly nound of undercooked slug stew. A
stream of steam ng, foul-smelling gravy dribbled down his
chin and drenched his | ong black beard. Gorath groaned.

"Ch, so sorry, darling," said Zorna. Using her |ong, bony
fingers, she managed to push nost of the gravy back into
CGorath's mouth. The huge man nearly gagged. "There,
there," said the tiny old wonan, her teeth clicking with
every word. "You don't want to |ose a drop, do you
darling?" Her shrill, scratchy voice was irritating, but there
was no mistaking it was full of |ove. She w ped her
shrivel ed hands on her shabby bl ack robe. "After what
you' ve suffered, darling, a nmeal is just what you need."

"Stop calling me DARLING you old hag!" grow ed
Corath, spitting stew across the room "You don't even
know ne! "

"But | do love you!" Zorna protested softly, her feelings

hurt. "And 1'l1 cook, and clean, and care for you for the rest
of your life." She brushed away a tear, w ped her dripping
nose, and smled lovingly. "W' Il have such a happy tine

t oget her. "
This thought horrified Gorath. He tried to rise, but he
couldn't budge. Al he could nove was his head. That's why



he coul d of fer no resistance when Zoma again stuffed slug
stew into his nouth.

Gorath couldn't believe his terrible luck. He had been the
nost decorated and feared human officer in the
dragonarmy. In the war canpai gns agai nst the Que-shu, no
one had razed nore villages, slaughtered nore enemes, or
ensl aved nmore wonmen and children than the mghty
Gorat h! For anusement, he had broken nen's backs with

hi s bare hands and hel d beautiful women prisoner in his
tent, forcing themto do his bidding. But now he suddenly
found hinsel f paralyzed fromthe neck down and the

prisoner of an old | ady who kept him strapped to a chair in
her gl oony, w ndow ess shack in the Forest of Wayreth.
What an indignity!

He thought back to when his bad fortune began

Was it yesterday norning or early afternoon when he
awoke from a drunken stupor to find that Meadow had fl ed
his tent? He was so stunned by her brazen act that at first al
he coul d do was scream "Revenge! | want revenge!"

No wonder her escape troubled himso nmuch. Wth her

long, flowi ng black hair, alluring green eyes, slimfigure,
and delicate features, Meadow was the |oveliest female he
had ever abducted during a raid of the Que-shu tribe.

Mor eover, she had already lived | onger than any of the
previ ous wonen he'd captured, although he had worked her
endl essly and beat her mercil essly.

In Gorath's twi sted nind, Meadow had actually

BETRAYED hi m by runni ng away and deserved to be

puni shed severely. Gorath never forgave anyone for what

he believed was a wong action against him In the past, he
had sworn revenge on dragonarny sol diers he suspected of
tal ki ng mutiny behind his back, friends he suspected of
trying to steal his wonen, and even his brothers, who he
suspected of plotting his death so that they could confiscate
his goods. Now all those men lay in their graves. At |ast,
Corath's | one compani on had been this woman he held
captive. How dare Meadow desert him and | eave him

conpl etely al one!

Pulling in his huge belly, his head poundi ng, Gorath

knelt to exami ne the heavy chain that had kept Meadow
attached to an iron post even when she slept. It had been
severed by a sharp weapon, probably a sword. Meadow had

an acconplice, another person who had betrayed him

Corath reasoned that the trespasser had been Stargl ow,
the tribesman for whom Meadow had pi ned during her
torturous termof captivity. The barbarian smled slyly. It
woul d give himgreat pleasure to kill Starglow while
Meadow | ooked on. He sheathed his sword. "Revenge! |
want revenge!" he thundered as he storned fromthe tent.
The lovers' trail led north toward Sol ace. It was easy to
foll ow because they were traveling on foot and were too
hurried to attenpt deception. Wthout stopping to rest or
water his horse, Gorath rode at full gallop over rocky roads,
treacherous nountai n paths, and overgrown trails where
sharp spines ripped into his steed's flesh. The poor beast
finally coll apsed under CGorath's great weight, unable to
endure the punishing journey or its master's whip any

| onger. Gorath cursed and reviled the animl, but rather
than putting it out of its msery, he left it to die in the



wi | der ness.

He proceeded on foot, feeling nmeaner with every step
He t hought how rmuch he'd enjoy strangling Starglow with
his mghty hands or piercing his enenmy's heart with his
sword whil e Meadow screaned hel pl essly. Maybe he

woul d stab her as well, or nake her drop to her knees and
beg himto allow her to be his slave again. How he woul d
make her suffer! CGorath shouted: "Revenge! | want
revenge!"

As the sun sank lowin the west, Corath discovered that
Meadow and Stargl ow had veered east, thereby avoiding
Sol ace and well-travel ed roads on their way back to their
own village. Gorath followed blindly although he had to
travel over unfamiliar terrain. He wasn't one to worry about
t he possi bl e consequences of acting so inpulsively,
especially with thoughts of revenge dancing on his dizzy
br ai n.

Soon the mighty warrior stood facing the Forest of
Wayr et h.

Corath had heard eerie | egends throughout Krynn about
Wayreth and how it often played tricks with the m nds of
t hose who dared pass through. "They think 1'll be too
frightened to follow, " said Gorath, attenpting to | augh
"But CGorath is scared of nothing!" Neverthel ess, before
t aki ng anot her step, he peered through the trees on the
perimeter of the strange forest. He was relieved that it
seened peaceful inside, even inviting.

Suddenly a dozen dark-colored birds floated down from
the nearest tree and circled above him They taunted himin
song:

IS TH'S THE M GHTY GORATH, HOVERI NG LI KE
A CH LD AT WAYRETH S EDGE, AFRAID TO
MOVE BELI TTLED, BEW TCHED, BEGUI LED?

YOU HAVE KI LLED W TH BRUTI SH STRENGTH
AND NARY
ONCE DI D GRI EVE YET
YOUR M ND IS NOT SO
STRONG THUS EASY TO
DECEI VE

SO DARE YOU ENTER WAYRETH, KNOW NG NOT
VH CH

PATHS TO TREAD

AND SEEK REVENGE YOU THI NK | S

SWEET? . . . BETTER TURN AROUND

| NSTEAD!

The warrior nervously yanked his sword from his scabbard

and thrust it wildly into the air. "Get away, you silly birds!"
he denmanded, his voice shaky. "Don't you know t hat Gorath

is scared of nothing?"

Corath thought it very strange that the birds seened to

di sappear into thin air. He was tenpted to turn around and
try to find his way honme, but he remnminded hinself why he

had come this far: "Revenge! | want revenge!" Forgetting

about the birds, he stonped into the forest, angrily using his
sword to hack off branches that bl ocked his path. He turned
and | ooked behind him He noticed that while it was bright
inside the forest, night had fallen outside. None the w ser



he shrugged and marched forward, content that he could
clearly see the trail of Meadow and Stargl ow

Deeper in the forest, the trail divided in two. Gorath
stopped and studi ed both paths. Wen he saw fresh tracks
on the one that angled to the left, he rubbed his sweaty
pal ms together and licked his lips. "It won't be | ong now "
he said. He started to follow the path to the left. But
suddenly a strong gust of w nd knocked hi moff bal ance

and pushed himtoward the other path.

He tightened his fingers around his sword and | ooked

about suspiciously. Al seemed calm Was the forest

playing tricks with hinP

Looking in all directions, Gorath stealthily nmoved
toward the path to the left. But he never made it. A second,
much stronger gust of wind cane how i ng and twi sting
toward him It nearly lifted the big man off the ground.
Bef ore Gorath knew what hit him he was being bl own at
great speed down the path to the right. Because his |egs
were thick as tree trunks and rubbed toget her whenever he
nmoved, it was difficult for himto stay on his feet. But each
time he fell, the wind swept himup and forced himto

conti nue.

The wi nd ceased as quickly as it had begun, |eaving
Corath spraw ed on the ground with his boots tw sted
toget her. The dazed warrior spat dust and struggled to

catch his breath. Then he slowy rose and, still quite bleary-
eyed, | ooked around.
He was facing a small, crunmbling black shack. It had no

wi ndows, just a crooked black door. A wal kway of broken
stones led fromthe path to the door. Tall weeds filled a
garden to the left, and strange, tw sted vegetabl es grew on
the other side. CGorath thought the shack deserted until he
noticed that thick black snoke curled upward from a

crooked chimey on the dil api dated roof. Suddenly it blew
in Gorath's direction, carrying with it a ghastly arona.
Corath's stomach becane queasy. He coul d have sworn

someone was cooking a stew consisting of spoiled neat

and rotten vegetabl es.

Corath prided hinmself on his bravery, but his instincts
urged himto get away at once. Wthout understanding
why, Gorath wal ked briskly past the house and fart her

down the path. But he didn't get very far. An angry gust of
wi nd grabbed him spun himaround, and hurled him

t hrough the air toward the house, causing himto crash into
t he door and bounce off with a |oud thud.

Again, the wi nd quickly subsided. The | arge nman

staggered to his feet, rubbing his bull neck and bruised |eft
arm He was only a few feet fromthe door. He started to
back away, but it was too late. The door creaked open

An ol d woman peeked out. Gorath had never seen anyone
uglier. She had a hatchet-face, with sharp bones pushing

t hrough the skin, a needl e-shaped nose, and tiny, pointed
ears. Her hair was white and wild, yet her thick eyebrows
were bl ack. Her eyes were pale yellow, her thin lips were
colorl ess, and her conpl exion was as pale as a fish's belly.
It woul d have taken Corath a lifetime to have counted the
deep winkles that |ined her face.

The tiny worman | ooked the big man up and down. She
wi ggl ed her nose as if she were snelling him Her scow
gave way to a smle. Her heart, which had so | ong ago



resigned itself to eternal |oneliness, began to pound. Her
chest began to rise and fall. Her eyes | ooked at the stranger
hungrily. Whnen had al ways been repul sed by Gorath's

appear ance, but he left this one breathless. At |ast she
spoke.

"You're so handsome, | nust hold you," she said
brazenly. As the stunned Corath backed up, she noved
toward himout of the shadows. That's when Corath saw
how she was gar bed

"Ah, | ... | see you are a bl ack-robed magi c-user," he
sai d, somewhat relieved. "Then we are both servants of the
Queen of Darkness.™

The ol d woman stopped in her tracks upon hearing
CGorath's remarks. "You are m staken, ny darling," she
replied hunbly, her teeth chattering annoyingly. "I amjust
Zorna, a poor and forgotten old woman. This robe was
di scarded in the forest by a sorceress who was passing
through. | took it because | had nothing to wear."

"You don't know how to perform magi c?" asked Gorath
skeptically.

"I swear | amno sorceress. But | have other talents,
darling. | can cook the finest slug stew you' ve tasted in your
life. Wn't you be ny guest?"

Gorath didn't know what to nmake of this weird wonan. He
wanted to laugh at her invitation, run her through with his
sword, and ransack her shack for anything of value. But he
kept his distance, not fully convinced she wasn't a bl ack-
robed magi c-user. "I have no time to waste with you," he
told her coldly. "Now | rnust find the woman who betrayed
me and slay the scoundrel who stole her fromne."

"Forget your wonan!" Zorna shrieked. "She doesn't

| ove you. | love you. And I'Il cook, and clean, and care for
you for the rest of your life . . . IFyouwill let ne ..
darling."

"Enough, you batty crone," snapped Corat h,
renmenberi ng how he had tried wi thout success to force
Meadow to say such words to him "Only one thing
matters: Revenge! | want revenge!"

Bef ore Zorna coul d protest, Gorath wheel ed around and
wal ked down the path that brought himinto her lonely life.
He felt her sad eyes upon him and heard her pitiful, blood-
curdling wail of anguish. He | aughed.

Gorath returned to where the trail into the forest divided
This time there were no nysterious gusts of wind to prevent
himfromgoing in the direction he intended. So he foll owed
the left path, the one Meadow and Stargl ow had taken

He wal ked quickly, anticipating the kill. Soon he cane
to a large clearing. There he spotted Meadow and Stargl ow
standing by a fallen vall enwood, about twenty feet froma
deep ravine. The lovely young wonan and handsone
tri besman were | ocked in an enbrace.

Drawi ng his sword, Gorath charged fromthe bushes
toward the lovers. "Gorath!" Meadow screamed in terror.
"He's found us!"

Stargl ow eyed his sword, which was resting on the ground
near the far end of the fallen tree. He nade a dash for it, but
wasn't qui ck enough. As the fingers of his right hand
touched the handle, Gorath's sword slashed his wist,
causing blood to spurt and the young warrior to grimace in
pai n. Meadow screaned and ran toward her stricken |over.



"Meadow " Stargl ow shouted. "Stay back!"

Stargl ow s agony was great, but his desire to protect
Meadow was nuch greater. So he again reached for the
sword. Just as he lifted it, CGorath's heavy boot smashed into
hi s hand. The sword flew out of Starglow s weak grip and
| anded by Meadow s feet. Wthout hesitating, she picked up
t he weapon and ran to Starglow s side. Surprised, Gorath
backed up a few feet to contenplate the situation. He
certainly hadn't expected Meadow to put up any physica
resi stance.

Stargl ow reached for the sword Meadow held. "No!" she
said firmy. "You're hurt." Wen he started to protest, she
calmy said: "I ama wonan and your |over, Starglow But
don't forget that | amalso a warrior |like you."

St ar gl ow nodded and sniled slightly. He kissed her
trenbling lips and placed a gentle hand on her shoul der
Toget her they bravely waited for Gorath to approach them
They were going to resist to the death even though they had
little chance to defeat the mighty Gorath.

"We're ready," said Meadow boldly. As she | ooked at
Corath, revul sion showed clearly in her beautiful green
eyes. She had withstood his drunkenness and savage nature
| ong enough. She preferred to die here with her bel oved
Stargl ow by her side rather than return to CGorath's cabin.
Never again would she be a slave to him endure his
beatings, or have himclutch her in his filthy arns.

Corath's eyes were sour and nmean. He | aughed cruelly.

"So you want to die together. How touching! I'Il grant your
wi sh as long as you die first, Starglow, so Meadow can

wat ch the bl ood pour fromyour body. Revenge! | want
revenge!"

Corath began to drool as he wal ked toward the | overs, who
pul l ed closer together. He lifted his sword higher and

hi gher. Meadow dug her feet into the soil and held the
sword in front of her, gripping it with both hands.

Al'l at once Corath noticed that an intruder sat between
hi m and hi s intended victins.

He stopped and tried to figure out where this |arge,

mangy dog had cone from There had been no dog in this
clearing just a nmonent before. And what a strange dog it
was. Gorath suspected it was a red-rover, but it was the
only red-rover he'd ever seen sporting a shaggy tail with a
snowwhite tip.

The dog sat perfectly still, its tongue hangi ng out the
right side of its nouth.

"Call off your dog, Starglow " Gorath threatened,
['"lIl chop it into a mllion pieces!"

"But | have no dog," replied Starglow, puzzled.
"Wh . . . what dog?" asked Meadow, al so bewi | dered.

"Very well, you had your chance!" Gorath shouted as

he attacked the animal. He swung his sword with all his

m ght at the dog's head, expecting to see it rolling in the
sand. But the dog easily dodged the bl ow. Now CGorath

aimed for the shaggy tail with the snowwhite tip. Gorath's
sword whistled through the air repeatedly. The dog noved
fromside to side, causing the brute to miss by a hair, a
shaggy hair, each tine.

Gorath's frustration increased because he coul d sense
that the dog was actually enjoying itself, as if it were
unaware its life was in danger. It barked happily and

or



pl ayfully ni pped at Gorath's feet. When Gorath raised his
sword above his head, the dog junped up, put its front

paws on his chest, and licked his face several tines.

Corath lost all patience. He shoved the dog away and
si mul taneously swung the sword with all his mght. He

m ssed badly. He also | ost his balance. So when the big dog
junped back up on his chest to continue their gane, it
knocked Gorath back a few steps toward the ravine. Again
the dog junped up. Again Gorath was knocked backward,

his curses shattering the quiet of the forest. This happened
several nore tinmes. Each time, the force of the dog' s paws

i ncreased, and Corath was knocked farther back. Then

cane the mghtiest blow of all.

Suddenl y, Gorath found hi nsel f somersaulting

backward through the air, falling helplessly into the deep
deep ravine. CGorath expected to see his life flash before his
eyes, but for some reason he had a vision of Zoma's old,
ugly face instead. He screanmed. Then everythi ng went

bl ack.

When CGorath opened his eyes, he was |ooking directly
into Zoma's face. Only this time it was no vision. It really
was Zorna. He screamed again.

She attenpted to confort him w ping the sweat off his
feverish browwith her icy hand. "There, there, darling,"
she whispered into his ear. "I'Il make you feel better.”

Corath realized he was strapped to a chair. But where
was he? He | ooked around. He was in Zoma's cold, nusty
house. It was as inviting as a tonb. It was too dark to see
clearly, but he could make out some crooked furniture in
t he shadows, sone heavy pots hangi ng from cobweb-
infested walls, and a |l arge bubbling kettle by the firepl ace.
There was a horrible stench in the air, and Gorath
suspected Zorna was still preparing slug stew "How did
get here, old woman?" he snapped.

"I brought you fromthe ravine."

CGorath | ooked at the frail woman. "How could YQU
carry me all the way fromthe ravi ne?"

"I love you," she said sinply.

"Then untie this strap before | [ose ny tenper!"
"I"ve strapped you to the chair so you won't fall," she
said tenderly. "lI'msorry, nmy poor darling, but when you

| anded in the ravine, you struck a boul der and snapped
your spine. You're paralyzed fromthe neck down." A | ook
of shock and angui sh cane over Gorath, terribly saddening
Zoma. "But please don't worry, darling. 1'Il cook, and
clean, and care for you for the rest of your life."

Upon hearing those words, CGorath could think of only
one thing: "Revenge! | want revenge!"

That's when Zorna began to feed Gorath slug stew

By the time Zoma shoved the final spoonful into
CGorath's mserable mouth, he had figured out his only
chance for exacting the revenge he desperately desired.

He batted his eyes at Zorna and si ghed happily. "That
was delicious!" he said.

Zorna nearly blushed. "I'mso happy you liked it,
darling."

"Could you nmeke it for ne again sone tine, dear?" he
asked hopefully.

Zorna nearly cried from happiness. "I make it EVERY



day, darling."

Corath | ooked around the shack. "You know, dear, you

have a lovely hone. | think I'Il enjoy spending the rest of
nmy life here with you."

Zorna gushed. "We'll be so happy together!"

CGorath frowned. "But you wouldn't want to take care of
ME. "

"Ch, darling, it would give ne such pleasure!" Zorna

obj ect ed.
Corath shook his head. "That's so sweet, dear. But | could
never be happy unless | could hold you in nmy arns . . . and

| can't do that because |I'm paralyzed." He closed his eyes as
if he were trying to hold back a flood of tears.
Zorna was overwhelmed with pity. She kissed Gorath
on his fleshy cheek. She felt himtrenble. "My darling,"
she said softly, her voice quivering. "I understand your
m sery. | have lived al one, always. Eternity passed, and
al nost gave up hope of finding a man | coul d open ny
heart to. Now that | have found you, it would be torture not
to be able to express ny |ove."
Corath opened one eye. "If only you could hel p ne.
"Darling, maybe | can."
Corath opened his other eye, his hopes rising. "Only
someone with magi c powers could nmend my severed spine.
But you have said you are not a bl ack-robed sorceress.”
"This is true, but many years ago a bl ack-robed
sorceress travel ed through the Forest of Wayreth and
rewarded ny hospitality by granting me the power to
perform ONE feat of magic, only once."
Corath imredi ately becane worried. "Just ONE feat?

Only ONCE?" he asked nervously. "Have ... have you

performed it . . . y . . .yet?"

"I ama sinple woman. | never had reason before.”

Rel i eved, Gorath batted his eyes again. "WII| you

performit now. . . dear?" he asked, trying not to sound too
anxi ous.

"First you rnmust prom se ne sonething."

"Anyt hi ng, dear, | pronise.”

"I'f I heal you, | want you to prom se that you will stay
with me forever and that you will forget that other wonman
and your quest for revenge."

"Of course, dear," Corath said sincerely. "I long only to
hold you in ny strong arns."

Zorna nearly swooned. She was so happy. "Very well,
darling. 1'll do as you ask."

The old woman stood in front of Gorath. He expected her
to call on the Queen of Darkness, recite a |l engthy chant,
and go into contortions. But she nerely pointed a | one
finger at himand w ggl ed her sharp nose a couple of tines.

Corath imedi ately felt a wave of heat deep in his back.
He felt bones shift and fuse together. Then his chair started
spinning, faster and faster. The strap broke, and Gorath was
propelled to his feet. He stretched his arms and | egs. He
sm | ed broadly. He was no | onger paralyzed.

Zorna noved toward himwi th arnms spread, expecting
CGorath to draw her to his powerful chest. Instead Gorath
shoved her aside, knocking the feeble woman to the ground.
"Qut of my way, foolish wonman," he said, taking broad
steps toward the door. "Too bad you wasted your only feat



of magic on Mg, " he said nockingly.

"So you lied to nme," said Zoma, show ng no enotion
"You BETRAYED ne. "

Corath | aughed. "Be thankful that |I don't throw you in
the kettle with your wetched stew But | have no tine."

"Your sword is next to the door," said Zoma quietly, her
eyes cl osed.

Corath retrieved his weapon and needl essly ki cked open
the door on his way out. As he raced into the forest, he
shout ed: "Revenge! | want revenge!"

It didn't take long for Gorath to find his way back to the
| arge cl earing. Once again, he found Meadow and Stargl ow
by the fallen vall enwod, about twenty feet fromthe deep
ravi ne. Again they were | ocked in an enbrace.

He was surprised that they hadn't traveled further. But
then he figured they thought they were out of danger after
he'd fallen into the ravine and become paral yzed.

However, he couldn't figure out why Stargl ow showed
no sign of injury. He renenbered distinctly striking
Starglow s wist with his sword and seei ng bl ood spurt.
What was goi ng on?

Drawi ng his sword, Gorath charged fromthe bushes
toward the lovers. "Gorath!" Meadow screamed in terror.
"He's found us!"

Stargl ow eyed his sword, which was resting on the
ground near the far end of the fallen tree. He nade a dash
for it but wasn't quick enough. As the fingers of his right
hand touched the handle, Gorath's sword sl ashed his wi st,
causing blood to spurt and the young warrior to grimace in
pai n. Meadow screaned and ran toward her stricken |over.
"Meadow " Stargl ow shouted. "Stay back!"

Al t hough i n obvi ous agony, Starglow again reached for
the sword. Just as he lifted it, Gorath's heavy boot smashed
into his hand. The sword flew out of Starglow s weak grip
and | anded by Meadow s feet. Wthout hesitating, she
pi cked up the weapon and ran to Starglow s side. Surprised,
Corath backed up a few feet to contenplate the situation.

He was bew | dered. Why was this experience so simlar
to the earlier one, when he first found Meadow and
Starglow at this clearing?

Stargl ow reached for the sword Meadow hel d, just |ike
before. "No!" she said firmy. "You' re hurt." \Wen he
started to protest, she calmy said: "I ama wonman and your
lover. But don't forget that | amalso a warrior |ike you."
Just like before.

As before, Starglow nodded and smiled slightly. And
again, he kissed her trenmbling |lips and placed a gentle hand
on her shoul der. Together they bravely waited for Gorath to
approach them Just like before.

"W're ready," said Meadow boldly. As she | ooked at
Corath, revul sion showed clearly in her beautiful green

eyes.
Just like before.
"Revenge! | want revenge!" Corath demanded, but he

seened only nmildly interested in either Starglow or

Meadow. He didn't approach them but instead | ooked

around the clearing. "I'll deal with you two later," he said
at last, searching for the one creature he hated nore than
Stargl ow and Meadow, the creature that had been the | ast

to hurt himand had hurt himworst of all. "FIRST



Stargl ow," he announced, "I rmust kill your DOG
Revenge! | want revenge!"

"But | have no dog," said Stargl ow, puzzled.

"Wh . . . what dog?" asked Meadow, al so bewi | dered.

"You know very well what dog!" Gorath bellowed. "The
dreadful beast that tried to kill nme!l The one that caused ne
to be prisoner of an ugly crone and eat her awful slug stew
The one that pushed ne into that ravine. "

Meadow and Stargl ow seermed to be conpletely baffled

"When did you fall into that ravine?" asked Stargl ow
i ncredul ously.
"You know very well it happened when | |ast confronted

you at this clearing."

Meadow and Stargl ow | ooked at each other as if they
were dealing with a nadman.

"But, Corath," said Meadow slowy, "this is the first
time we've seen you since we fled your tent . . . . The Forest
of Wayreth nust be playing tricks with your mnd."

CGorath snarled. He didn't know what to think. Was this
i ndeed the first and only tinme he'd found Meadow and
Starglow in this clearing? Wile standing here facing them
had he bl anked out and inagined that horrible red dog?

And falling into the deep, deep ravine? And bei ng
paral yzed? And returning to Zoma's shack? Had t he Forest
of Wayreth indeed played tricks with his mnd?

Suddenly Gorath heard grow ing. He turned toward the
ravine. The red dog sat by the | edge, wagging its shaggy tai
and whi pping the snowwhite tip into the ground as if it
were issuing a challenge. "Ah, ha! There's the DOGQ"
how ed Gorath, thrilled to have proof that his story was
true.

Meadow and Stargl ow | ooked at each other, then at
Corath. "What dog?" they both wondered al oud.

But CGorath wasn't l|istening. He was slowy stepping
toward the ravine, hoping to exact the nost satisfying
revenge of his entire life. He did not even notice that
Meadow and Stargl ow had seized the opportunity to escape
in the opposite direction. They would not halt their anxious
flight until they were out of the Forest of Wayreth and
safely back in their Que-shu village.

Hi di ng his unsheathed sword behind him Gorath
approached the shaggy dog. He attenpted a friendly, toothy
grin. The shaggy dog responded by growling and baring its
teeth. This tine it was not in a playful nood.

Corath stopped smling. He lifted his sword high in the
air. He charged and took a mighty swing at the dog
Amazi ngly, the dog slipped out of the way. Gorath turned
around, the heels of his boots touching the edge of the cliff.
"Ch, no!" cried Gorath as the dog junped at him striking
hima mghty blowin the chest with its entire body.

Again Gorath found hinmsel f sonmersaul ting backward
through the air and helplessly falling into the ravine. This
time it seemed even deeper

When Corath regai ned consci ousness, he was not surprised
to find himself paralyzed fromthe neck down and strapped
to the chair in Zorna's shack. And there was Zorna, busily
preparing slug stew He yelled: "Revenge! | want revenge!"

Zorna turned toward him her eyes blazing wth anger
"I'"ve heard enough about YOUR revenge! After you
decei ved and deserted nme, it's ME who wants revenge!"



Corath's eyes showed fear. "But I ... | ... | love you,
dear," he stanmered.

Zoma pointed a finger at Gorath and wi ggl ed her nose.
Instantly, he lost his ability to talk. "That will teach you
never to betray a bl ack-robed sorceress!" she sneered,
causi ng sweat to pour down Corath's unhappy face. "I hope
a few years wi thout speech will help you |l earn your |esson."

She pointed toward her terrified guest, and his chair slid
toward her. She waved her hand slightly, and the chair rose
into the air so their noses nearly touched. "I'Il never forgive
you or let you forget your cruelty toward nme!" she shout ed.
Then, as she | ooked into his eyes, she cal ned down and
even smiled slightly. "But | do | ove you, darling," she said
t houghtfully. "And I'Il cook, and clean, and care for you for
the rest of your life. You'll see. W'IlIl have such a happy
time together."

Leaving Gorath in mdair, Zoma turned back to the
kettle. The bl ack-robed nagi c-user caused the fire to rise
underneat h just by raising her finger. She then | eaned over
the kettle to stir the stew, putting her hand directly into the
boiling water wi thout feeling any disconfort. The fol ds at
t he back of her black robe separated slightly.

Corath's frightened eyes bulged fromtheir sockets. Even
if he still had the ability to talk, he couldn't have uttered a
sound. He stared in disbelief at what was sticking out from
Zoma' s bl ack robe.

It was a shaggy red tail with a snowwhite tip.

Lord Toede's Di sastrous Hunt
by Harol d Bakst

The Pilgrim s Rest was a pretty old tavern, having been
started by the great grandfather of its owner, a gnarly old
dwarf by the nane of Pug. But the place | ooked even ol der
than it was because it was built into the holl ow of a huge
and truly ancient oak tree near the Darken Wod.

Fol | owi ng the shape of the trunk, the roomwas basically
round and soared up into the dark heights of the tree's
interior. Up there, unseen, were woodpeckers, bats, a few
squirrels, and various other critters. QOccasionally one of
themwould fly or creep down along the wall to steal food
fromthe round, rough-hewn tables, and ol d Pug was
constantly chasing them back up again with a broom
"Don't feed the animals!" he kept telling his patrons. "It
only encourages them"

Busi ness at the Pilgrims Rest was usually good, thanks
to the forest paths that crisscrossed all around it. On any
given day, there was likely to be an assortnent of nmany
peopl es - elves, dwarves, humans, and such - all traveling to
and fromthe four conmers of Krynn

On one particular evening, this crowmd was joined by a
kender. A d Pug kept an eye on the little, slight-boned
fellow, for he knew a kender was likely to slip away
wi t hout paying his tab. True to form the kender, dressed in
red |l eggings and tunic, sat at a table near the door

But this kender, apparently a bit inebriated, was talking
loudly, and this reassured Pug, who could at least turn his
back and hear him

... | tell you,"
DD kill him"

t he kender was sayi ng, "Kronin and



"You expect us to believe," said a squat, black-bearded
dwarf sitting at the kender's table, "that two puny kender
killed Toede, a Dragon Hi ghl ord?"

"Why, Kronin isn't just ANY kender! He's our |eader!"

"Even so," said another patron, a |anky human who was
wal ki ng over with his beer stein, "kender are no match for a
hobgoblin lord."

The kender's pointy ears turned red. "Do you think |I'm
l yi ng?" he shout ed.

"Yes!" canme back all the patrons as they gathered
around the boaster's table.

"And how did you two kill Toede?" asked a tall
willow elf, a fair eyebrow arched incredul ously. "Wth
that silly what-do-you-call-it you kender carry?"

"The hoopak," said the dwarf, picking up the pronged
stick fromunder the table for everyone to see.

"Leave that alone!" shouted the kender, snatching the
weapon back.

"What's this?" said the hunman. "A kender getting angry?
Where' s your usual sense of hunor?"

"He's had too rmuch ale," suggested the dwarf with a
smirk.

"Yes, that explains his ridiculous clains," agreed the elf,
wavi ng the story away with his | ong, slender hand.

"Phooey on you all!" shouted the kender. "Kronin and
| are heroes whether you believe it or not!"

"Tell me," called old Pug from behind the counter
"did anyone actually see you do this deed?"

There was a brief silence.

"That's right," said the |lanky human, resting his stein
on the table. "Can anyone back you on this?"

The kender started to sputter in frustration, when, from
across the room soneone shout ed:

"l can!"

Everyone turned in surprise to see who had spoken.
Sitting at a table near the wooden wall was a hooded
figure slouched over a stein. It was uncl ear what sort of
bei ng he was, but his robes were all in tatters. "And who,
pray tell, are you that you should know?" asked Pug, his
thick eyebrows rising inquisitively.

"I was there," said the hooded stranger. "I saw it all
Thi s kender's name nust be Talorin."

The kender beaned, proud that news of his deed had
reached another's ears and that this stranger actually knew
his name. He crossed his slender arns. "Thank you, sir," he
called to the stranger. "Perhaps

you can tell these Doubting Trapspringers what you saw. "

Everyone, still gathered around the kender's table,
waited for the stranger to speak. But he didn't seemto

care to continue, and he sipped fromhis brew
nmysteriously.

"Yes, why don't you tell us?" asked the dwarf, taking his
stein and waddling over to the stranger's table.

"What difference does it make?" grow ed the stranger
frombeneath his cow . "Toede was a sniveling, cowardly
idiot. He had no business being a Dragon Highlord."

At this, Talorin's pointy ears grew red again.

"Maybe so," said the elf, also wal king over. "But he
caused nuch harm If he's dead, then | for one would |ike
to know how it came about."



From deep within his hood, the stranger seened to be
staring at the nearly enpty stein sitting before him
"Perhaps if someone were to buy me another ale - "

"Pug! Bring the gentleman another brewl " called the

dwarf, settling hinself on a chair at the stranger's table, his
broad, |eather-clad feet dangling. Soon everyone who had
been around Talorin drew closer to the stranger. But the
kender, not to be left out, squeezed hinself back into their
m dst. Pug brought the stranger another stein of ale and
clunked it before him the foamnmy head spilling over and
onto the table.

The stranger took a sip and cleared his throat. "I once
served that wretch-of-a-hobgoblin,"” he said. "And, yes,
was there that day. "

And so the stranger told a tale that, since then, has been
retold many times throughout Krynn

*kkk*k

For many weeks Toede had been stewing in his sonber

manor in the decrepit port city of Flotsam grunbling about
how hi s subjects were not paying himthe respect due to a
Dragon Highlord. "They don't pay their taxes, they desert

nmy arny, they | augh behind ny back!" he grow ed. Then

he woul d just sit slunped on his throne, his two pink eyes
squinting out of his flat, fleshy face as if he were hatching
some plot that woul d make everyone realize he was not to

be taken so lightly.

But all he did was put himself in a worse and worse nood.

I f anyone crossed himduring those weeks - if an attendant
so nmuch as spilled sonmething at the table - Toede fell into a
rage. More than one such fellow was tossed off the docks to
be eaten by sharks.

Naturally, his attendants were getting increasingly

nervous. Finally one of them Goag - a fat hobgoblin Iike
Toede but who liked to dress in elegant, stylish robes and
wear |arge, bejeweled rings - tried to divert his master from
his self-pity. "Perhaps Lord Toede would like to disport

hi nsel f," he said, standing by the squat, round-backed
t hr one.

Toede gl anced up and si deways at the dandified

attendant. "Do you have anything in particular in mnd?" he

snarled. He always felt that G oag, |ike everyone el se,
showed himlittle genuine respect and al ways sounded
snoot y.

"There are many things," said Groag. He counted them
of f on each bejeweled finger. "You could take your ship out
and harpoon dol phins, you could attend a dogfight, you
could go hunting - "

"Hunting," snarled Toede, slunping even deeper into his
throne. "How can | be expected to catch anything when ny
forest is full of poachers?" He began to stew again.

"Well," Groag shrugged, "perhaps you can catch a
poacher."

At this, Toede's beady eyes lit up, and his broad fleshy
mouth actually spread into a twisted snle. "Hm" he
began, drunmm ng his stubby fingers on the throne's broad
arntrest. "Wuldn't that be fun . . ."

Now, Groag hadn't really been serious about catching a
poacher, but the idea did seemto catch his master's



i magi nati on. So he said, "Say no nore, my lord."
Wher eupon he hastily arranged a hunting party.

For the hunt, Toede left behind his faithful anphi dragon
Hopsl ot h, who was rmuch too clunsy on land (pity the
terrorized servants who had to confort the disappointed
beast!) and, instead, he rode his fastest, furry-1egged pony,
Galiot. He also took a | arge pack of black hunting hounds,
each of which was held on a | eash by an iron-collared sl ave
who ran al ong on foot. The hounds were vicious, |ong-
fanged beasts, and sonetines, out of inpatience to be |et
| oose, they nipped at the slaves holding them Al the
hapl ess sl aves could do to defend thensel ves was keep the
nmongrel s at bay with sticks found al ong the way.

Al so for the hunt, Toede surrounded hinself with half a
dozen pony-backed, spear-carryi ng bodyguards -
hobgoblins all - just in case he cane upon a particularly
nasty poacher. Toede himself wore his arnor, which, of
| ate, had become an especially tight fit, causing his flab to
squeeze out of the chinks. Only Groag, preferring to remain
in his fancy, flow ng robes and rings, went unarnored. As
he rode besi de Toede, however, he did carry his nmaster's
bow and arrows.

It was | ate norning when the hunting party paraded
t hrough the crooked, filthy streets of Flotsam Soon they
entered a large, grassy field, at the far end of which was a
sonmber fringe of dark pine forest. Not surprisingly, no
poachers were quick to reveal thenselves, but Toede did
spot a great big stag at the perineter of the woods. As the
party approached, the animal raised its magnificently
antl ered head and sniffed the air suspiciously.

"Shh," hissed Toede as G oag handed him his bow and
an arrow. "No one make a sound."

From atop Galiot, Toede nocked the arrow and pull ed
back on the bowstring, his red tongue poking out the comer
of his nouth as he concentrated on his aim

But before he could rel ease the arrow, a sudden scream ng
whi ne pierced the air, startling the stag. The creature spun
around, crashed into the outlying underbrush of the woods,
and di sappeared. Then ensued a series of nmuffled, skittering
noi ses that receded into the distance.

"Dam it!" shouted Toede, his pink eyes reddening. He
spun in his saddle toward his bodyguards. "Wo did that?
Cone on! Speak up!"

The hobgobl i n guards shrugged and | ooked at each ot her
stupidly.

"The noise did not cone fromour party,” said Goag,
soundi ng typically haughty.

"Ch? Then who fron®?" asked Toede.

"A kender," said Groag. "Perhaps nore than one. The
sound was made by a hoopak, of course.”

"Kender!" snapped Toede, his eyes darting about the
field and woods. "I should have known! | bet they're the
ones who've been poaching in ny forest!"

"I wouldn't be surprised," said Goag, though in fact he
was i ndeed surprised to learn that their quest for poachers
m ght have real results.

"Al'l right, then," said Toede, handi ng the bow and
arrow back to the knowit-all attendant, "let's keep our eyes
open for damed kender!"

Wth that, Toede and his hunting party continued on



searching for kender. They saw none. Soon they were
skirting the edge of the dark pine forest, whose |ower,
hori zontal branches were dead, gray, and bare.

O course no kender showed, but Toede did spot a
second stag just within the gl oony woods, drinking at the
near bank of a purling brook. "Shh," whispered Toede,
sticking out his hand for his bow and arrow,

Groag handed them over. Toede acted faster this tine,
qui ckly nocking the arrow and pulling back on the
bowst ri ng.

But, once again, before he could even take proper aim
anot her whi ni ng scream pierced the air.

"Damm it!" roared Toede as the stag darted off,
splashing to the other side of the brook and di sappearing
deeper into the woods. Toede stood straight up in his saddle
and scanned all around him "Where are they? \Were are
t hese bl asted kender?"

"They are quite good at hiding," said Goag as if it were
too obvious to even nention. "You won't spot them so
easily."”

"I won't, won't |1?" said Toede, straining his eyes even
harder. "We'll see about that!" He turned to his bodyguards.
"You there," he hissed at one of them "circle around with
sone slaves! W'l| use them as beaters!”

"Yes, sire!" snapped back the hobgoblin, excited at the
i dea. He took several slaves and dogs, and off he went,
spurring his pony and hoping to encircle the kender
wher ever they were.

Toede gl ared at Groag, who averted his eyes. The rotund
H ghl ord I ed the hunting party back into the center of the
field so that he'd have a wide view of the forest perineter
Gunmbling to hinself, he waited atop the inpatient Galiot,
who kept snorting and pawi ng at the ground with his small,
front hooves.

When at | ast Toede heard the yelling of the distant
beaters deep in the forest, he nmuttered, "Now, ny little
kender, the tables are about to be turned. C

The shouts of the beaters and the dogs barki ng got
louder. In trying to flee these beaters, plenty of other gane
now burst forth fromthe forest: rabbit, fox, grouse, even
anot her stag, all hurried past Toede and his hunting party.
Toede ignored themall, intent and filled with malicious
gl ee. But two of his hobgoblin bodyguards couldn't resist.
They chased and felled the dashing stag with thrusts of their
spears.

"Stop that!" shouted Toede, waving them back. "Prepare
yoursel ves for the kender!"

The two hobgoblins | ooked at each other, then, if alittle
reluctantly, let the dead deer lay where it fell. They rode
obedi ently back to Toede's side.

Suddenly the dark hounds around Toede began bar ki ng
furiously and straining at their | eashes, testing the strength
of the scrawny slaves holding them Straight ahead,
breaking fromthe forest with the other game, were two
smal | beings running fromthe beaters and chattering to
each other and not at all |ooking where they were going.

"What have we here?" Toede chuckled snugly, sticking
his hand out for his bow and arrow, G oag handed t hem
over. "The dogs shall have sone kender neat tonight!"

Toede nocked the arrow and drew back the bowstring. He



squi nted and ai med, sticking his red tongue out the corner
of his nout h.

But just when the two kender were within range, Toede
rel axed the bow. "No," he said as a contorted snile spread
across his face. "No, | have a better idea - a nuch better
i dea . " He savored the thought a nmoment and nodded
approvingly. He turned to his bodyguards. "Catch them™"

The bodyguards spurred their ponies and gall oped off.

They were al nost on top of the kender before the little
peopl e knew what was happeni ng. One of them had stopped

to replace a button on his rainment, and the other was

of fering hima variety of choices fromhis pouches, so they
were surprised by the onsl aught.

But it wasn't so easy catching those kender. They were
very spry, and one of them kept sw nging his hoopak
eliciting that whining scream This scared the ponies,
which, in turn, nearly tranpled over the beaters as they
thensel ves cane forth fromthe woods. In the confusion
t he kender nearly escaped as they bolted across the field.
But they were chased down by two hobgoblins who held an
out spread net between their ponies. The two kender were
swooped up, the hoopak flying - with a final whine - from
the hand of the kender who had held it.

Toede, watching this froma distance, nearly fell out of
his saddle fromexcitement. "Bring them here! Bring them
here!" he shouted hoarsely. He settled back on his saddle
and began rubbing his pudgy hands expectantly. He | eered
at G oag, who nodded, if begrudgingly, to acknow edge his
master's acconplishnent.

The two hobgoblins rode up to Toede, the snared kender
dangl i ng between their nounts. The dogs conti nued
barking, straining at their |eashes and snapping their jaws
only a hand's length fromthe net.

"Now what have we here?" said Toede, |eaning down.
Suddenly his beady eyes wi dened. "Wat's this? G oag!

Look who we' ve bagged!"

Groag | eaned forward, and even he seened inpressed
"I do believe - goodness, could it be?"

"It could!'" said Toede with great satisfaction. "The
kender | eader! Ch, won't this inpress the other Highlords!"
It was, indeed, Kronin Thistleknot. Except for a certain

regal bearing and m nnowsilver hair, he | ooked |ike an

ordi nary kender, although slightly taller and sturdier. Also,
he had twi ce as many pouches and ornanents slung around

his slender waist. In his conpany was a nore youthfu

kender with a gap-toothed snile, as thrilled as could be to
find hinmself in the nmiddle of such an unusual experience as
bei ng captured by the great Toede.

"Good afternoon,"” said Kronin casually, swinging in his
net - hammock. "Fine day for hunting.”

"Fi ne day, indeed," responded Toede with a sneer
"M nd you, ny dear Kronin, the real hunting hasn't even
begun! "

Toede quickly | ooked about until he spotted the slain stag
crunpl ed on the ground some dozen paces away. Hi s eyes
glinted with a notion. "Bring that here!" he ordered.

The two hobgoblins who had killed the animal hurried
over to it on their ponies, chasing away some conpl ai ni ng
jackal s and buzzards that had al ready gathered there. They
grabbed the buck by its antlers and dragged it back before



Toede.

"Now, " said Toede, gesturing inmpatiently in the
direction of his highly prized prisoners, "release them"™

The hobgoblins holding the net tilted it, and out plopped
the two snmall beings. They dusted their sinilar red | eggi ngs
and white tunics, and Kronin adjusted his furry vest.

"Now, " continued Toede, slowy unfolding his plan
"chain themto the carcass!"”

The kender | ooked at each other in some confusion as
two hobgoblins quickly obeyed, chaining a slender wi st
fromeach kender to a separate broad antler. The kender
rai sed their arnms questioningly, hefting the head of the dead
ani mal .

Toede sl apped his hands together. "Now, then, ny
pointy eared pests, | will give you a head start."

"A head start?" repeated Kronin.

"That's right," said Toede. "And when | feel you've gone
a fair distance, | will release these hounds and hunt you
down and kill you. Wat have you got to say to that?"

Kronin sniled broadly with realization. "Oh, | do love a
good gane," he said, |ooking up at the fat hobgoblin who
regarded himwi th such contenpt.

"Then you're in luck!" came back Toede, trying to sound
as glib as the kender |eader. "Now, you'd best be off, ny
friends. I won't wait TOO long."

"Ch, I'msure of that," said Kronin. "Until we neet . . ." He
bowed deeply. The ot her kender, who was a bit smaller
than Kronin, did |ikew se. It seened the polite thing to do.

"Bah!" snapped Toede. "You won't be so smart-al ecky
when | get through with you!"

But Kronin ignored the Dragon Highlord and turned to
his small friend. "Cone, Talorin," he said. "W nust be
off."

The ot her kender grinned and junped up and down in
anticipation of the sport to begin. "Yes, sir, ny liege!" he
said. "Oh, | do love a good gane, too!"

The two kender began to shuffle away, dragging the
bl oody stag carcass - which was bigger than both of them
conbined - across the field. At the edge of the forest they
turned around, waved farewell to Toede, then di sappeared
t hrough the underbrush, heroically tugging the deer carcass.

Toede drunmed his fingers inpatiently on his saddle
ponmrel . Galiot snorted and pawed the ground nervously.
The dogs yanked at their |eashes. The sl aves | ooked
imploringly up at Toede, waiting for the conmand to
rel ease the beasts.

"Um we shouldn't wait too much | onger," said G oag,
| ooking a bit concerned. "Kender are awfully tricky -
"I know how long to wait!" snapped back Toede. And

he waited still longer to prove it.

But finally he, too, got nervous, and so he shouted:

"Rel ease the hounds!"

The hounds bol ted ahead, and the hobgoblins gall oped
behi nd them whil e the panting slaves, watched over by two
rearguards, were forced to try to keep up on foot.

At the edge of the forest, the hounds sl owed and began
sniffing for the scent of the deer carcass, their dark nuzzles
sweepi ng feverishly across the ground, snorting now and
then to clear dirt fromtheir wet nostrils. After a few
monents of this, one of them suddenly plunged into the



woods, pulling the others after it, all of them yapping away.
The hunting party followed, the riders forced to duck
beneath the low, dead |inbs of the pine tree.

"Whew! " said Talorin, pulling his chain with both hands,
barely keeping up his share of the burden. "I think I'm
actually beginning to sweat!"

The two kender were slowy maeking their way anong
the towering trees of the gloony and silent inner forest
where only flecks of sunlight broke through the branches
above, dappling the forest floor

"Good for you!" said Kronin as he al so tugged away,

taking care to show | ess strain, because, after all, he was the
| eader. "You don't get enough exercise."
"Qops!" said Talorin, turning his head. "I think | hear the

dogs!" He paused to listen. "Yes, yes, that's themall right.
You know, ny liege, | think we ought to be making better
tinme."

Kronin al so stopped, and as he did the deer's head
slunped to the soft bed of brown pine needles. "Vell," he
said, trying to catch his own breath, "these | ow branches
should slow the riders down a bit." He pointed to the
crisscrossing linmbs, nobst of which were over the heads of
the two kender. "But you're right, nmy friend - " he casually
rested an el bow on one of the dead animal's upright antlers

" although | feel certain if we had enough tine, we could
pi ck these two | ocks." He | ooked thoughtful

"Doubt| ess!" said Talorin, rattling his chain. "Only . . ."
He hesitated to break into Kronin's neditation. "Only, the
dogs are comi ng cl oser as we speak. "

"No kender shoul d be hobbled this way," continued Kronin

phi | osophi cally, shaking his head. "It's so enbarrassing.
And then, of course, as far as the game goes, it doesn't seem
al together fair."

"True enough. Those dogs are getting rather loud, aren't
t hey?"

" Per haps, '
about those dogs.
"Yes, yes! Capital ideal!" Talorin brightened. "And

even have an idea howto do it! W need only - oh. Dam
W' d need the hoopak for that." He furrowed his browto
think. "OfF course!l" said Talorin again, snapping his fingers.
"We could take - ahhh - no, that wouldn't work, either
We' d need four nore kender. "

Kronin rolled his eyes upward.

"Hey! W could try to - darn it! That's no good! There

are too many trees in here! Well, | suppose we could

al ways - drat! | doubt even hobgoblins are that stupid."
Tal orin rubbed his slender face. "Say, how about - ?"

"Um don't trouble yourself, ny friend," interrupted

Kronin finally. He spat into his hands, rubbed them and
took up the chain again. "I do believe | already have an

i dea. "

Kronin mused, "we ought to do something

Toede and his hunting party had now been riding

t hrough those gl oomy woods a long while - so long, in fact,
that they eventually canme to a groaning halt. The sl aves
col l apsed to catch their breath. Toede scratched his broad,
squat face. "It seens,"” he said, only slowy perceiving the
truth, "that we've been returning to the same spot over and



over."

"Yes, it does seemthat way," said G oag, somewhat
fatigued by the long search. "The kender apparently
dragged the carcass in a circle.”

Toede' s pink eyes reddened. "So! Kronin thinks he's put
one over on nme, does he? W'll see about that! Leash the
dogs!"

The slaves, who had only just gotten confortable |ying
on the bed of pine needles, forced thenselves to their feet
with a noan. \When the dogs were | eashed, the hunting
party, at Toede's orders, proceeded nore slowy and
nmet hodi cally al ong the scent trail. Toede kept some dogs on
the outside of the circle the kender had made, hoping to
catch the spot where Kronin and Tal orin had veered off.
Sure enough, the dogs ranging the perinmeter soon grew
wild and | oud, snorting at the ground and tugging on their
| eashes.

"Do you see?" shouted Toede gloatingly. "They've only
managed to postpone their end - and, may | add, not for
very long!" He turned to the slaves. "Release them"

The sl aves were only too happy to obey. The dogs, once
free, bolted deeper into the forest in the direction of the
fresh scent, scaring up several grouse and other birds al ong
t he way.

"Ch, |'ve never felt such a thrill!" decl ared Toede
gleefully as he galloped after his dogs, the needles on the
ground ki cking up under the hooves of Galiot. "W ought to
hunt kender nore often!”

"Yes, sire," responded G oag w thout nuch conviction
his robes fluttering. He was nore concerned with trying to
stay in the saddle.

"Qops! | hear themagain!" said Talorin as he and Kronin
sat on rocks by the purling streamthat meandered anong
the trees.

Kronin was funbling with a pin at the I ock around his
skinny wist. H s pointy ears perked. "You're right," he
said, distracted. "I think they've caught on to our ruse."

Talorin rested his slender face in an open hand and
sighed. "Boy, | really do hate being chained. | really do."

"It's no picnic for me, either," said Kronin, now
standing, his attention focused on the barking. "My, they
do make a racket, don't they? I'mglad we don't do this
every day."

"They seema little too . . . how would you put it?"

"Ent husi asti c?"

"Yes, that's it: enthusiastic! Bad for us, huh?"

"Coul d be. Perhaps we ought to run in circles again."

"Frankly, 1"ma bit bored with that."

"Well! Aren't we being finicky!" said Kronin. "Very
well, 1I'll just have to think of another idea." So, with the
di stant barking getting ever |ouder, Kronin took a nonent
to reflect. He furrowed his brow and scratched his chin. He
| ooked around. He thought harder

"Um mny liege, could you think a bit faster?"

"CGot it!" blurted Kronin, his eyes lighting. He sat down
and began to untie the | eather thongs of his shoes. "Cone
on," he pressed.

Tal orin | ooked at himin confusion. "Wat on Krynn -
o



"And you'll want to roll up your |eggings, too," said
Kronin, rolling up his own.

Talorin, with a heavy sigh and clank of his chain,
slowy pulled one foot onto his bony knee and began
renoving a shoe. "Well," he said wistfully, "at |east the

hounds seemto be having a good time. "

The hounds snorted excitedly at the spot where the two
kender had been sitting, but they grew frustrated because,
once nmore, they had | ost the scent of the kender. They
searched frantically around the fern-covered bank, scaring
the daylights out of a small green frog who junped into the
wat er .

"Apparently, ny lord, the kender waded into the stream"
said (G oag, squirmng unconfortably in his saddl e and
wi shing desperately to return to the manor. "There's no
telling which way they went."

"No telling?" came back Toede. "You think Kronin has
won this little sport?"

"I"'monly being practical," said Groag, massaging his
rear. "You should have killed them when you had themin
hand. "

"Bah!" came back Toede. "You give up too easily!" He
turned to the rest of his hunting party. "All right, conb the
banks!"

The hunting party split up and covered both sides of the
streamin each direction. Toede, nore inpatient than ever
now, waited with Groag and drummed his fingers on his
saddl e ponmel while Galiot took the opportunity to drink
some of the cool, crystalline water. "We'll see,"” nuttered
Toede. "We'll just see . "

Before too | ong, the dogs upstream on the opposite side
began barking furiously. A hobgoblin there blew his horn.

"Ha! Now what do you say, Groag?" called Toede as he
spl ashed across the streamon Galiot. He hunched over to
avoi d some | ow branches. "Kronin is not as clever as he -
or you - believes!"

An exhausted Groag, falling to the rear of the pursuing
hobgobl i ns, didn't answer. A dead branch had torn the
sl eeve of his fancy robe.

"Uh oh, do you hear what | hear?" asked Talorin as he
and Kronin dragged the dripping wet, imnpossibly
cunber some deer carcass through the woods. They stopped
to listen. Talorin | eaned agai nst a | arge, rough-barked tree
and slid to the ground to rest. "CGoodness, they are
persistent,"” remarked Kronin. "My poor wist is starting to
chafe," conplained Talorin, "and |'mtired and hungry - "
"My, ny, such a grumpy boy," said Kronin. "How do
you think | feel? Is there a worse curse than for two kender
to be chai ned together?"
But then Talorin, only half listening to the ol der kender

snapped his fingers. "Say, | have an idea!"
Kroni n | ooked at hi m skeptically.
"No, really, | do! It's a good one!"

"Are we going to need anything special for this one?"
"No, no, just some mnuscle grease!" Talorin junped to
his feet. His face shone w th eagerness.

"Well, that's too nuch. Mne requires only - ahh
Hrm No. We'd need lard for that - "



"You see? Qur situation is dire. Please let nme tell you
ny idea! Please, please, please - "

"Al'l right, all right!" said Kronin, half covering his
pointy ears. "Just keep your voice down. They're getting
cl ose.”

Tal orin beamed and rubbed his hands. He | eaned toward
Kroni n and whi spered, "That hobgoblin dunderhead will
never figure this one out!"

"At last!" said Groag, wiping his forehead with a silk
handker chi ef and | ooking up into the high branches of an
especially large pine. "W've treed them™

"I't would seem so," said Toede, peering up and rubbing
his weak chin. He frowned grotesquely. "Although for the
life of nme, | don't see anyone up there."

Al'l the guards | ooked up stupidly and scratched their
heads. The dogs, which had led the party to the tree,
continued junping up onto its trunk and slidi ng back down
again - though one of them had actually nmanaged to junp
onto a particularly low |linb and now stood upon it on
jittery hind | egs, barking furiously.

"You're right," said G oag over the din. "I don't see them
either. Can kender fly?"

But even as (roag suggested this, a smle spread slowy
across his master's face. "Sire?" G oag prodded dimy

"Fly, Groag?" blurted Toede. "Ha! Fly, you say? Is that
your theory?"

"Well, no. I was only wondering -

"Don't you see what they did?"

"Un let me see - "

"And you think you're so smart!" Toede pointed with a
stubby finger at the various heavy linbs jutting fromthe
tree. "It's obvious! They clinbed al ong one of those upper
branches, crossed to another tree, down they canme, and - "
Toede turned to the rest of his party. "Everyone! Spread
out!"

The hunting party radiated fromthe tree. Toede, nore
confident than ever, waited with Goag. Every so often he
smrked at his uppity attendant. Sure enough, one of the
dogs started yappi ng at the base of a nei ghboring pine.

"Ch, | do love it!" shouted Toede as he gal |l oped off
behi nd his noi sy black dogs. "We'll show Kronin yet!"
"I"'msure we will, my lord," sighed Groag, nostly to

hinself as another linb tore at his robe.

"Darn! | alnost had it!" said Kronin, hunkered down
before a | arge cave at the base of a rocky hillside. H s own
reddened wrist was at |ast free of the chain, and he was now
working on Talorin's. Fromthe rimof the cave, the two
kender had a good view across a clearing of the
surroundi ng forest.

"WIl you please hurry, sir?" asked Talorin, sitting on the
gl assy eyed deer carcass. "Those dogs are getting awfully
cl ose.”

Kronin rose to his feet. "You're right." He | ooked pensive
for a noment. "Say! Wiy don't we split up? That woul d
confuse them"

"What? Me lug this deer all alone?"

Kronin's face showed that he did not think it was such a
terrible idea. "You could always hide in this cave - "



"Sire!"

"Hrm | suppose not." But he | ooked unconvi nced.

"Sir, perhaps it would help you to think if you pretended
you were still chained."

"You may be right," said Kronin. "Let. me pretend I'm

still chained. Hmmm . . ." And while Kronin pondered

t he dogs' barking got steadily |ouder

Talorin cleared his throat and held out his wist, rattling
his chain. "Um in all due respect, sir, maybe you shoul d
continue picking the lock." O course, Talorin could pick

the occasional |ock, but Kronin was better at it, and besides,
he was the | eader.

"Maybe," said Kronin vaguely, taking Talorin's shackled
wist. "But | can't pick locks and think at the same tine."

"That's all right, my liege. 1'll think for us. In fact, |'ve
al ready got an idea. Wiy don't we - rats! W already tried
that. O, maybe . . ."

The barking got louder; in addition, the pounding of the

poni es' hooves could be heard along with Toede's own
hoarse shouting as he frantically barked orders at his
hunting party.

"This is going to be just a bit too close for confort,'
Kronin, funbling at the |ock

Talorin, still sitting on the carcass, squinted in deep
t hought. Every so often he brightened, but then quickly
shook his head and fell back to his cogitating. "Well, that
does it!" he finally announced, slapping his thigh with his
free hand. "I'mfresh out of ideas!"

Suddenl 'y Kronin stopped picking the lock. H s ears
twitched. "Say, did you hear sonething?"

"Hear somet hi ng?" repeated Tal orin, who was busy
scoopi hg up pebbles and inspecting themto see if any

m ght, accidentally, be jewels. "Yes, but | thought it was
you tugging at the lock - "

said

"No, no - " said Kronin. His ears twi tched again. He
turned to face the cave behind them "I think it cane from
in there."

Talorin directed his attention to the cave as well. He

| eaned toward it to listen better, dropping his pebbles.
"You're right! Hm Someone's an awfully |oud snorer!"”
The two kender stared at each other a nmonent. Their
eyes lit up with recognition. Kronin resumed picking the
l ock nore feverishly than ever. Talorin was al nost gi ddy

with excitenent. "Hold still, will you!" said Kronin.
"Ch, this will be a good one!"

The dogs soon cane to the cave and barked furiously at
its dark entrance, refusing, however, to go in.

"At last!" shouted Toede, pulling up on the reins of
Galiot and stopping behind his dogs. He slid off. "They're
trapped!"

"I hope so, sire - groaned G oag.

"Ch, they're in there, all right," said Toede. He stuck out
his hand for his bow and arrow.

"Yes, but every tine - "

"Come, cone! Be quick about it!" shouted Toede,
shapping his fingers inpatiently.

Groag handed t he weapons over. "They've been very
sneaky so far - "

"That's right! Very sneaky, indeed!" said Toede,



nocking his arrow. "And | ook where it's gotten them
They' re dooned!"

"Al'l the same, ny lord, | would proceed carefully -

"Bah! You just don't like seeing nme outwit a kender,"
cane back Toede, turning his back on Groag and peering
eagerly into the darkness of the cave.

"You're wong, ny lord," said Groag, sliding his bulk
clumsily off his pony. "Nothing would pl ease ne nore.

But - "

"Never mind 'but', " said Toede, turning back. "Just
foll ow your orders. Stay by the trees and watch the nounts
and dogs. 1'll leave you the slaves and the two rearguards.
If Kronin and that other pointy eared pipsqueak shoul d
sneak by us, kill them at once! Understand?"

"Yes, sire," said Goag, grateful at least for the respite.

"The rest of you follow ne!"

Whil e four of the hobgoblins eagerly di smounted, G oag
retreated back across the clearing to the trees with the
sl aves, dogs, ponies, and the two rearguards. Toede peered
once nmore into the cave, but this tine nore tentatively. His
faithful attendant had given himsecond thoughts. "Damn
that Groag," he nmuttered. "A ways ruining ny fun! \Well
not this time!" Bow and arrow nocked at the ready, Toede
padded stealthily into the cave, followed closely by his
guards. Soon they di sappeared in the bl ackness.

There was a nonment or so when nothing nuch
happened, except that the dogs kept barking and yanki ng at
their | eashes, pulling sone of the exhausted slaves fromthe
trees into the clearing. G oag hinself settled against a tree
and sat down on a bed of pine needles. He gently fingered
the tatters of his robe and sighed.

Suddenl y, several prolonged hobgoblin screeches echoed
fromthe cave. They were foll owed al nost inmedi ately by
none ot her than Toede hinself and his four guards, al
squealing like pigs at the top of their lungs and bolting out
of the cave as fast as their fat, arnor-clad bodies woul d
carry them

"My lord, what happened?" called Groag, junping to his
feet.

The answer cane qui ckly enough. Qut of the cave
energed a huge, very angry, reptilian head. Ri ght between
its flaring nostrils was stuck Toede's puny arrow. The
ener gi ng head was qui ckly shown to be attached to a | ong,
thick serpentine neck that slid out and out until the entirety
of an enornous green dragon stood before the cave.

"Attack! Attaaaack!" screaned Toede, his hands flailing
the air as he retreated across the open ground, his
bodyguards cl anking after him Meanwhile, the dogs had
reversed thensel ves and were now lunging in the opposite
direction, yel ping and draggi ng sone of the slaves with
them back into the forest.

The dragon sat back on its haunches before its cave, its
head soaring above the surrounding pine trees, its |eathern
wi ngs opening like two green sails of a great ship. Around
the dragon's thick rear ankle, looking |ike nothing nore
than a bracelet and charm were attached the chain and deer
car cass.

"Att aaaack!" screaned Toede, continuing his dash
toward the forest.

The two hobgobl i ns who had remained with G oag



stepped forward uneasily, their little pig eyes w dening,
their spears trenbling. "Kill it! Kill it!" G oag squeal ed.
"Protect your master!"

The two seened inclined to head for the rear, but they
were pressed forward by Toede. Planted behind them he
was grabbing at the arns of the other fleeing hobgoblin
guards, trying to spin them around. "Were are you going,
you cowards? Stop! Stop!"

By now nost of the guards, dogs, and slaves - with Gali ot
| eading the way - had scattered into the woods.

The dragon kept its glare fixed on the fat hobgoblin
H ghl ord who stood at the edge of the forest, junping up
and down, waving his fists, and barking orders at the two
qui vering guards he had pushed into the clearing. Goag
was frozen to his spot.

"CGet him You idiots! What are you waiting for?" Toede
shri eked.

At last the angry dragon, tired of the squealing, opened
its great maw, rolled its pink tongue out of the way, and
rel eased a great, thunderous discharge of flane that caught
Toede right in the mddle of one of his junps. The fl ames
passed right over the heads of the two hobgoblins edgi ng
their way backward. Tossing their spears in the air, they
fled in opposite directions.

The dragon's flanmes were so |oud that they drowned out
Toede' s squeal s.

Groag, standing several paces away from Toede, could
only watch in horror, his torn robes slowy being singed.
And when at long last the flames stopped, all he could see
remai ning of his master was his red-hot, gl ow ng arnor,
partly nmelted, |lying on the ground.

The dragon roared victoriously, causing pine needles to
rain fromthe trees. Then, using a front claw, the dragon
swatted the irritating arrow frombetween its nostrils and
slowy craw ed back into its cave, the deer-carcass bracel et
di sappearing with it, followed by the dragon's own tapering,
spi ked tail.

In the ensuing silence, Goag, pine needles covering his
head and shoul ders, stood al one, gawki ng at where Toede
had been ranting only monents before. After a nonent
nore, he was finally able to nove his legs a bit. About to
slink back into the forest, he heard an odd sound - a sort of
hi gh- pi tched, squeaky | augh ter. He stopped and | ooked to
see where it was coming from

H s eyes fell upon two snall beings perched on the
rocky hill, just over the entrance to the cave. So hard were
t hey laughing that they had fallen right over onto their
backs and were hol ding their aching stomachs.

*kkk*k

And that, nore or less, was the tale that was told in the
tavern and canme to be retold over and over throughout

Krynn.

When the hooded stranger had fini shed speaking, the

ot her patrons |ooked first at him then at Talorin, who was
smling proudly frompointy ear to pointy ear. "Kender can
sneak up on any sl eeping dragon,” he added unnecessarily.

A d Pug scratched his curly hair. "Well, I'Il be," he said
"So it's true about Kronin."



Anot her patron, the | anky human, patted the proud
kender on the back

"And now, kind stranger," continued Talorin
expansi vely, "perhaps you would like to offer thanks for
your liberation. | would be nost happy to relay your
gratitude to the great Kronin hinself."

"Gratitude?" grunmbled the hooded stranger. "G atitude?
For ny LI BERATI ON?"

"Wy, of course. Everyone knows Toede was a horrible
tyrant, and ever since that day - "

"Ever since that day," broke in the stranger, "I have sure
enough been free - but free to what? To wander aim essly?
To go hungry? To find no shelter? Gatitude, you say?
Look! Look upon ny gratitude!" And, with that, the
stranger tossed back his hood. The once el egant and
haughty, once well-fed mnion of the Hi ghlord was now
gaunt-faced and cl othed in rags.

"Groag!" yel ped the kender, sitting up straight.

And before anyone knew it, the crazed hobgoblin
brought forth fromunder the table a rusty doubl e- edged
battl e-ax, which he inmedi ately swng overhead. Down he
cane with it, just as the inebriated kender junped away, his
abandoned chair cracking in two. Everyone el se around the
tabl e junped back, knocking over their chairs.

"Stand still!" cried the enraged hobgoblin, jumping to
his feet and hefting the heavy axe once nore. "I want to
show you how dammed grateful | am’

"Some other time, perhaps!" called back Tal orin,
springing lightly back toward the door

Groag rushed himand swung the axe, smashing a row of
clay steins on the counter

"Qops!" cried Talorin. "I think maybe it's tine | take ny
| eave!" And, with that, he hopped out a round wi ndow.
"Farewel I !'" he called, his voice already distant in the
woods. "I'Ill give Kronin your best!"

"Come back!" raged Groag, holding the axe al oft and
dashing out the tavern door. "Come back and |l et me thank
you and all your neddling race!"

The remai ni ng patrons pressed back to the circular tree-
trunk wall for safety and | ooked at each other in disbelief.
Then the elf, a twinkle comng to his eye, began to chuckl e.
H s cheeks reddened nerrily. The others slowy joined him
and soon everyone was | aughi ng.

"Well, how do you like that?" said the elf, wiping a
cheerful tear froma pale blue eye as he returned to pick up
his chair. "Some people just don't know how to say thank
you. "

Everyone was now roaring heartily and shaking their
heads in anusenment as they resettled thenselves into their
chairs to resume their drinking.

All, that is, except old Pug. He only sighed deeply as he
returned to his counter to sweep away the shards of his
broken clay steins. Once again, as he knew woul d happen, a
kender had left w thout paying his tab

Definitions of Honor
Ri chard A. Knaak

They called the village Dragon's Point. It was a grand
nane for a tiny human settlenment | ocated at the tip of a



peni nsul a northeast of Kornen. Fishtown m ght have been
nore appropriate. Al who lived in Dragon's Point played
some part in the fishing trade. Young and old, nen and
worren.

Visitors were rare in this part of the world: a few traders,
a wandering soul, even a minor cleric now and then. A
Kni ght of Sol ammi a, then, should have been a sight rare
enough to make every villager cease his work and stare in
astoni shment. At |east that was what Torbin had believed.
Yet, they did little nore than eye hi m suspi ciously and then
di sappear into their respective hones. They seenmed nore
frightened than surprised.

Those standi ng nearest to him- those that did not run or
sneak away - watched himw th narrowed, covetous eyes.

H s personal wealth amounted to little, but it mnust have
seened a king's treasure to these folk. Hi s hand strayed to
his sword just |ong enough to warn potential bravados. The
nmessage shot home with the swi ftness of an arrow. Torbin
soon found hinself alone in the mdst of the very village he
had cone to protect.

A young knight, he had a trenmendous desire to prove
hinmself to the world. He wanted to make a nane for
hi nsel f, something that would gain himthe respect of the
el ders of his order, sonething that would nake the conmon
folk gaze at himin w de-eyed admration. In short - though
he woul d not have admitted it to hinmself, nuch less to
anyone else - Torbin wanted to be a hero.

Most of his fellows had chosen to go south toward the
nor e popul ous regions. They would fight a few bandits,
stare down a few peasants, and cone back boasting of their
great struggles. Torbin wanted nuch nore than that. He
wanted a real struggle, a worthy adversary. That was why
he had chosen to head toward Kornen and then up the
peni nsul a. The minotaurs |ived near here. Savage nan-
beasts with their own code of honor

A commoner, making his ways to the nore hospitable
| ands to the sout hwest, had spoken of the village held in a
grip of terror by a great band of m notaurs. The man-beasts
prow ed the woods and marched al ong the shore. Any day
now t hey woul d surely overrun the hel pl ess settlenment.

Tor bi n suspected the conmoner of being a great
enbel | i sher, and further questioning proved himcorrect in
t hat assunption. The great band was reduced to one | one
m not aur and a few whi spered but unaccountabl e incidents.
The situation seened ideal

Two weeks later, Dragon's Point's new savi or had
reached his destination

It stank heavily of fish.

Three slightly better-dressed men net himat the village
center. By their continual bickering over which of them was
to speak - none of the three seenmed to want the actual honor
- he assumed themto be menbers of the |ocal governing
power. As a matter of fact, they turned out to be the nmayor,
the chief fisherman, and the tax collector. Torbin took the
choi ce out of their hands by steering his horse toward the
mayor. The man | ooked ready to faint, but managed to
sputter out a greeting. The knight renmpved his hel net and
returned the greeting.

The three el ders seened a bit disappointed in his
yout hf ul appearance. Torbin was cl ean-shaven and rat her



handsome, though his nose hooked slightly. His eyes were a
bri ght blue, which seemed to accentuate his | ack of
experience. His brown hair contrasted greatly with the

bl ond | ocks that donminated in this village. The tax collector
a weed of a man who stared down his prom nent nose at
everyone, sniffed at the newconmer with open disdain. The

ot hers shushed hi m

"My name is Torbin. | amnerely seeking a place to stay
for a night before |I continue ny journey." He had deci ded
to play it dunb for the time being, the better to check the
accuracy of his own information.

The mayor, a plunp, bald man with the unlikely name of
Hal | ard Boar br eaker, |ooked even nore distressed. "Then
you have not conme to save us fromthe m notaurs?"

The knight stiffened. "M notaurs? | vaguely renmenber
hearing that the islands of the great man-beasts were said to
be sonewhere near here, out beyond the Blood Sea of Istar
correct?" He waited for themto nod. "I know not hi ng about
your plight. How many? How near ?"

Bet ween the three of them he eventually discovered that
there was indeed only one such creature, though it had
originally arrived in a boat with others. The rest had
i medi ately turned around and headed for hone, to plan
nore war strategy, no doubt. The remaini ng ninotaur had
situated itself somewhere on the shore, though fromtheir
i nconsi stent accounts, the exact |ocation could be anywhere
within an hour's to a day's ride. The one thing all three
agreed on was that this mnotaur nust be an advance scout
for an invading army. Those brave enough to spy on the
creature had reported that it sat in the same spot every day,
cutting sharp sticks fromwod it gathered and staring out at
the sea in expectation

A grand image was swiftly formng in the young knight's
m nd. He pictured hinmself standing over the gutted body of
the horrific mnotaur, his sword bearing the severed head of
the beast on its point. A better trophy he could not have
asked for. It did not occur to himthat such a scene could

easily be reversed. He was, after all, a Knight of Sol ami a.
Looki ng as stern as possible, he nodded. "Very well.

Cone the dawn, | will ride out to deal with the m notaur
Before the sun sets, | will be back with its head. You have

my word on it."

They | ooked rather dubious at this |last statenment, but

t hanked hi m nonet hel ess. |If he succeeded, they would be al
too happy to honor himwith a feast. If he failed, they
woul d be no worse off than if he had never cone.

At Torbin's request, they found hima place to stay for

the night. He was al so served one of the finest neals the

i nn"s cook had ever made, though the knight hinself had
never really been that fond of fish and thus did not realize
the troubl e the woman had gone through. As it was, he was
barely able to down the foul dish. Torbin was al so ignorant
of the fact that she had outdone herself for the sole reason
that she believed this young man was going out to die and
deserved one last fine neal.

Torbin made no attenpt to converse with those who

drifted in and out of this poor attenpt at a public inn. The
few who stayed for very long only glanced his direction,

that same hungry look in their eyes. The kni ght found

hi nsel f anxiously awaiting the norrow



He bedded down for the night - it could only | oosely be
called a bed, being nore of a bug-ridden mattress on a

pi ece of wood - and eventually drifted off into sleep despite
hi s numerous tiny conmpanions. In his dreams he finally
found pl easure, skewering his hapl ess foe a thousand
di fferent ways, each one nore daring and skillful than the
one preceding it.

He rode quietly, hoping not to alert the mnotaur. The
tracks he had cone across were fresh and spoke of a |arge
beast. Torbin's pul se qui ckened. Legends said the mnotaurs
were crafty fighters, as skilled in their own way as the
Kni ghts of Sol ammi a. They al so had their own code of
honor of which sonme of the ol der knights had spoken wth
great respect.

For a short time, he was forced to ride around trees on a
path that could be described as naddening at best. It twi sted
this way and that, and the kni ght even found hinself
nmonentarily facing the direction he had just come from
Abruptly, it turned toward the coastline and led himto a
gritty, open area.

Of to the north, his left, he saw the | ean-to; nearby sat
the feared minotaur, his great horned head bent over sone
unknown t ask.

Using the natural curve of the land to hide him Tor-bin
readi ed his sword and shield and backed the horse up in
order to give it nmore time to build up speed before he
clashed with the mnotaur. A smile flickered on his face. He
took a deep breath, quickly searched his mnd for any
options he might have m ssed, and then spurred the horse
on.

The warhorse's great speed quickly ate away at the
di stance between Torbin and the m notaur. The knight saw
his adversary stand at first notice of the noise and turn
qui ckly toward him The m notaur was unarmed, but there
were a | arge nunber of |ong wooden shafts beside it. The
man- beast could easily reach one of them |l ong before
Torbin cane cl ose enough to strike.

Nevert hel ess, the mnotaur nmade no nove toward its
weapons. Torbin's grimdeterm nati on gave way to puzzled
i ndi gnati on. He had never struck down an unarmed foe. It
went agai nst everything he considered honorabl e, even
when fighting a creature such as the m notaur

They woul d cl ose soon. The minotaur had still not
reached for a weapon and, in fact, |ooked ready to die. Wth
a sudden curse, the young knight pulled sharply on the reins
of his horse, trying desperately to go around the creature
rather than run into it. He did not think even a m notaur
could survive the blows of a trained warhorse if the victim
had no intention of defending itself.

The horse finally allowed itself to be turned. For severa
seconds, nman and steed whirled wildly around as the horse
fought to rebalance itself. Torbin lost his sword in an
attenpt to keep the reins fromslipping fromhis hands. The
horse snorted loudly and then sl owed. The kni ght was able
to regain his own bal ance and pull the horse to a halt. It was
then that he first noticed the | oss of his weapon.

He twi sted around and | ocked gazes with the mnotaur. The
massi ve creature calmy wal ked over to the sword and
picked it up. Turning it so that the hilt pointed toward



Torbin, the mnotaur returned it to him The knight blinked,
then accepted the bl ade. The m notaur returned to its
carving, staring once nore out at the Blood Sea while it

wor ked.

Torbin led his horse so that the mnotaur's view would
be bl ocked. The creature | ooked up at him Torbin pointed
the sword at the m notaur.

"WIl you stand and fight? |'ve always been told that
m not aurs were courageous, fierce warriors, not cowards!"

The man-beast's nostrils flared, but it made no attenpt
to attack. Instead, it put down one stick and began work on
anot her. Torbin grew angrier. How was he to prove hinsel f
if his adversary refused to fight? H's sense of honor
prevented himfrom striking an opponent who refused
battl e.

The mi notaur chose that noment to talk. Its voice was
deep and tended to runble like thunder. "I would rather talk
than fight, Knight of Solamia, who is too far from hone.

Pl ease, join me."

It took several seconds for the words to sink in. Tor-bin
stared at the minotaur. Wth those first words the m notaur
became a person, not an "it" |like so many people, including
Torbin, considered the individual nmenbers of the minotaur
race to be. Torbin accepted the invitation w thout thinking.
It did not occur to himuntil he had di smounted and
sheat hed his bl ade that the m notaur could have easily
skewered hi mseveral tines.

"Sit here." Hi s unusual host indicated a spot next to his
own. Torbin followed his |ead.

"Who are you? Wiy do you disturb me? | have done
not hi ng save sharpen a few sticks." The m notaur was
genui nel y annoyed, as if this were his personal beach and
no one else's. He paused in his labors to inspect the I|atest
stick. Gunting, he threwit away.

Torbin, who had not expected to play question games with
a full-grown minotaur, took sonme tinme in answering. He
was still not sure that he was not sitting in sone sort of
el aborate trap. Mnotaurs were highly intelligent creatures
who enjoyed proving their superiority over other races.

The mi notaur repeated his questions. Torbin saw no
reason not to relate the truth. The creature nodded as he
listened to himgo over the story of his arrival in Dragon's
Point, the fears of the people there, and what the town
el ders had asked of him

The creature shook his head. "Humans! So ready to fal
prey to the shadows of fear. Your race has a m nd

it should learn to use it."

Torbin did not disagree, but felt the case was rather
overstated. Men, he told the minotaur, were not all the
sane. Some were brave, sone were fools, some had honor
sone were thieves.

"Let us talk of honor." The minotaur's gaze was oddly
intent. He had conpl etely abandoned hi s woodwor k

Havi ng never studied the minotaurs or their way of life,
Torbin all owed the man-beast to go first. The creature
turned his eyes once nore to the sea. Torbin | ooked, but
could see nothing but the eternal notion of waves rolling
toward the shore.

"M notaurs, |ike some nmen, believe that honor is first
and forenost."



The kni ght nodded. "Wthout honor, a man's life is
wort hl ess. He is dammed. The tale of Lord Soth is |egend
anong the Knights of Sol ami a. "

"I have heard the tale. The kni ght who abandoned his
mate for an elf woman, condemed now to haunt the halls
of his castle, reliving his crines to his famly and friends."'

"That is essentially correct.”

The man-beast seened to consider something. "Was he
an honorable man before this great transgression?"

"To ny know edge. As | understand it, he was high |y
t hought of by all anmong the orders. That is what makes his
crime that nuch nore terrible. To abandon honor so
abruptly. It is unthinkable."

"Apparently not. Soth did so. | wonder what he felt?"

Torbin shrugged. Only Soth knew, and no one was goi ng
to take the risk to ask him

The minotaur blinked. "On the islands, honor is
everything. It sets us above the | esser races. The elves claim
they are honorable, but they are perhaps the greatest
tricksters other than kender. Wrse yet, they will not fight.
They run and hide, shouting all the while that it's none of
their concern, they had nothing to do with it, it wasn't their
fault. In the end, they are an old, cowardly people."

Torbin, who had never net an elf face-to-face and had
heard a nunber of stories concerning them could not judge
how nmuch truth the minotaur's statements contained. He did
know, however, of the rather egotistical attitude of the
m notaurs in general

"One day, the minotaurs will swarmfromthe islands and
conquer all of Krynn. Qur |eader clains that. H's
predecessor clained that we are the supreme race."

Fearing the conversation was steering toward the blind
rhetoric of superiority the minotaurs were famous for
Torbin dared to interrupt. "You were speaking of honor?"

The mi notaur nodded. "On Mthas and Kot has, we fight
for our place in society. In the name of honor, we slay one
anot her. A minotaur who does not fight has no honor. He is
a coward, a non-being."

"A cruel society. The Knights of Sol ammia woul d never
permt such usel ess bl oodshed."

The mi notaur gave a fierce snort. Torbin froze, sure that
t he man-beast was preparing to junp him As the snorting
continued, the young knight realized the mnotaur was
| aughi ng. There was no humor in his |aughter, though

"I have heard many tales of the Knights of Sol ami a.

You are well respected by ny people. There are stories of
bands of kni ghts who have fought on, refusing to yield their
position, until all are dead. Forget that in many

ci rcunmst ances they could have retreated to better ground, to
fight another day. | have heard of knights who have taken
their own lives because they have shamed thensel ves

before their fellows."

Torbin's hand went to the hilt of his sword. "Wat you
say is true; there are such tales. Yet, you tw st them so that
t hey sound like acts of - "

"Blind pride and stupidity. Are honor and pride really so
i mportant to you, young knight? If a friend di ed because
you were | ax, would you | eave the Kni ght hood?"

"A knight who fails in his duty is not worthy of his
title." The quote by one of his instructors came to Tor-bin



with little difficulty.

"Coul d you not nmake up for your m stake?"

"The friend would still be dead. It would still be ny
responsibility."”

The mi notaur sighed, a sound much like a roaring w nd.
"How | ong woul d you go on paying for that m stake? Ten
years? Twenty? |If you should save a dozen lives, would
you still punish yourself for that one?"

"Your question is beyond the point of ridiculousness.”

"I's it?" The man-beast studied his own hands. "Wuld
you run a man through fromthe back? A man who did not
even know there was a hint of danger?"

Torbin gasped. "A mnotaur might slay a man in such a
way, but a Knight of Solammia would never do such a fou
deed! | would challenge him™"

"I ndeed? What if you knew this man could easily
outfight you? What if you knew that, if he survived, he
woul d cause the deaths of many?" The minotaur's eyes now

bore deep into the young knight's. "I ask again, are honor
and pride such good things? Mist we always do 'the right
thing'? "

Torbin did not answer. He was confused. The minotaur's
wor ds nmade some sense, yet, they could not.

The man-beast turned away fromhim an al nost sad

ook in his eyes. Torbin waited, but the m notaur would not
speak. Instead, he commrenced once nore with his carving.
The kni ght sat and watched himfor a few m nutes nore,

and then he stood up. The m notaur paid himno mnd and
went on carving another shaft. Torbin returned to his horse
and nounted up.

He rode away without |ooking or speaking to the

m not aur agai n.

The mayor, the chief fisherman, and the tax collector
were all waiting for him As he rode up to them he noticed
how their eyes kept returning to the sword in his sheath. He
renenbered his earlier promse and gritted his teeth. The
mayor stepped forward.

"I's the beast dead, then? Whuld that | had been therel
W feared for you - such a silly thing! Did you severe his
head from his body? Campos!" The chief fisherman
trundl ed forward, picking his yellowed teeth as he wal ked.
"Have some of your boys drag the carcass back here!l W'l
put it where all can see it!"

"The minotaur is not dead."

Torbin mght well have denmanded the mayor's firstborn
child by the ook on the man's pudgy face. The chief
fisherman | ooked grimand spat. The tax collector smled
knowi ngly.

"Not dead?! Wunded? Run off, has he?"

This part was even nore difficult for Torbin to get out.
"I did not fight him W tal ked."

"TALKED?! ?" all three shouted in one voice. A nunber
of villagers popped their heads out of w ndows and
doorways to see what the noise was all about. A few began
muttering and pointing in Torbin's direction. Someone
| aughed harshly.

"I do not think he will harmyou."

"Coward!" The mayor raised his fist, though his distance
to the knight did not shrink by even the m nutest anount.



"I should have you run out of Dragon's Point!"
Torbin was turning red with anger. On top of everything
el se, he did not need idiotic backwoods fishernmen calling
hima coward for no reason at all. He pulled out his sword
with one swift notion and tucked the point neatly under the
plump man's chin. The mayor let out a gurgle and froze.
Vil |l agers began pouring out of their hones, though none
noved cl ose enough to lend the stout, blustery man a hand.
"I did not come here to be insulted. You know very little

about the situation as it really is. If it will satisfy you, 1"l
keep an eye on the mi notaur. Should he attenpt to cause
any harm 1'll deal with him WIIl that suit you?" In truth,

he could not have cared less if it did or did not. This
village, this whole region could be dammed for all he cared.
It stank. The peopl e stank even nore.

The chief fisherman whi spered sonmething into the

mayor's ear. The mayor nodded as best he coul d,

consi dering the circunstances. The tax collector joined in.
Breathing a little sl ower now, Torbin renoved the point
fromthe mayor's throat. After several seconds of
swal | owi ng, the man was able to speak

"It - it has b-been decided that your suggestion is quite
reasonable - " He paused as Torbin's grip grew tight around
the hilt of the sword. " - | nmean REALLY reasonabl e.
Therefore, we will let you deal with the situation as it
stands. Provided - " The mayor hesitated again until he felt
it safe " provi ded that you give us your oath that you will
kill the creature at the first sign of hos-hostility."

Torbi n sheathed his sword and eyed the three in disgust.
"Agreed."

The neal he received that evening was far inferior to

the one the night before, though Torbin was unaware of it.
He had a great desire to leave this village. He was sick of
fish already and sick of these people. The m notaur was
better conpany than these thieving wormdi ggers, despite
hi s maddeni ng questions. Were it not for his pride, the
young kni ght m ght have ridden out of the village there and
then. As it was, he nerely retired early, relieved to be away
fromthe inhabitants of this godforsaken village and

anxi ous to see what the next day woul d bring.

Sunrise saw himfar fromthe village, nearing the shore
where the minotaur made his hone. The nan-beast was
there; in fact, he |looked as if he had not budged fromthe
spot since yesterday. As usual, he was carving. Torbin
wonder ed why the ground was not littered with short spears
fromhis previous efforts. Perhaps the ninotaur used them
for hunting at night, the knight reasoned.

He steered the horse toward the minotaur. The ani nmal
snorted its displeasure at being forced to go peaceably
toward what it considered a major threat. Training won out,
t hough. Torbin was master and nmust be obeyed. The
m not aur continued to gaze out at the sea so intently that the
young kni ght was unsure whether the creature knew of his
pr esence.

As if on cue, the minotaur spoke. Hi s gaze renained fixed
on the Bl ood Sea. "Wl come back, Knight of Sol ami a.

You're early."

Torbin had not been aware that he had had an

appoi ntnent, but he chose to say nothing. Today, he wanted



to talk to the minotaur, find out nore about the man-beast's
honel and. By his manner, the m notaur was unlike many of

his race. The tales of bloodthirsty, arrogant nonsters was
too consistent to be entirely fal se.

Buried in his subconscious, hidden by a nunmber of
excuses, lay the true reason for his visit; Torbin's nind was
now riddled with doubts about hinmself and that which he
had believed in until now

" 1 have come to a decision today."

The kni ght blinked. "A decision?"

The mi notaur spoke as if Torbin's words had gone
unheard. "I have cone to a decision today. Honor and pride
are nothing without reason. It is not an abrupt decision; in
fact, it is the same decision | nmade | ong ago. There is a tine
to fight, atine to give up one's life for another, and a tine
to run. Tonorrow, the run will be over."

"Run?" Torbin clinmbed off his horse very quietly lest he
destroy the mnotaur's chain of thought. The man-beast
ignored him He seened to be watching every wave,
mar ki ng every turn of the breeze.

"M notaurs nust fight for their place in society. A
m not aur who does not fight does not exist. He shanmes his
fam ly. They call him'kenderwhel p' or 'elf-bastard.' Even
"manling.' He is shunned by those who know hi m and
cursed by those who do not. M ght nakes right; honor is
all.”

The minotaur abruptly turned to Torbin, who had forgotten
to sit, so intent was he on followi ng the other's words.
"Tonmorrow, honor will be returned. No |onger will they
hold their heads in shanme." The final word sounded al nost
like a curse. The minotaur threw his latest effort far into the
sea. He watched it hit with an unruly splash and then vani sh
from sight.

Torbin found hinself oddly concerned. "Wat happens
t onmor r ow?"

"Is it pride or love? Is it honor or fear?" The man-beast
stood. For the first tine, Torbin noticed the small, neat
stack of short spears. Each point had been finely honed.

The best of the minotaur's work. "Forgive ne if | |eave you
so soon. | have preparations to nmake which nust be nade
in private. | ask you not to follownme. |I will harmno one."

Torbin protested, but the mnotaur held up one nassive,
clawed paw. "I know what the village thinks. They are
humans, after all, with human idiocies. Let them believe
what they wish to believe. Come the norrow, they will
know the truth of things."

The mi notaur chose two of the sharpened sticks and
hefted them his skill and know edge evident as he dropped
one in favor of another. Eventually satisfied with two, he
trudged of f toward the woods, his huge feet |eaving deep
holes in the soft ground. Torbin estimated himto be well
over seven feet when standing upright, seven feet of
fighting m notaur, undoubtedly a chanpion anong his race
if he so chose

Yet, he had not. Torbin could only guess at the twi sted
turn the other's life nust have taken

He returned to the village shortly thereafter, refusing to
acknow edge the nocking stares of the inhabitants. Most of
t he day was spent checking and rechecki ng his equi prment,
runni ng through his exercises, caring for his horses. It was



all done halfheartedly, |ike sone sort of stalling maneuver.
Torbin could not find it in hinself to push on, but at the
same time could not stand the thought of staying any

| onger. He could feel the eyes at his back, hear the whispers
and curses.

He stayed the night at the inn again, this tinme conpletely
avoi di ng any neal even renmpotely snelling of fish. He had

long ago learned to live off the land. He did not even
consi der eating sonething else; food prepared in the village
left a bitter taste in his nouth.

He woke at first light, the decision to | eave this place
firmy planted in his mnd. Despite such grand

det erm nation, however, he still found hinsel f packing as
the sun neared nidday. That was when the deci sion was
taken away from him ' The ninotaur had entered the
vi | | age.

The people were in a panic. Wrmren were pulling

children off the streets. Men rushed to the town el ders,
demandi ng t hat somet hing be done. The town el ders, once
again led by the | ess-than-eager mayor, in turn rushed to
Tor bi n, demandi ng that he do as he promi sed or suffer the
consequences. Torbin idly wondered what sort of
consequences the mayor could have in mind if he really

t hought the minotaur was there to destroy the village. D d
he expect the mnotaur to wait his turn?

The man-beast did not slink into the village. Despite
being realistically outnunbered should the villagers

di scover their backbones, he wal ked straight and tall. Even
the tallest man in the village cane no higher than his
shoul der. There was disdain in the mnotaur's eyes;
Dragon's Point was no argunment for the strengths of man. It
snel l ed. The people were dirty, cowardly. Anong all of
them only the Knight of Solammia, an outsider, deserved
respect. The others deserved nothing - not even notice.

M not aur and kni ght met just before the center of the
village. Torbin forewent neeting the other on horseback
whi ch woul d have given the knight a psy chol ogi cal edge.
The mi notaur had given no indication that he had cone to
fight. Torbin could do no Iess.

Reveal i ng enpty hands, the man-beast acknow edged
the knight. Torbin returned the greeting. The villagers had
nostly vani shed by this tine; a few hardy souls dared to
stand in the shadows and watch. The mayor and his allies,
nmore out of fear for their positions than their lives, actually
remai ned out in the street, only a few yards fromthe
encounter itself. The minotaur did not even glance in their
direction.

"I have cone to you because you are the only one
worthy of notice anongst this rabble." The minotaur's
breat hi ng was ragged, as if the nan-beast had been running
or was anxi ous about sonething. Torbin studied the other's
form Wth the exception of a |loincloth, the m notaur was
bare of any sort of clothing. Though the fur-covered skin
glistened slightly, it was not the sweat of heavy novenent.
The knight's curiosity deepened.

"What is it you wish of me?" Torbin did not bother to
whi sper. No one was cl ose enough to hear him

The words were difficult for the nan-beast to get out. "I
ask that you follow ne back to the shore. Today things wll



cone to a proper conclusion. The village will have no need
to fear me anynore."

The kni ght wanted to know nmore, but his trained eye

could see that the m notaur was under heavy strain and

wanted to be away fromthose he still considered his

| essers, despite his rather peaceful ways. "I'll need to get ny
horse. "

"One hour. No later." As an afterthought - "Please hurry.

Tinme is short.”

The minotaur turned to | eave and again noticed how the
villagers scurried out of sight whenever he turned toward
them He turned back to Torbin and glared, not at him but
at the village and what it represented. "They live in constant

fear here, yet they will not |leave. A stupid lot. One nore
thing you can tell them should they even cone near the

shore this day, they will bring the wath of the suprenme race
down upon them There will be nothing but ashes to mark

where this village once stood. Understand that | do not
threaten; what | say is nmerely fact."

Torbin stood there and absorbed the full inpact of the
m notaur's words as he watched him stal k of f, purposefully
noticing every human on his way out. The kni ght doubted
any warni ng was necessary. It was nore stubbornness than
bravado that kept the villagers at the tip of the peninsula.
What their ancestors had been |ike Torbin could only guess.
The present inhabitants of Dragon's Point, however, were
not the adventurous type.

He rel ayed the minotaur's nmessage to the mayor and
those villagers who had already dared to step foot out of
their homes and was nore than pleased by their reactions.
Torbin had alnost as little |love for these people as the
m notaur had; it was his duty, though, to protect themin
spite of thenselves. For that reason alone - not his chief
reason, assuredly - he would be at the minotaur's dwelling
by the time of the deadline.

Returning to his restless steed, he nounted up. Though
it woul d have been to his preference if the horse had
charged, he forced hinself to keep the ani mal under contro
and nake it trot slowy through the village street. The
mayor, who seenmed to have nothing better to do than to
stand in the streets, wished himthe best of luck in what the
peopl e of Dragon's Point had now assunmed was at |ong | ast
the great battle. Torbin focused his eyes strai ght ahead and
remai ned silent. He would explain the truth when it was al
over.

The minotaur was at the shore when Torbin arrived. The
huge nman-beast was startingly swift. He was sweating and
breat hi ng heavily, but he was far from exhausted. He
greeted the knight with a slight nod of his massive, horned
head. Torbin di snounted and sat down beside him The
m notaur waited until his breath returned to him before

speaki ng.
"The village is in no danger fromny people. It probably
never will be. Dragon's Point is nothing - a foul-snelling

pool of your people's dregs. In fact, its presence nay very
wel |l be important to us. It lets us point at humans and say
'see them - see how weak and pathetic they are.' "

The dark brown eyes shifted to the famliar horizon

Torbin automatically followed suit and thought he saw
something in the distance. A speck, little nore.



Letting | oose an animalistic snort, the m notaur said,
"My people. Despite their prowess, their disdain for the
"l esser' races, they are less than gully dwarves in somne
ways. "

The man-beast's words startled Torbin. From what he
under st ood of the race, such words were nearly treason. The
m not aur gave his equivalent of a snile, one filled with
nore nockery than hunor.

"We are blind to our faults. The | esser races have no
need to fear us. W will continue to kill and mai mone
another in order to prove our individual superiority and gain
oursel ves rank. We have done so for as |long as nenory has
existed and will do so until the Final Day. It is our way; it
has becone . . . habit."

The minotaur's eyes never strayed fromthe Bl ood Sea.

Now, they w dened ever so little. Torbin, trained to notice
such minor things, turned his attention back to the sea. The
speck was still there, but it was now just close enough to be
i dentified.

It was a boat.

He heard the m notaur groan softly and | ooked at him
The massive creature stood up and stretched. H s aninallike
features contorted in an attenpt to frown. "Thus it begins
again. For their sakes."

The words did not seemdirected to Torbin. Rather, they
wer e unconsci ous t houghts accidentally spoken out | oud.

The minotaur peered intently at the incomng craft, as if
assuring hinself that it was really there. He then bent over
and began sel ecting the best of his woodwork.

Torbin reacted instantly. If the passengers on the boat
meant trouble, he was nmore than willing to lend his strength
to that of the minotaur, whom he had cone to think of as a
kindred spirit. To his surprise, however, a hand prevented
himfromdrawi ng his blade. He turned to find hinself
staring into the bottom ess, dark eyes of the man-beast.

"The feeling is appreciated, human, but | cannot permt
you to risk yourself. This is ny battle. | ask that you only
observe." The mi notaur would not renove his hand unti
t he kni ght had sworn an oath.

Wth incredi ble speed, the boat nmade its way toward the
shore. Though he shoul d have expected it, Torbin was stil
t aken aback by the crew s appearances. They were al
m notaurs, to his eyes varying only slightly in appearance;
they wore sone arnor and carried swords or tridents. He
noted that as a group they stared at the first mnotaur
whenever ab?e.

As the boat ran aground, four of the creatures junped out
and hel ped drag it farther to shore. Watching them work,
Torbin could not help being awed by the strength in their
arms and legs. He tried to imgine a | arge, coordinated
force of mnotaurs and shuddered. Better that they should
continue to kill one another than turn on the world itself. If
not for their brutal ways anobngst thenselves, they would
have swarmed over the eastern part of the continent |ong
ago.

Torbin's friend nuttered, "I tried to convince them of the
i diocy of fighting one another. Only later did | realize what
that would result in. Fortunately, they were too ashamed of
me to listen.”

There were six all together. None seenmed as tall as the



original mnotaur. They saluted himsolemly. The
m not aur sal uted them back. The | eader of the new band
gl anced at the knight.

Torbi n's conpani on spoke. "A Knight of Sol amia, here
to observe. The rules permit - no, demand - such a witness."

The | eader snorted. H's voice was even deeper than the
first mnotaur's. "W greet you, Knight of Solammia. The
honor of your order precedes you." He paused, considering
the other mnotaur's statenment. "I al so accept you as
wi tness, though |I believe it may very well be the first tine
t hat one other than our race has stood for a possible
condemed. "

Torbin forced hinmself to utter an enpty, fornmal greeting.

Li ke and unlike fish, it left a bad taste in his nouth.

The | eader turned back to the original mnotaur. "Have
you cone to terns?"

"I still remain the same. My thoughts have not changed."

The newconer seened al nost sad. He tightened his grip
on the sword he carried. "Then there is nothing nore to
say."

"Not hi ng. W& may begi n whenever you w sh."

Turning to his own compani ons, the |eader said, "Form
the circle. Alternate order."

There were three minotaurs armed with tridents. An equa
nunber, including the |eader, carried huge broadswords.

Each m notaur, barring Torbin's conpanion, wre a
breastpl ate and arm and ankl e guards. The six fornmed a
circle and held their weapons before themin cerenonial
style.

The original mnotaur, carrying two of his best hand-
crafted stakes, stepped into the mddle. He saluted the
others. They returned the salute. The | eader gave a shout in
some tongue Torbin could not understand. The six dropped
into fighting stances. The single figure in the center copied
their actions al nost i mediately.

A trident flashed toward the encircled m notaur.

Armed with only the two stakes, the entrapped m notaur
ducked bel ow the jab and thrust. The attacker backed
away, but two others noved in. A great gash appeared in
the right armof the condemmed man-beast. He showed no
sign of pain and fended of f both weapons.

The battl e began in earnest.

As one, they nmoved in with swift thrusts, jabs, and
counterattacks. Blood flowed freely. At |east one attacker
went down. A sword fell near the condemmed. He nade no
nmove toward it. A trident point caught himin the side of
the chest. He grunted and stunbled to one knee. The over-
eager executioner charged into the circle, expecting to
bring an end to the fight. He was greeted with a stake to his
throat, which the trapped mnotaur threw with anmazing
power .

The [ oss of that weapon, though, was the condemed
man- beast' s undoi ng. He was not allowed time to reach any
of the weapons that had been dropped. Nor could he defend
hi nsel f conpletely with only the stake in his left hand. The
edge of a blade cut into his good arm A trident sank deep
into his chest. The minotaur fell back, still clutching the
si mpl e weapon in his hand.

Three of the other mnotaurs backed away. A single
executioner, arned with a trident, stepped toward the



bl eedi ng, slunping form The m notaur on the ground
cl osed his eyes.

Tor bi n renenbered shouting sonet hing at that point,
but the exact words would forever be |ost. One of the
m notaurs turned toward himand nmade sure he did not
interfere. His enptions screaned for himto interfere - to
stop the final blow - but the Training and the Gath held him
back. The enpty words made hi m pause that one initial
nonent .

The trident came down with terrible speed.

It was over quickly. The outcone had never been in
doubt, though the possible damage was. Bl ades had thrust,
tridents had jabbed. Al the while, two sinple, sharpened
sticks had attenpted to hold themoff while also trying to
reach targets of their own.

The condemmed lay crunpled in a |arge heap, the
broken points of a trident sticking out of the side of his
chest. The owner of the trident would not care about the
| oss of his weapon; he lay sprawl ed no nore than a foot
away, blood flowi ng fromthe openi ng which had once been
his neck. Slightly away fromthe two, a third linp formlay
spread across the ground, a gaping wound in the stomach
hi s undoi ng.

O the remaining four mnotaurs, not one had escaped
some sort of injury. The | eader sported a jagged cut on his
right arm made just before the final thrust of his own
weapon. Two of the others, covered with mnor cuts, were
attenpting to renmove part of a wooden stake fromthe | eg of
the third. Torbin's conpani on had nore than accounted for
hi nmsel f.

After assisting the mnotaur with the | eg wound aboard the
boat, the other three quietly turned to the task of picking up
the dead. They carried both of their fallen conrades to the
vessel, but conpletely ignored the remaining corpse.

Torbin could stand no nore. He had sworn that he
woul d not interfere, and he had not. The pure call ousness of
t he man-beasts, however, had shaken himconpletely. He
pulled forth his sword and stepped forward, shouting such
vi ol ent curses at themthat they could not possibly pretend
to not hear.

At first he thought they would all come charging at him
The | eader, though, raised his good arm and prevented any
nmoverrent by his warriors. Alone, he wal ked calnmy over to
t he kni ght.

"W have no quarrel with you, Knight of Solamia. You
are here as witness, no nmore. Do not force disaster upon
yoursel f." The mi notaur eyed Torbin's weapon as if it were
a child s toy. Conpared to his own massive weapon, it
m ght have been

"You can't |leave himthere! He fought agai nst
i mpossi bl e odds and fought admrably!"

The mi notaur glanced coldly at the remaining body. "It
was to be expected of him... to make up for his cowardice.
He brought shanme upon his famly, so great and strong
until now. " The cold stare fixed on Torbin. "You would not
understand. You are still only a human, even if one of the
Kni ghts of Sol ammia."

Torbin's grip tightened on his sword hilt. "Then explain
it to me. Please."

The man-beast sighed. "His famly is great and powerful.



For ten generations, they have had a chanpion, a living
synmbol of our superiority. He was to be the synmbol of this
generation." The voice | owered. The col dness slipped away
wi t hout warning, revealing a figure silently fighting
angui sh. "Sone say he nust have net a cleric on one of his
journeys to the continent. They are known to seek out our
ki nd, subvert themto the weak gods of the humans and the
ot her races. No one woul d have expected it of him Not the
preachi ng of peace, of dwarves and kender being our equals
- ha! - or of us abandoning the ganes! How el se can we
find our place in society? Wwo wuld we choose for our

| eaders? An unbl ooded cow?"

The minotaur stiffened, his mask on once nore. "Thus

he was given the choice. Hs famly was disgraced. Conbat
was their only hope. W would see if his cowardice was so
great that he would pull his famly down with him for they
woul d have suffered if he had refused conbat. Such
weakness can only be inherited."

Tor bi n sheat hed his weapon, but did not otherw se

nmove fromhis place. "This? This is conbat ?"

"He could have run. W gave him days to prepare or

flee. The choice was his."

"That is no choice."

The mi notaur sighed once nore. "As | said, you would

not understand our way of honor. It is not your fault.
Forget it and return to your kind. The scal es have been
bal anced; honor has been returned to his fanmly."

"He deserves burial."

"Hi s honor has been vindicated. His crinmes can never

be. It is forbidden to bury crinminals on hone soil."

One of the other mnotaurs cane up behind the | eader

and whi spered sonet hi ng. The | eader thought for a

nmonent and nodded. "This one would speak to you al one.

He is kin to the condemed. "

The | eader returned to the boat. The newconer sniffed

in the direction of Torbin, apparently finding his odor

of fensive. He pointed at the body. "I have been given

perm ssion to make a request of you."

Puzzl ed, the knight allowed the m notaur to continue.
"Despite his weakness, | would have ny kinsman buried
with some sort of cerenony. He was good before the

madness overtook him"

Torbin mental ly questi oned who was actually mad.
Al oud, he said, "Wat do you want of ne?"

"You seemto be a fr - conpanion or acquai ntance. | ask

if you will give himburial. I will conpensate you for your
tinme. | know how nuch humans value m- "

The knight cut himoff, shocked by the insinuation. "I
will bury him | want no noney."

The minotaur blinked in confusion, then nodded sl owy.
"Thank you. | rmust return to the boat now "

Torbi n wat ched whil e the creatures pushed the boat

back into the water. Only then did he realize that the

m not aur who had asked for the burial of his kin had al so
been the final executioner. He wondered briefly if this were
anot her part of minotaur custom

The | eader glanced at himbriefly, but nade no attenpt

to comuni cate. Torbin continued to watch the vessel as it
began its journey home. He did not turn away until it was

no more than a tiny speck on the horizon



The kni ght chose a spot near the site of the lean-to yet
wel | hidden fromthe prying eyes of the locals. It was a
shal | ow grave; the ground was too | oose on top and too
hard about four feet down. In addition, he was forced to use
make-shift tools left behind by his friend, the m notaur

The prayers lasted until the sun set. Torbin, his body
stiff, rose and wandered over to the lean-to. He picked up
the small, crude blade with which the | one man-beast had
created his handiwork. After studying it, he put it into one
of his pouches.

Hi s mount greeted himenergetically, inaction and the
scents of the m notaurs having caused himno end of
frustration. Torbin soothed the animal and then slowy
clinbed on. He did not | ook back. *****

H s reappearance in the village caused a great
commotion, despite the |ateness of the day. Villagers
pressed around him asking if the beast was dead. The
mayor and his cronies |ocated himsone five mnutes |ater
whi | e he was packing the rest of his gear onto his horse.

"I's it true? Have you dispatched the beast?" The mayor's
breath snelled of fish and beer

"The minotaur is dead." Torbin continued to concentrate
on packing his equi prment.

The group let out a rousing cheer. The mayor decl ared
the next day a holiday. A feast would take place, each
villager bringing food or drink as a contribution. The
vi ctorious Knight of Solammia would be the guest of honor.
Various nmenbers of the town council began vying for spots
at the main table. OQhers formed comittees and
subcommi ttees designed to coordinate the feast. A few
tal ked of bringing the body back to the village. Eventually,
nost of the townspeople drifted off to plan the next day's
events.

Hi s own preparations conplete, Torbin steadied his
horse and then remounted and noved away at a trot.
Villagers smled or bowed in his direction as he rode;

others | ooked at himw th puzzlenment. The kni ght kept his
eyes on the path before him

At the edge of town, a breathless mayor caught up to
him "Sir Knight! \Were are you going? WIIl you not join
us at our feast tonorrow? W wish to do you honor."

Torbin pulled the reins tight, bringing the trained
war horse to a dead stop. He turned the animal around and
mat ched gazes with the round man for a full half-mmute.
The mayor shifted like a small child under his stare.

Then, as abruptly as he had stopped, Torbin turned his
horse back around to the path and rode off at a trot.

He did not | ook back

Hearth Cat and Wnter Wen
by Nancy Varian Berberick

The gol den tabby eyed the caged squirrel with sleepy
interest. The squirrel panted mserably, not certain which
was worse: the grimpossibilities inherent in the cat's white
teeth or the aching reality of his own inprisonnent. The
cage, he decided wetchedly.

The cage nade his bones hurt and his heart race hard in
frightening fits and starts. But when he saw the fire
snoul dering in the cat's al nond-shaped, green eyes, the



squirrel thought that it m ght not be such a bad thing that
there were bars between them

TELL ME, SQUI RREL, the cat murnured, WHEN
DO YOU THI NK HE' LL FEED US AGAI N?

OH, SOON, SOON, |I'M SURE! the squirrel chattered.

VERY SOON. BUT | CAN T | MAG NE YOU RE STILL

HUNGRY. YOU ATE TWDO M CE ONLY A LI TTLE WHI LE

AGO. . . . The squirrel winced, then flicked his tail and
scrubbed at his whiskers with his small white paws. He

didn't like to think about the mce or their helpless
scurrying. And he especially did not |like to think about the
cool and deadly | ook of the cat as he licked his lips with his
rough pink tongue, or the pitiful crunch of little nousy
bones.

And they had been snmall mice. The squirrel wondered
whet her the cage would hold if the tabby decided to knock
it fromthe table.

CAT, he said, trying to be as friendly and am abl e as he
could through his fear, | TH NK THERE M GHT BE
ANOTHER MOUSE AROUND HERE SOVEWHERE.

JUST I N CASE YOU RE HUNGRY, THAT IS. In sone

pl ace far back in his mnd, he felt alittle ashanmed that he
woul d so readily cast another |uckless creature into the cat's
jaws to save his own gray hide. But he ignored that. He

was, after all, a squirrel. And what are nice to squirrels but
cat food?

The tabby purred gently, the softness of the sound belied
by the hard glitter of his eyes. He |eaped gracefully to the
table. SQU RREL, he sighed. To the squirrel it sounded as
t hough the cat mght be remenbering with fondness a neat
he hadn't tasted in sone tine.

OH, CAT, OH, CAT, WHY DON'T YOU NAP A VWH LE
IN THE SUN? THERE' S A LOVELY BIT OF SUNSHI NE
THERE ON THE HEARTH. THERE HAVEN T BEEN TQO
MANY WARM DAYS LIKE THI'S. | SHOULD THI NK
YOU D WANT TO TAKE ADVANTAGE OF I T. HE LL BE
BACK TO FEED US BOTH SOON.

And, in truth, the squirrel was hungry. He coul d al nost
taste the sweet, chewy neat of a chestnut. Ch, for a nice
pile of chestnuts nowd O even a few bitter acorns.

A soft paw tapped at the bars. Chattering and scol di ng,
the squirrel nmade hinself as small as he could and ducked
into the farthest comer of his cage. He was caught between
an instinctive need to be free of the confining cage and the
understanding that only the bars kept the cat at bay.
Frustrated, the squirrel flashed his tail once nore.

The cat only purred again, the sigh of one who had deci ded
it best to save a tasty snack for later. He dropped to the
floor and went to preen in the gol den splash of late
aft ernoon sun. Now and then he | ooked up at the squirrel to
yawn and grin.

The grin was deadly and dark and very confident.

Though the day had been warm al nost springlike, the
weat her, as it often did in late winter, had changed swiftly
sometine just before night. Rain poured now froma dirty
gray sky, pounded angrily against the snug roof and walls

of Flint's house. The snell of the vallenwod s wet bark

m ngl ed confortably with the scent of a cozy fire.

The old dwarf carved a last, feathering stroke on the



smal | object he'd been whittling all afternoon. Not since he
had started work had he | ooked at what it was he was

maki ng. There were tines, when he was thinking hard

about somet hing, or when he was very peaceful, that he

could sinmply let his hands take over. The result of his work
then was not craft but art.

The tal k that night was desultory and wanderi ng,
ai m ess paths of conversation that nmade for no goal but,
nore often than not, returned to Tasslehoff's sudden and
urgent departure three days before. Urgent to Tas, at |east.

It had to do with a talking wen. Tas had been certain
that the bird had spoken, pleading for help. H s | ong brown
eyes had been bright with that certainty. No one had been
able to convince himotherwi se. So off he'd gone |ike sone
smal I kni ght on a quest.

And, everyone agreed, it was best to give Solace a chance
to cool its collective tenper and forget about Tas for a tine.
A wi nter-bound kender in Solace could do about as rnuch
damage as a skul k of foxes in a henhouse, or an invading
arny. Few fol k had the patience for Tas's |ong and tangl ed
expl anati ons about how he had sinply "borrowed" the
mssing item truly nmeant to return it, and just coul dn't
understand how the pilfered goods ended up in H'S
pouches.

Across the room Caramon's deep, bright |aughter
pounced and overrode the quiet voices of his friends.

"Atalking wen!" He attenpted to raise the pitch of his
voice in imtation of the kender's piping insistence that he
had, indeed, spoken with a wen. He failed utterly. "And
one who asks for help, at that. Then off he goes with hardly
a good- bye."

Rai stlin murrmured sonething, and Tanis smled. Sturm
only shook his head and continued to polish the already
gl eam ng bl ade of his sword.

Flint closed his hands over the little carving, rubbing the
edges of it with his thunbs. Hi s home, these days, seened
always to be filled with these oddly assorted young
conr ades.

Tanis, the quiet, seem ngly young half-elf whose haze
eyes were alight now with good hunor, seenmed al ways to
have been here, though the old dwarf could renenber a
ti me when he wasn't.

Caranon, all six feet of him had nade it his life's duty
to keep Flint's larder as enpty as possible. Raistlin, thin
and as cl oaked in uneasy nystery as he was now cl oaked
by the shadows of the coner he habitually inhabited near
the hearth, was often so silent that one al nost forgot he
was there. Al nost

And then there was Sturm taller though slimrer than
Raistlin's brawny twin. This one should have matched
Caranon's high spirits flash for shine. But he did not. Too
grimby half! Flint thought now, watching the young man
working intently over his sword. The weapon nust be as
perfect as its master strove to be.

"Tas'l| be back," Caranon said, yawni ng. "How far can
he follow a bird, anyway?"

Tani s, quiet through nost of the conversation, got to his
feet and stretched. "Likely not far. It's what catches his eye
after he's lost the bird that will keep himaway." He smled
and shook his head. The kender's attention was |ike a



feather on the wind. "Still, | don't doubt you're right,

Caranon. This rain will be snow before norning. W're not
done with winter yet, and Tas likes a warmfire and a good
nmeal as well as anyone. | don't think Solace is going to have

a chance to nmiss himbefore he's back."

"Mss hinP" Raistlin left his seat by the fire and gave his
brother a quick ook and Tanis a dour smile. "He could be
gone for a year and go unm ssed around here. The hour is
|ate. Are you com ng, Caranon?"

Car anon nodded, bade his friends good night, and
followed his brother fromthe room Sturmwas up and gone
a noment |ater, and the house was silent but for the
drumm ng rain on the roof.

Tani s poked up the fire in the hearth and poured hinsel f
a last cup of wine. He settled down on the floor next to
Flint's chair and watched the flanmes dance.

"Tal king wens," he said, after atime. "I think it was
nore boredom and restlessness. | can understand that. It has
been a long winter."

Flint snorted. "Long winters are fine, peaceful things
when they're not plagued by kender."

"And ol d dwarves are sol emm, grim creatures when
they' ve no kender to be plagued with. You' ve had little
enough to say tonight, Flint."

"I"ve been working, and listening to your chatter."

Tanis eyed the little carving still nestled in Flint's hands.
He reached for it, asking perm ssion with a questioning
smle. Flint reluctantly gave it over

Tanis always nmet Flint's work with his hands first.

"Know what it is with your hands," the old dwarf had
taught him "before you see what it is with your eyes."

Now the half-elf traced the careful detail, the artfu
evocation of wing and feather. "Nice. Awen, is it?"

Wth a scom he hoped was forbidding, Flint snatched
t he wooden bird away. "Don't you have a honme to go to?

Of with you now, and let ne get some sleep."

Tani s rose gracefully and dropped a hand to his old
friend s shoulder. "Well, get some then, and don't spend the
ni ght worrying about Tas. He'll be fine."

"Wirry? Not ne! Not unless it's to worry about the
person who is |uckless enough to encounter himon his bird
chase. Tal king wens, indeed. As likely as finding a kender
with a brain that works. Good night, Tanis."

Tanis grinned. "Good night, Flint."

The hard, hollow scent of the cat's hunger filled the
smal | cottage now. There was murder in the gol den tabby's
eyes.

You CAN T BE NEARLY AS HUNGRY AS | AM CAT!
the squirrel thought resentfully. O at |east he hoped not.
The cat had killed a third time just as the setting sun's
orange light gilded the windowsill. It was full dark now,
and the squirrel was glad that clouds and rain hid the noons
tonight. Lunitari's light mght remind himtoo nuch of
bl ood.

['M SO HUNGRY! AND SO THI RSTY! | F THAT
CAT KNOCKS THE CAGE OFF THI S TABLE TO
GET AT ME, | DON T KNOWIF |I'LL HAVE THE
STRENGTH TO RUN. THEN |' D REALLY BE UP A
TREE.



Al most the squirrel |aughed. He wi shed he WERE up a
tree, curled all safe and warm his nose tucked into his thick
gray tail. Wth a nice fire blazing in the hearth.

Heart h?

The squirrel shook hinmself and whipped his tail over his
head. Where had that strange thought come fron? \Wat he
really wanted was a nice leaf-lined nest, a hearty cache of
nuts to nibble on fromtine to tine, alittle water fromthe
puddl es on the ground ... AND SOVE EGGS AND
CHEESE, A LI TTLE FRESH BREAD AND NEW HONEY

He wondered if hunger was making himlose his wits. He
wondered, too, when the man would return to feed hi mand
the cat.

The cat | eaped onto the table again, rubbing against the
bars and maeki ng an omi nous runbling sound in his throat.
The squirrel could snell dead mice on the tabby's breath.

CAT, he ventured, YOU LOXK LIKE YOU NEED A
NAP.

' VE BEEN NAPPI NG ALL DAY, SQUI RREL.

YQU VE BEEN EATI NG ALL DAY.

| WOULDN T M ND EATI NG ALL NI GHT

The squirrel sniffed then and bared his teeth. BE
FAI R, CAT! YOU VE EATEN EVERY POOR LI TTLE
MOUSE WHO WAS FOOLI SH ENOUGH TO COVE
I NTO TH'S COTTAGE. | HAVEN T HAD A THI NG TO
EAT SINCE | GOT LOCKED UP I N TH S HORRI BLE
CAGE. AND | DON' T THINK YOQU D FI ND ME VERY

PALATABLE - |'LL BE SKIN AND BONES BEFORE
MORNI NG

BONES, ANYWAY, the cat purred, IF | HAVE WY
VAY

HE' LL BE BACK SOON, HE WLL.

HE M GHT BE. SOVETI MES HE STAYS AWAY
FOR DAYS AT A TI ME

The squirrel felt his belly rub up against his ribs. Days!
Days in this dreadful cage with no food, no water, and a
hungry cat! He had to get out!

He'd no sooner had the thought than the cat lifted his
head, ears cocked, and glided silently across the table and
to the floor. Man-scent filled the air; booted footsteps
sounded outside the door. Twitching and trenbling, the
squirrel rose onto his hind |l egs. He snelled food!

The man had food, indeed, but he took his tine about
passing it out. He kicked off his boots at the door, sloughed
cold rain fromhis black robes, and conpl ained in his deep
runbl i ng voi ce about how the rain would soon turn to
snow, and about sonme wen that couldn't be found.

Wen? The wwen . . . The squirrel wanted to think about
the wren, he knew he SHOULD be t hi nki ng about the wren,
that the wen was sonehow i nportant to him But all he
could manage to concentrate on was the man as he went
about poking up the fire in the cold hearth and droppi ng,
fromtime to time, terrified mce fromsone hi dden pocket
in his robe.

To the man's great anusenent, the cat pronptly
di spatched the first nmouse, took his tine with the second,
and only knocked the third one witless.

SAVING I T FOR LATER NO DOUBT, the squirrel
t hought sourly. He snelled acorns, bitter and |ikely woody
and thin. Al his patience fell away. Chattering furiously,



berating the man for his cavalier attitude toward his
starving condition, he threw hinself agai nst the wooden
bars.

"Ah! Yes, yes, | was getting around to it, noisy one."

The man reached into a pocket and pulled out a handful of
wi nter-dull acons. Dark eyes coldly alight in a craggy face,
he slid them one by one, into the cage.

GETTI NG AROUND TO I T! GETTI NG AROUND - !

The squirrel dove for the aconms. He lashed his tail here and
t here, stopped once or twice to glare up at the man, and
finally managed to get the nuts all into a pile.

"Hungry, eh!" the man said. There was a hard light in
his black eyes that nmade the squirrel even angrier

HUNGRY? OH, YES, YOU HI ND END OF A MJLE
['M HUNGRY! |'M STARVING AND |I'VE HAD TO
SPEND ALL DAY TRAPPED | N HERE W TH THAT
MURDERQOUS VI LLAIN OF A CAT!

The cat snarled and twitched the tip of his tail. Enjoying
both the tabby's reaction and the squirrel's anger, the nman
| aughed and stuck his finger between the bars of the cage to
taunt the squirrel sone nore

G eefully, the squirrel sunk his sharp little teeth into the
soft flesh of the finger. He alnost didn't care that his brains
were nearly rattled out of his head when the man's fi st
knocked the cage into the wall.

Caranmon was certain that if it had been Tanis who'd
heard the wen's cry for help, or Raistlin, or Sturm packs
woul d have been out, provisions gathered, and swords and
bows checked for readiness. As it was, he was the one the
wren had chosen to cry to this tine, and Flint was not
havi ng any of his story.

"But, | tell you," Caranon insisted, "I HEARD it!"

Flint sighed. He had been listening to this tale al
norni ng, and he was growing nore than a little tired of it.
"Have done, now, won't you? It was barely a decent joke
when Tas tried it."

The brawny youth was not noted for his patience or for
any great skill at cunning or strategy in matters other than
martial. But his instincts were often good, and they served
himwell now. He took a long breath, clanped his teeth
down on the |loud protest he'd nmeant to make, and poured
anot her cup of ale. He | ooked around the deserted inn
heard only ik in the kitchen, and sighed heavily.

"Flint, listen," he said in what he hoped was a cal m and
reasoning manner. "I was the first to laugh at Tas. | was stil
[ aughing at himlast night. I'mnot |aughing this norning,
because | heard the wen."

"The gods know," Flint nuttered, "I will be nore than
gl ad when winter is over. You youngsters are like colts
chasing the wi nd these days; you hear the call to run in
every stray breeze."

"Flint, the bird was asking for help. That's what Tas said,
and off he went. He's been gone for three days. And now
the bird is back."

"And you can tell one wen from another, can you?"

Caranon could not keep the mischief fromhis grin. "Wen
t hey speak, | can.”

"Hah! You're starting to sound |ike your brother now "

That stopped the young man short, left himwondering to



what he nust reply now Flint's inplied insult (though he
wasn't quite certain that he HAD been insulted), or the
dwarf's still patent disbelief. He was spared the need for any
retort when the door to the inn swng slowy open

"Caramon, | think you'd better find your brother."

Sturmls was not the voice to which Caranon responded
He heard, and fromthe comer of his eye he could see that
Flint had, too, the small piping of the wen. She rode
Sturms wist with serene confidence. The | ate norning
light glinted along a chain of tiny gold Iinks around her
neck.

HELP! OH HELP

Al the norning's trial of disbelief was worth that one
nmonent, Caranon thought as he bolted for the door, worth
t hat one, stunned | ook on the old dwarf's face. Laughing, he
clattered down the wooden steps fromthe inn built high in
the mighty vallenwod to the bridgewal ks.

Around the town wonen | ooked up fromtheir washing
and baki ng, nerchants abandoned their customers to run to
wi ndows, and children cane flying fromtheir ganmes, al
wondering what it was that caused the big youth's
bel | owi ng sumons of his brother and his friend Tanis
Hal f - El ven

When the squirrel awoke he was confused. He slept a lot, it
being still winter and he having sone deeply rooted NEED
to sleep. But when he slept he dreanmed. And there was the
source of his confusion: no squirrel ever dreamed during
long winter sleeps. And, as though the fact of the dreamn ng
wasn't enough, the dreams thensel ves were deci dedly odd.

He dreanmed about people. Not the gray-furred, broad-
tailed squirrel people. Humans wal ked in his dreanms, and a
dwarf, and a long-eyed half-elf with hair the color of a fox's
pelt. In his dreans he knew who they were; sonetinmes he
spoke with themand they with him And when they spoke
wi th himhe knew - though he didn't quite understand how
he knew - that they were not speaking to a squirrel

It was al nost as though he were having soneone el se's
dr eans.

Yawni ng now, stretching first his hind I egs and then his
front, he poked anobng the neatly piled acorn shells for
sone |eft-over tidbit. There was none.

He | ooked around the cottage, noted that the man was
gone agai n, though his scent still clung to everything in the
pl ace, and then felt a sudden tightening of alarm the cat
prow ed restlessly fromw ndow to door to w ndow.

NOT HUNGRY AGAI N, ARE YOU?

ALVAYS, the cat nmurnured wi thout | ooking around.

YOU SLEEP A LOT, SQUI RREL. HE'S OFF AGAI N,
LOOKI NG FOR THE WREN.

The wen . . . Yes, WELL, |'D LIKE TO FI ND HER
MYSELF. | THINK | M GHT HAVE SOVE UNFI NI SHED
BUSI NESS W TH HER

The tabby did | ook around then, his green eyes alight
with a certain careful curiosity. WTH THE WREN? AND
VWHAT BUSI NESS M GHT THAT BE?

The squirrel wasn't sure, and said so. Again he felt
confused and unconfortable. He renenbered thinking the
ni ght before that the wen neant sonething to him Now,

t hough, when he tried to recall what it mght be, he could
not. Hs attenpts to remenber were as distressing as his



dreanms had been.

The cat padded silently across the roomand | eaped easily
onto the table. Wen the squirrel scolded and skittered to
t he back of his cage, the tabby only yawned and smil ed.

EASY, SQUI RREL, EASY. He eyed the squirrel closely,
and this time the squirrel had the inpression that he was
not being considered as dinner. After a noment the tabby
twitched his tail and nmurnured, | THOUGHT - MAYBE -

BUT | SUPPOSE NOT. YOU RE JUST A SQUI RREL,

AREN T YOU?

I - I GUESS SO, responded the squirrel, THOUGH
SOVETIMES | DON' T QU TE FEEL LI KE ONE. MAYBE
IT"S JUST THAT |' M TRAPPED | N HERE, AND | HATE
IT. | SHOULD BE GRATEFUL, | SUPPCSE, THAT
THERE ARE BARS BETVEEN YOU AND ME, YOU
BEI NG AS HUNGRY AS YOU ARE ALL THE TIME - OH
WELL, | DIDN' T MEAN ANY OFFENSE, OF COURSE -

OF COURSE, the cat rmurmnured.

| DIDN T REALLY, BUT YOU ARE A CAT AND LANA
SQUI RREL, AND YQU CATS DO HAVE A TASTE FOR
SQUI RRELS FROM TI ME TO TI ME AND -

| AM NOT A CAT.

VWHAT? WELL, OF COURSE YOU ARE. YOU RE A
CAT, | CAN ASSURE YOU. AND YOQU D HAVE A HARD
TI ME CONVI NCI NG THE M CE YOU TERRORI ZE
AROUND HERE THAT YOU AREN T.

I AM NOT A CAT. The tabby raised his head, and for
the first time the squirrel noticed a small collar of braided
| eat her clasped | oosely around his neck. Do YOU SEE
THAT?

THE COLLAR? VERY NI CE.

AYE, the cat sighed, IT 1S, AND SO | THOUGHT
WHEN SHE GAVE I T TO ME

SHE? WHO?

THE WREN.

The wren. The squirrel was beginning to have a
headache. He cl osed his eyes and burrowed his nose into
his front paws. CAT, | DON T KNOW VWHAT YOU RE
TALKI NG ABQUT.

NO, LIKE AS NOT YOU DON T, BEING A SQUI RREL.

AND ONE WHO |'S TOO CONFUSED TO WORRY
ABOUT VWRENS AND COLLARS.

The tabby purred softly. WHAT CONFUSES YQU,

LI TTLE ONE?
DREAMS, the squirrel sighed.
DREAMS . . . The cat cocked his head. DREAMS?

YES, DREAMS. AND SQUI RRELS AREN T SUPPOSED

TO DREAM | KNOW THAT. | KNOW THAT BECAUSE

I'MA SQU RREL. BUT | STILL DREAM

AND YET, the cat said, YOU WEAR NOTH NG

The squirrel blew his cheeks out indignantly. OF
COURSE NOT, OR NOTHI NG BUT MY SKIN. AND THAT
ONLY BECAUSE THERE' S A CAGE BETWEEN YQOU
AND ME. WHAT ELSE AM | SUPPCSED TO VEAR?

YQU D BE WEARI NG SOVETHI NG | F YOU WERE

MORE THAN A SQUI RREL. THE WREN WEARS A

GOLDEN CHAIN. | WEAR A COLLAR | T KEEPS US,

DESPI TE YOUR FORM WHAT VE ARE.

The squirrel's headache was getting worse. | DON T
UNDERSTAND.



I AM A MAN. MY NAME IS PYTR THE WREN | S A
WOVAN WHOSE NAME |'S, WELL, WREN. Pytr stretched
lazily, then curled up on the table next to the cage. It was a
long tale he had to tell, and he thought he mght as well be
confortable. It had begun to snow again, and the day was
wani ng. He was hungry and restless and worried. It hel ped
alittle to have sonmeone to tell his story to, even if it was
only a squirrel with a headache.

AND SO, the wren sighed, WHEN | WOULDN T
AGREE, WHEN | REFUSED TO FORSAKE PYTR FOR
H M THE MAGE LAI D AN ENCHANTMENT UPON US
BOTH. "WREN," HE SAID, and she fluttered her wi ngs a
little, a small shudder, "WREN YOU ARE CALLED AND
WREN YOU SHALL BE." AND - AND PYTR HE MADE
| NTO A CAT. THEN | ESCAPED. | FLEW FAR AND
CAME TO SOLACE WHERE | FQUND THE LI TTLE
KENDER WHO HEARD ME AND CAME TO HELP. AND
NOW THE MAGE HAS HM TQOO

OH, |S THERE NO WAY YOQU CAN HELP US?

On the strength of that tale, Wen had led them far and
I ong, flying ahead and darting back, nmaking sure the five
did not deviate fromthe way. Al of her small strength was
for leading, for bringing help. She had none to tal k and so,
t hough Caranmon wondered and Sturm specul ated, Tanis
and Raistlin agreed that greater detail must be garnered
| ater when Wen had recouped her strength. Flint neither
specul ated nor wondered. He feared. And, since he did not
like to showit, he hid his fear behind a spate of grunbling
i n which stone-headed kender played a |arge part. He
f ool ed no one.

They followed her through all of the snow day and as
much of the night as they could. Wen canp was made,

Wen dropped again to her perch on Sturmis wist. She was
confortabl e there, sensing a steadiness and kindness in the
young man that gave her confidence. She only gripped him
lightly and tucked her head beneath her stippled wing as

t hough to rest.

"Wen," Sturmsaid gently. "Wen?"

She | ooked up, weary with flying and fear, and cocked
her head.

"What happened to the kender. Wen?"

THE SQUI RREL WAS UNHARMED WHEN | SAWH M
LAST.

Sturm frowned, puzzled. They heard Wen's voice as a
bird's song with their ears, but in their mnds they heard the
soft, gentle voice of a woman. This, at tines, could be
confusing. But Sturm suddenly understood Wen's reply
when he heard Raistlin's dry, whispered |augh

"What el se?" the young nage asked. "What el se woul d
you make a kender? This mage, whoever he nay be,
under st ands kender as well as any it seens.”

HE'S CAGED THE SQU RREL. | T AMUSES HM |
THI NK, AS I T AMUSED H M TO MAKE A CAT OF PYTR
AND A BIRD OF ME

Tanis winced at that. Flint growmed low in protest. The
soul of a kender caged or bound woul d wear the bruised
colors of misery. "Wio is this nage, Wen?"

RIEVE | S H'S NAME

Raistlin lifted his head then, the way a man who scents
snoke on the wi nd does. Tanis glanced at him Caranon,



silent till then, sat forward.

"Rai st ?" Caranpn said, his hand nmoving reflexively to
the hilt of his sword |ying scabbarded at his feet. "You' ve
heard of this nage?"

"He has an evil reputation, this Rieve. |'ve heard of
him" Raistlin sniled slowmy then, hunorlessly, as though
he understood the question his twin hesitated to ask. "But
you need have no fear, brother mne. Though | woul d be
foolish indeed if | did not acknow edge that Rieve's skills
are greater than mne mght be now, | think he has gone so
far in his cruelty that he has given me a weapon agai nst
him"

"A weapon?" Tani s asked.

Rai stlin's pale blue eyes glittered. Had there been |ight
fromthe noons that night, its wash across the new snow
woul d have been as cold. "A weapon. O perhaps four."

But though they pressed him the young rmage only
settled back into the warnth of his cloak and did not answer
further. He stared into the fire.

As Tanis set the night watches he wondered what
weapons Raistlin might be forging out of the silence and
the flane.

Pytr knew that the squirrel was in trouble. This was not, he
realized, a squirrel after all. The dreans said that. But what
he m ght be, Pytr did not know. He did know, however, that
what ever the squirrel night have been before now woul d
fade and vani sh one day. Wth no piece of his real self to
cling to, whoever he night have been, he woul d wake,
dream ess, to find that he was indeed a squirrel. And likely,
Pytr thought with a cold shudder, he woul d never know that
there had been a tine when he wasn't.

COMVE, SQUI RREL, TELL ME YOUR NAME.

MY NAME? SQUI RREL, | GUESS.

NO, TELL ME YOUR REAL NAME. | DON T THI NK
YOU ARE TRULY A SQUI RREL. WHAT | S YOUR REAL
NAMVE?

| DON T KNOW
TH NK, WON' T YOU?

The squirrel tried, but thinking only made his head throb
worse. LET IT GO CAT - PYTR | THINK |'LL NAP.

| DON T TH NK YOU SHOULD.

VWHY? MAYBE |'LL DREAM AGAI N, MAYBE .

Ah! The dreams. Pytr purred softly, nudged the squirrel
t hrough the bars, and managed to ignore the cat-hunger that
rem nded himjust how tasty a squirrel could be. DON T
SLEEP, SQUI RREL. TALK TO ME, EH? TELL ME, HOW
DI D HE CATCH YQU?

Rl GHT OUTSI DE THE DOOR. The squirrel sighed.

Rl GHT QUTSI DE THE DOCR.

THAT' S VWHY | THOUGHT YOU WERE REALLY A
SQU RREL. | DIDN T SEE H M CHANGE YQU. |
THOUGHT - WELL, |I'M SORRY, BUT | THOUGHT YQOU
VERE DI NNER

| CAN UNDERSTAND HOW YOU WOULD. BUT |
STILL THNK | AM

DI NNER?
NO A SQUIRREL. | DON T REMEMBER BEI NG
"CHANGED. " | THINK I'VE ALWAYS BEEN A
SQUI RREL.

SQUI RRELS DON' T DREAM REMEMBER?



MAYBE CRAZY SQUI RRELS DO

NO, NO YOU RE NOT CRAZY, SQUI RREL. Pytr made
a sound lowin his throat that m ght have been a chuckle.
YOU RE NOT CRAZY.

The squirrel |ooked up then, and Pytr thought he saw the
light of some menory shine in his black eyes.

NOT CRAZY - STONE- HEADED.

VWHAT?

A STONE- HEADED . . . SOMVETH NG THAT' S WHAT
HE ALWAYS CALLS ME. | DON T TH NK HE REALLY
MEANS | T, BUT THAT' S WHAT HE ALWAYS CALLS ME

Pytr purred his satisfaction. WHO? WHO CALLS YQU
THAT?

But the light and the menory were gone. The squirre
curled up again, nose to tail, and sighed heavily. | DON T
KNOW | CAN T REMEMBER. WON T YOU LET ME
SLEEP NOW PYTR? | NEED TO SLEEP. IT'S WNTER |
NEED TO SLEEP.

POOR SQUI RREL, Pytr thought. He slipped fromthe
table and crossed the roomto the hearth. He didn't see any
way he could hel p, though he badly wanted to.

Rl EVE, he thought, growing at the noonl ess night and
wondering if there were any nice to be had, YOU ARE
GO NG TO HAVE SO MJCH TO PAY FOR

There was a certain el egance about Raistlin's plan. Tanis
acknow edged it with a grin.

"What do you want us to do, Raistlin?"

"Eat."

Tani s frowned. "Wat?"

"Eat. Eat everything you can, all the provisions we

brought along." The young mage's lips twisted in a wy
smle. "That should be no trial for ny brother, but everyone
shoul d eat until he is full."

"But - "

"Don't debate with me, Tanis. | know what |'m doing. But,

I will tell you why. These are not the shapes of animals that
you will be taking on. You will BE these creatures. And the
primary need of an animal in winter is to be sure that his
belly is full. If that need is not satisfied, all of your other
purposes will fall aside. You will have, to a degree, your
own m nds, but not your own bodies, nor your own

instincts. And instinct to an animal is what your mind is to
you. Do you understand?"

Tanis did, and he was not certain now that the plan was
quite so elegant. "Raistlin, I - "

The young mage rai sed an eyebrow, offered a mld

chal | enge. "Afraid, Tanis?"

"I'd be a fool if I wasn't."

"Yes, you would be. What does it come down to, then?

Can you trust nme? You'll have to answer that. For yourself
and for the others. They will do what you ask of them™
Tanis knew that this was true. It had been proved nany

ti mes before now He |ooked away fromthe young mage to
where his friends sat near the noming' s dying fire.

Caranon, he thought, would not require convincing. He
trusted his twin conpletely. Sturm speaking quietly with
Wen who yet rode his wist, could be made to under st and.

But Flint? There would be a problem The old dwarf

di sliked and m strusted anything that had to do with nagic.



As though he heard the half-elf's thought, Raistlin |eaned

forward and spoke quietly. "Let Flint be the first. I'll do it
qui ckly, before he knows."
n W]y?ll

"I'f you give hima chance to argue, we could be here
until the day after tonorrow "

Tanis smiled without hunor. It was true. "He'll be al
ri ght?"

"He'll be fine. You all will be. They trust you, Tanis. Do
you trust me?"

Trust was a habit, gained slowy and | ost quickly. The
habit of trusting Raistlin was still on him despite the
unease Tanis felt now. "I trust you."

"Good. Then go tell themto eat. The last thing we need is
one of us turning on another out of hunger. Mbst
particularly," he said, smling as though over sonme private
jest, "my brother."

| trust you, Tanis thought as he rose to | eave, but you do
make it hard sometines

Raistlin was kind with his choices. And kind in other
matters. Tanis knew that when he saw the young mage step
silently behind Flint as though the old dwarf was the | ast
thing on his mnd. The air around the two shivered, sighed
softly, and before Tanis could draw a breath, Flint was
gone.

In his place stood a dog who shook hinmself as though
shaking off rain. Tanis grinned. This was no | ean-shanked
nmongrel, but a broad-chested, thick-furred shepherd' s dog.
Though the dog's nuzzle was white with invading age, his
| ong, tapered jaws were still powerful. Those jaws, Tanis
knew, could tear the throat out of a marauding wolf. O,
under noble restraint, could lift a kitten carefully by the
scruff of its neck to carry it out of harmis way. It was to
this breed that shepherds had trusted their flocks and their
fam lies for generations.

Ri ght now, though, Flint the dog | ooked dangerous. Ears
back, he snarled and bared | ong teeth made for sl ashing.

Wen left Sturms wist and dropped to the ground
bef ore the dog. She whi spered sonething that sounded |ike
encour agenent and the snarling faded to a famliar |ow
grunbling. As he'd planned with Raistlin, Tanis dropped to
hi s knee beside the dog - FLINT! he reninded hinself - and
tied around his neck a bright blue square of cloth torn from
the spare shirt in the dwarf's pack. There was a |l ook in the
shepherd dog's eyes that nmade Tanis glad he resisted the
urge to ruffle the silky ears.

Caranon drew a breath to speak - to laugh or question
Tanis didn't know - and suddenly a tawny panther, nuscles
rippling, tail switching restlessly, stood where once
Rai stlin's twin had sat.

Vel | done! Tanis thought. Across the panther's thick
chest and shoul ders he strapped Caranmon's belt in the form
of a harness. He | ooked around for Sturm but saw neither
t he young man nor a beast to which he m ght have been
changed.

"Rai stlin?"

The mage pointed upward to the trees. A bl ack-headed,
gray-bodi ed peregrine fal con sounded a | ong, high wail and
spread its wings with unconscious grace.

He knows them Tanis thought, he knows themwell to



choose so fittingly. He offered his wist, and the falcon
glided down, gripping with sharp tal ons.

"Easy, Sturm easy!"

The grip relaxed a little; when the falcon | owered his
head Tanis slipped a tightly knotted thong and the signet
ring fromwhich Sturmwas never parted over the
peregrine's head.

"Only one left, Tanis,'

Rai stlin said softly.

“I'"'mready."

Raistlin met the half-elf's eyes and held them "I1'Il be
with you," he assured. "I'Il be right with you to bring you
back. "

"1 know. "

Once nore the air shivered, then sighed. Raistlin was
alone in the clearing with Wen, the shepherd dog, the
pant her, the bright-eyed falcon, and a quick, red-pelted fox.
"What el se?" Raistlin said to Wen when she cocked her
head as though to question his choice. "A fast and far
hunter."” He collared the fox with another square of cloth,
this garnered from Tanis's pack, and sat back on his heels.
"Follow the wen and the hunt well, fox. Use all your
cunni ng. And renenber, do not harmthe mage, for | can
only undo those spells of ny own working."

Pytr smelled danger in the wind. R eve, back since the
afternoon from another fruitless search for Wen, brooded
darkly before the fire. The danger snell did not come from
him In himPytr noted only the hard, bitter scent of anger
This snell was different. It was a conbi nati on of odors,
woven together to send a fearful nessage of disparate
creatures banded for sone common purpose. Dog, he
snelled - and fox. Pytr lifted his head and caught the scent
of a bird, large and bold and bright: a deadly raptor. Over
themall rode the thick, nusky scent of a far-renoved
cousin; a nountain panther prow ed near. They hunt ed,
their scents told him but they were not hungry.

In the cage on the table the squirrel roused and sniffed
the air.

CAT! PYTR DO YQU SMELL | T?

| DO. THE SCENT OF ENEM ES

Enem es? The squirrel's tail danced. Yes, these were the
scents of enenmies. And yet the dream from which he'd just
woken was not one of enemnies.

CAT - PYTR | THOUGHT WHEN | WAS DREAM NG
THAT | SCENTED FRI ENDS

Pytr's tail switched inpatiently, then slowed to a
consi deri ng wave. FRI ENDS?

WELL, IT'S HARD TO EXPLAIN. IT'S . . . | SMELL
THE DOG AND THE FOX, THE FALCON AND THE
PANTHER. AND MY NOSE TELLS ME TO BE AFRAI D
BUT . . . INMY MND | DON T SEE THE BEASTS THE
SMELLS ARE SUPPOSED TO SHOWME. | ... | DONT
KNOW HOW ELSE TO EXPLAIN I T.

Pytr wondered then if maybe the squirrel WAS CRAZY.

He sighed and left his place by the window He gave Rieve
wi de berth and |l eaped to the table. WHAT DO YOU SEE I N
YOUR DREAMS, THEN, SQUI RREL?

| DON T KNOW | DON T SEE ANYTH NG THAT |
CAN TELL YOU ABOUT FOR SURE. | JUST DON T SEE
A DOG OR A FOX, OR THE REST OF THEM WHAT



ABOUT THE MAN?

RI EVE? HE'S NOSE-BLIND, LIKE ALL H S KI ND

The squirrel sighed. | DON T KNOW HOW I KNOW
TH' S, PYTR, BEING A SQU RREL AS | AM BUT | HAVE
A FEELI NG THAT FRI ENDS ARE COM NG

The I ong, eerie how of a dog cascaded through the

ni ght. The hackl es rose on the back of Pytr's neck. A fox's
sharp yipping foll owed, and a falcon wailed high, then | ow
The panther was silent, but Pytr knew he was near

Pytr rose, back arched, tail swollen to nearly the w dth
of the squirrel's. Rieve was on his feet, his back to the fire.
H s fear scent, sour and urgent, filled the room

LET US HOPE, SQUI RREL, THAT THESE ARE

FRI ENDS, | NDEED. THOUGH | F THEY ARE, | WLL
TELL YOU NOW THAT YOU HAVE SOVE VERY
STRANGE FRI ENDS FOR A SQUI RREL.

Part of the squirrel agreed conpletely. Another part,
however, the part that dreaned nenori es he knew he
shoul dn't have, |aughed happily.

The fal con descended on a dropping air current and
caught the tree's bare branch neatly to perch. He spread his
wi ngs, his dark eyes flashing, and screaned an inperious
chal | enge.

STURM the fox thought, stretching his sharp-toothed jaws
in a grin of acknow edgenent. Behi nd himhe heard the
shepherd dog, Flint, just drifting down the hill. That path
woul d take himright into the cottage's dooryard, shadowed
now by night and trees. To his |left and ahead, around the
far side of the cottage, runbled the | ow grow of the
pant her. Caranon was in place. It occurred to the fox -
Tanis - that it was a very good thing that Caranon had
eaten well before the change.

The fox tested the air carefully, identified the scents of
hi s compani ons and of those within the cottage. Mn-scent
was strong, and so was the snmell of cat and squirrel

Squirrel. Hs nmouth began to water in spite of hinself.
Squirrels, he knew from sone heretofore untapped well of
i nformation, tasted nearly as good as rabbits. Tanis
shuddered and shook hi nsel f.

He caught man-scent again, this tinme froma hill behind
him That scent he knew well, though he had only recently
cone to recognize it: Raistlin. Light and sweet, the small
scent of a wen hovered near. Al were in position

VWREN, he whi spered, though to any who heard it m ght
only have been the soft pant of a fox pausing to rest in his
ni ght hunti ng.

HERE, HERE

YOU KNOW WHAT TO DO?

YES. |'M READY

GO, THEN

She stitched the night air gracefully, darting fromthe
bushes where Raistlin was conceal ed, down through the
shadows pool ed beneath the trees near the cottage door
where Flint crouched ready.

The pant her, Caranon, had sil enced his om nous
runbling, but Tanis scented himcl oser now and knew he
was prow i ng, ghost-silent, along the side of the house.
Above himthe fal con took wing and | anded on the roof
above the door. Tanis caught his breath; had he seen the



fal con anywhere he woul d have known himfor Sturm by
the proud Iift of his head.

Wen alighted on the windowsill and fluttered her w ngs
against the glass. In the voice of the bird she piped and
| anent ed. She might only have been sone ni ght-caught
creature seeking shelter

A shadow crossed the glass. Tanis heard an indrawn
breath. Man-scent rose on the air, stronger now The
panther's green eyes glittered dangerously in the |ight

spilling fromthe window. It seened to Tanis, with his
hei ght ened sense of snell, that Rieve must know what
wai t ed outside his door.

Wen left the sill, flewto the door, and cane near to

hitting Flint where he waited in the shadows.

Ri eve's shadow | eft the wi ndow, vanished, then fell to
bl ock the line of light |eaking frombeneath the door. A red
ghost in the night, Tanis glided dowmn the hill, keeping to
t he shadows until he was aligned with Flint at the opposite
side of the door. He heard the sound of the |atch being
lifted.

"Wen," a cold voice said fromw thin. "So, you' ve
returned?"

YES! she piped. OH PLEASE LET ME I N

"OfF course, little one, of course." There was silky threat
in the mage's voice. "You've reconsidered?"

YES! ONLY LET ME I Nl PLEASE

The door opened quickly, orange light spilled out into
the night, and Wen shot past the nmage |ike a snmall brown
conet. He turned, then fell, breathl ess beneath the wei ght
of a large black shepherd dog and a slimred fox.

The mage kicked hard at the fox and sent it tunbling
across the floor. Before he could nove to rise, however, the
dog's teeth clanped onto his shoul der. Behind himthe cat
hi ssed and the caged squirrel scolded and chattered. He
brought up his knee and drove it into the dog's stonach.
Snarling, the beast fell away.

Ri eve scranbled to his feet, kicked again at the dog, and
m ssed. He spun toward the door and came eye to razor-
sharp beak with a dark-eyed fal con

"No!" he shouted, flinging up an armto protect his eyes.
The falcon's tal ons raked al ong the back of his hand. "No!"

As though in response to his protest, the fal con darted
away, lifting high to take perch on the nmantel. Rieve drew
a shuddering breath and stumbled again to the door. A
heavy, tawny paw hit himhard in the chest and dropped
hi m where he stood. The panther's fangs shone |ike daggers
inthe fire' s gl ow

Standi ng at the panther's shoul der, one hand on the
mountain cat's broad gol den head, another extended in a
parody of greeting, stood a light-eyed, pale young nage.
His cold snile awke a fear in R eve that even the
pant her's gl eani ng fangs had not.

Ri eve noaned. He wondered if he would have tine to
prepare for death.

Animal s were turning into people all around him and the
squirrel didn't know where to look first. The fal con, that
beautiful bird, becane a tall, dark-haired young man. There
was still something of the falcon's broodi ng about him The
squirrel thought that it nust always have been this way. The



fox, linmping from havi ng been kicked hal f-way across the
cottage, was no fox at all but a red-haired half-elf who

| eaned against the wall, holding ribs that nust truly hurt
fromthe look in his | ong eyes.
The dog . . . ah, the dog! The squirrel al st knew that

he woul d be a dwarf, brown-bearded and grunbling about a
sore stomach even before he was changed

There remai ned only the panther, crouched over Rieve,

his heavy paw still planted firmy in the mddle of the
mage' s chest. The slight young man scratched the big cat's
ears idly, smling as though he had only dropped in for a

cup of sonmething warmto take the chill out of the night.
"Four nore changes we need, friend Rieve," the young
man murmured. "I will effect one after you effect three.”

Ri eve panted sonething, and the squirrel thought it mnust
be hard getting enough air to speak with the panther |eaning
so heavily on him

"Do | take that for agreenent?"

"Do | - do | have a choice?" Rieve asked sourly.

"Well, yes. W always have choices. Yours, however,
are limted."

Ri eve swal |l owed hard, recognized the limts, and
nodded. The squirrel flashed his tail and scurried around in
hi s cage.

CAT! PYTRI WATCH WATCH THEY' RE GO NG
TO DO MORE CHANGES! PYTR? PYTR, WHERE
ARE YOQU?

Pytr was gone. Or the cat was gone, anyway, replaced by
a stocky, gol den-haired man who wore around one wist a
slim bracel et of braided |eather

And the wen, who had clung so fearfully to the edge of
the table near the squirrel's cage during the whol e splendid
attack only nonments ago, was gone as well. Instead, a
smal |, pretty girl, her hair the color of the wen's brown
feathers, rested her hand on the cage.

"One nore," she said, "And this, perhaps, the npst
i mportant."

THE PANTHER, OF COURSE, the squirrel thought. HE
LOOKS FI ERCE ENOUGH TO EAT THE MAGE FOR
DI NNER AND STI LL COVE AVWAY HUNGRY. THEY' LL
CHANGE THE PANTHER NEXT.

But to the squirrel's surprise, the panther remained a
pant her, runbling and grow ing deep inside his broad chest.
The girl |eaned over his own cage and undid the latch. She
gathered himcarefully into her hands and |ifted himout.

No nmore cage | As though he hadn't breathed in days, the
squirrel drewin a lungful of air and leaped fromthe girl's
hands. He could snell the sweet night air. He could taste it,
and it tasted |like freedom

The girl cried out, the dark-haired young man shout ed
somet hing, and the half-elf |eaped to kick the door shut.
But squirrels can nmake thensel ves very small. Sucking in
all the air that he could, the squirrel dashed between the
cl osing door and the janb and plunged into the night. He'd
had enough of men and beasts and cages. He wanted trees,
cozy nests, and sweet caches of chestnuts. And he was
goi ng to have those now, no matter what they shouted
i nsi de. .

"Come BACK here, you stone-headed kender!"

Hal fway up the closest tree the squirrel stopped, frozen



by the dwarf's cry. Not crazy, he'd told Pytr, but stone-
headed. Stone-headed . . . sonething. Stone-headed
kender! Kender?

Sonet hi ng strange happened to the cold night air. It
shivered, the way it does under summer's heat, and then it
si ghed, the sound of a small drifting breeze. The squirre
tried to breathe but found that he couldn't quite drawin the
air he needed. Suddenly he lost his grip and tunbled to the
ground.

Kender!

"And where, in the nanes of all the gods, did you think
you were goi ng?"

"I - " Tas got his |legs under himand clinmbed to his feet.
Sone of the squirrel feeling was in himyet. He had to
swal  ow hard to ignore the inperative to run fromthe

dwarf. "I - don't know. | don't even really know how | got
here, wherever here is. | was following the wen, | think

and . . . well, then | was here, falling out of this tree. But
think I remenber some dreanms . . . strange ones, about

squirrels and cats and -
Flint snorted and pulled the kender to his feet. For all his
scow i ng, though, his hands were gentle. "Cone on, now,
back inside. You can be sure Caranon is getting hungry by
now. And Raistlin has sone work to do yet."
"But Caranon is always hungry," Tas said, dusting
hinsel f off. "Wat's so inportant about that - oh, the
pant her ?"
Flint nodded. Tas, renenbering Pytr's intense and
al ways sharp cat-hunger, grinned slyly. He was not
unhappy that Ri eve must be | earning even now what it
meant to be the object of that hunger. "It's just a thought,
Flint, but perhaps they could just feed Caranmpon whatever's
| yi ng around the cottage?"

In the end, though Tas had not been alone in his wistfu
wi sh, they did not feed Rieve to the panther. Some oath or
prom se was extracted fromhim though what passed
bet ween hi mand Raistlin none ever learned, for Raistlin
bani shed all but the big panther fromthe cottage. If
Caranon heard or understood, he was uncharacteristically
silent about it. And a week | ater, when those who had been
cat and squirrel, wen and fal con, fox, dog, and panther
were gathered in Solace, it was yet a matter for specul ation
Wen watched Raistlin, who sat in the shadows of Flint's

hearth. "Were truth told, I"'mnot sure that I want to know "
"I wouldn't mnd knowi ng," Pytr nmuttered. He stroked
her hair and sighed. "I'd like to know with what coin

Ri eve's debt has been paid."

The young wonan shook her head and smiled. Small
and cheerful, her brown eyes bright now when she | ooked
at Pytr, she was, Flint thought then, very like the wen for
whi ch she'd been nanmed and which she had, for a tineg,
been.

Tani s, who at that nmoment had the sane thought, glanced
once at the dwarf and, when he received a slight nod,
crossed to the hearth and took up one of Flint's snall
carvi ngs.

"For you," he said, taking a seat next to Wen.

"But - what is it? Surely you've given us enough?"

"One nore thing, but you rmust cl ose your eyes now. "



Curious, Sturm and Caranon | eaned cl oser and Tas
ducked under Pytr's armto get a closer |ook. They saw
not hi ng, however, for Tanis had the object hidden in closed
hands. In the hearth's shadow, Raistlin stirred but did not
rise to join his conpanions.

Wen cl osed her eyes, and Tanis placed the snmall object
in her hands. "Now, this is sonmething Flint has taught ne:
| et your hands know what it is you hold before your eyes
tell you. Qur eyes, as we have lately |l earned, can too easily
decei ve us."

Wen let her fingers discover the wings first, then the
careful ly rounded back, the beak, and finally the deftly
carved tail feathers. "A bird!" she cried. "A wen?"

Alittle breeze sighed, then wandered away.

Yet when she opened her eyes and saw t he snall

carving, Wen wore a small, puzzled frown. "But. . . it
FELT li ke a wen. | don't understand."”

Neither did Tanis. Nor did Flint. It was Tas, finally, who
spoke.

"Flint! That's wonderful! That's the nicest mniature |'ve
ever seen! Wen did you carve it?"

"I didn't," Flint said shortly. "I had nothing to do with
this piece." He peered hard at the little carving and shook
his head. It was Wen in every perfect detail, her soft hair

pul | ed back | ow on her neck as it was now, her serene snile
shown in |lips and eyes, her hands quietly fol ded at her
wai st .

Flint shivered and | ooked across the room Though he
could not be sure, he thought he saw Raistlin smle fromthe
hearth's shadow

"Wanna Bet ?"
Mar garet Weis and Tracy Hi ckman

For ewor d
(or Afterword, as the case may be)
"A fine mage you are little brother," muttered Tanin,
standi ng on the dock, watching the ship sail away. "You
shoul d have known all along there was somet hing strange
about that dwarf!"

"Me?" Palin retorted. "YOU were the one that got us
m xed up in the whole thing to begin with! 'Adventures
al ways start in such places as this', " the young nagic-user
said, mmcking his older brother's voice.

"Hey, guys," began Sturmin nollifying tones.

"Ch, shut up!" Both brothers turned to face him "It was
YOU who took that stupid bet!"

The three brothers stood glaring at each other; the salt
breeze blowing the red curling hair of the two elder into
their eyes and whi pping the white robes of the younger
about his thin |egs.

A ringing shout, sounding over the dancing waters,

i nterrupted them

"Farewel |, lads! Farewell! It was a nice try. Perhaps we'l
do it again sone day!"

"Over ny dead body!" all three brothers nuttered
fervently, raising their hands and wavi ng hal f heartedly,
sickly grins on their faces.

"That's ONE thing we can all agree on," said Sturm



begi nning to chuckle. "And | know another." The brothers
turned thankfully away fromthe sight of the sailing vesse
| unbering through the waters.

"And that is ... ?"

"That we never tell another living soul about this, as |ong
as we livel" Sturms voice was |low. The other two brothers
gl anced about at the spectators standing on the docks. They
were | ooking at the ship, laughing. Several, glancing at the
brothers, pointed at themwi th stifled giggles.

Ginning ruefully, Tanin held his right hand out in front
of him Sturmplaced his right hand on his brother's, and
Palin put his right hand over the other two.

"Agreed," each said sol enmmly.

CHAPTER ONE
Dougan Redhanmer

"Adventures always start in such places as this," said
Tanin, regarding the inn with a satisfied air.

"You can't be serious!" Palin said, horrified. "I wouldn't
stable my horse in this filthy place, let alone stay here
nmysel f1"

"Actually," reported Sturm rounding the corner of the

buil ding after an inspection tour, "the stables are clean
conpared to the inn, and they snell a damn sight better.
say we sleep there and send the horses inside."

The inn, located on the docks of the seaside town of
Sancrist, was every bit as mean and ill-favored in

appear ance as those few patrons the young nen saw
slouching into it. The wi ndows facing the docks were small
as though staring out to sea too long had given them a
perpetual squint. Light frominside could barely filter
through the dirt. The building itself was weather- and sand-
bl asted and crouched in the shadows at the end of the alley
like a cutpurse waiting for his next victim Even the nane,
The Spliced Jib, had an om nous sound.

"I expected Little Brother to conplain,” Tanin remarked
sourly, disnmounting and glaring at Sturm over the ponmel

of his saddle. "He nmisses his white linen sheets and nama
tucking himin at night. But | expected better of you, Sturm

Maj ere. "

"Ch, |I've no objection," Sturmsaid easily, sliding off his
horse and beginning to untie his pack. "I was just naking

an observation. W don't have nmuch choi ce anyway," he

added, withdrawing a small |eather pouch and shaking it.

Where there should have been the ring of steel coins, there
was only a dismal clunk. "No linen sheets tonight, Palin,"
he said, grinning at his younger brother, who renai ned

seat ed di sconsol ately upon his horse. "Think of tonorrow

ni ght, though - staying at Castle Uh Wstan, the guests of
Lord Gunthar. Not only white linen but probably rose petals
strewn about the bed as well."

"I don't expect white linen," Palin returned, nettled. "In
fact, bed sheets at all would be a pleasant change! And I'd
prefer sleeping in a bed where the mattress wasn't alivel™
Irritably, he scratched hinself under the white robes.

"A warrior nust get used to such things," Tanin said in
his worldly wise Elder Brother voice that made Palin | ong
to toss himin the horse trough. "If you are attacked by
not hi ng worse than bedbugs on your first quest, you may



count yourself lucky."
"Quest?" Palin nuttered bitterly, sliding down off his
horse. "Acconpanying you and Sturmto Castle Uth Wstan
so that you can join the knighthood. This isn't a quest! It's
been |i ke a kender outing, and both you and Fat her knew it
woul d be when you decided | could go! Wy, the npst
danger we've been in since we |left hone was fromthat
serving wench who tried to cut off Sturms ears with a
but cher knife!"
"It was a nistake anyone coul d make,

Sturm nuttered

flushing. "I keep telling you! - | intended to grab her nugs.
She was what you might call a buxomgirl and, when she
| eaned over nme, holding the tray, | wasn't exactly paying

attention to what | was doing -

"Ch, you were paying attention, all right!" Palin said
grimy. "Even when she canme at you with a knife, we had
to drag you out of there! And your eyes were the size of
your shield."

"Well, at least I'minterested in such things," Sturm said
irritably. "Not |ike some people | could nmention, who seem
to think thenselves too good - "

"I have high standards!" retorted Palin. "I don't tunble
for every 'buxom blonde who jiggles in my direction - "

"Stop it, both of you!" Tanin ordered tiredly. "Sturm
take the horses around and see that they're brushed down
and fed. Palin, come with me."

Palin and Sturm both | ooked rebellious, and Tanin's tone
grew stern. "Renenber what Father said."

The brothers renmenbered. Sturm still grunbling,
grabbed the horses' reins in his hand and led themto the
stables. Palin swallowed a barbed conment and foll owed
hi s brother.

Al t hough qui ck-tenpered |ike his nother, Tanin
appeared to have inherited few other qualities fromhis
parents. Instead, he was in tenperanent nore |like the man
i n whose honor he had been naned - his parent's dearest
friend, Tanis Half-El ven. Tanin idolized his name-father
and did his best to enulate his hero. Consequently, the
twenty-four-year-old young man took his role as | eader and
el der brother quite seriously. This was fine with one
younger brother. The fun-loving Sturmwas al nost the
epitome of his father, having inherited Caranon's jovial
easy-going nature. Disliking to take responsibility hinself,
Sturm general ly obeyed Tanin w thout question. But Palin,
just twenty-one, possessed the keen mind and intellect of
his uncle, the powerful, tragic archmage Raistlin. Palin
I oved his brothers, but he chafed under what he consi dered
Tanin's overbearing | eadership and was irritated beyond
measure by Sturm s | ess than serious outlook on life.

This was, however, Palin's "first quest" - as Tanin never
failed to remind himat |east once an hour. A nonth had
gone by since the young mage took the grueling Test in the
Tower of Hi gh Sorcery in Palanthas. He was now an
accepted nmenber of the Order of Wzards on Krynn. But
somehow that didn't satisfy him He felt |let down and
depressed. For years, his greatest goal had been passing the
Test, a goal that, once attained, would open countless doors.

It hadn't opened one. Ch, admittedly Palin was a young
mage. He had little power yet, being able to cast only m nor
spells. ldeally, he would apprentice hinself to sonme skilled



archmage, who woul d take over his tutel age. But no
archmage had requested his services, and Palin was shrewd
enough to know why.

Hi s uncle, Raistlin, had been the greatest w zard ever to
have lived. He had taken the Bl ack Robes of Evil and
chal | enged the Queen of Darkness herself, intending to rule
the world. An attenpt that ended in his death. Though Palin
wore the White Robes of CGood, he knew that there were
those in the Order who did not trust himand who, perhaps,
never would. He carried his uncle's staff - the powerfu
Staff of Magius, given to hi munder nysterious
circunstances in the Tower of Hi gh Sorcery at Pal ant has.
Rurmors were al ready buzzing anong the Concl ave as to
how Palin could have acquired the Staff. It had, after all,
been | ocked in a roomsealed with a powerful curse. No,
what ever he acconplished, Palin knew deep w thin hinmself,
he woul d acconplish as his uncle had - studyi ng, working,
and fighting al one.

But that was in the future. For the tine being, he supposed,
he nust be content to travel with his brothers. H's father
Caranmon, who, with his own twin brother, Raistlin, had
been a hero in the War of the Lance, was adamant on that
point. Palin had never been out in the world. He'd been
sheltered by his books, imrersed in his studies. If he went
on this journey to Sancrist, he was to submt to Tanin's
aut hority, placing hinmself under his brothers' guidance and
pro tection.

Palin swore a sacred oath to his father to obey his
brothers, just as Tanin and Sturmswore to protect him In
poi nt of fact, their deep |love and affection for each other
made the oath superfluous - as Caranon knew. But the big
man was al so wi se enough to know that this first outing
toget her would put a strain on brotherly love. Palin, the
nore intelligent of the brothers, was eager to prove hinself
- eager to the point of fool hardiness.

"Palin has to learn the worth of other people, to respect
them for what they know, even if they're not as quick-
thinking as he is," Caranon said to hinmsel f, renenbering
with regret the twin who had never |earned that |esson.
"And Sturm and Tanin have to learn to respect him to
realize that they can't solve every problemw th a whack of
their swords. Above all, they've got to |l eamto depend on
each other!" The big man shook his head. "May the gods go
with them™" he nuttered

He was never to know the irony of that prayer.

It appeared, at the beginning of the journey, that none of
these | essons was going to be |earned easily. The two ol der
boys had decided privately (certainly not mentioning this to
their father) that this trip was going to "make a man" of
their scholarly sibling.

But their views as to what constituted "manhood" didn't
accord with Palin's. In fact, as far as he could see, "being a
man" neant living with fleas, bad food, worse ale, and
worren of dubi ous character. Sonething Palin considered
poi nting out when Tanin nuttered, "Act like a man!" out of
the corner of his nouth as he and Palin entered the inn

But Palin kept his mouth shut. He and his brothers were
entering a strange inn, located in what was reputedly a
rough part of Sancrist. The young mage had | earned enough
to know that their very lives mght depend on presenting a



unified front to the world.

This the brothers, despite their differences, managed
quite successfully. So successfully, in fact, that they had
met with no troubl e whatsoever on the long trip northward
from Sol ace. The two ol der brothers were big and brawny,
havi ng inherited Caranon's girth and strength. Experienced
canpai gners, they bore their battle scars proudly and wore
their swords with practiced ease. The youngest, Palin, was
tall and well-built, but it was the sl ender body of one
accustoned to study rather than to w el di ng weapons. Any
who m ght consider himan easy mark, however, could I ook
into the young man's handsone, serious face, note the
i ntense, penetrating gaze of the clear eyes, and think twce
about interfering with him

The Staff of Magius that Palin carried nmight have had
something to do with this as well. Mude of plain wood,
adorned with a faceted crystal held fast in a dragon's cl aw
made of gold, the staff gave no outward, visible sign of
bei ng magi cal. But there was a kind of dark, unseen aura
around it, perhaps associated with its late master, that
viewers invariably perceived with a sense of uneasi ness.
Palin kept the staff near him always. If he wasn't holding it,
the staff rested near him and he often reached out to touch
it reassuringly.

This night as on other nights, the sight of Tanin and Palin
entering the inn did not particularly inpress those wthin,
except for one party. Seated at a grubby booth in a conmer,
this group i nmedi ately began to jabber ampbng thensel ves,
whi spering and poi nting. The whi spering increased,
growi ng even nore excited, when Sturmcanme in and
joined his brothers. Several nembers of the group nudged a
figure who was sitting nearest the wall, his face hidden in
deep shadows.

"Aye, | see, | see!" grunmbled the figure. "You think
they'll do, do you?"

The others at the table nodded and chattered anong
t hensel ves enthusiastically. Smaller than the figure in the
shadows, they were just as hidden. Muffled to the eyebrows
in brown robes, their features and even their hands and feet
wer e indi stinguishabl e.

The figure in the corner gave the young men a shrewd,
apprai sing scrutiny. The brown-robed creatures continued
to jabber. "Shut up, you buggers," the figure grow ed
irritably. "You'll attract their notice."

Those in the brown robes i medi ately hushed, falling
into a silence so deep they might have all tunbled into a
well. Naturally, this startling silence caused everyone in the
common room of the inn to turn and stare at them
i ncluding the three young nen.

"Now you' ve done it!" snarled the figure fromthe
shadows. Two of the brown-robed creatures hung their
heads, though a third seemed inclined to argue. "Be quiet!
I"lI'l handle this!" said the figure, getting to his feet.

Leaning forward into the light, he gave the three young
men an aniable snile fromthe depths of a full, glossy
bl ack beard and, raising his nug, said cheerfully, "Dougan
Redhamer, at your service, young gents. WII| you take a
drink with an old dwarf?"

"That we will, and with pleasure,” Tanin said politely.

"Let me out,"” grunted the dwarf to the brown-robed



creatures, who were so packed into the booth it was

i npossible to tell how many of themthere m ght have been
Wth rmuch groani ng and swearing and "ouch, that's ny

foot, you w dget-brain" and "m nd nmy beard, gear-head,"

the dwarf emerged - sonmewhat flushed and panting - from

t he back of the booth. Carrying his nug and calling for the
i nnkeep to bring "ny private stock," Dougan approached

the tabl e where the young nen were seat ed.

The others in the inn, sailors and local residents for the

nost part, returned to their own conversations - the
subj ects of which appeared to Palin to be of a sinister
nature, judging fromthe grimand ill-favored expressions

on their faces. They had not wel coned the brothers, nor did
they seeminterested in either the dwarf or his conpanions.
Several cast scow ing gl ances at Dougan Redhanmer. This
didn't disconcert the dwarf in the least. Pulling up a high
stool that conpensated for his short stature, the stout and
flashily dressed (at |east for a dwarf) Dougan pl opped

hi rsel f down at the brothers' table.

"What' Il you have, gentlenen?" asked the dwarf. "The
spirits of ny people? Ah, you' re nen of taste! There's
not hi ng better than the fernented rmushroom brew of
Thor bardin. "

Dougan grinned at the brothers expansively as the
i nnkeeper shuffled to the table, carrying three nugs in his
hand. Putting these down, he thunped a large clay bottle
stoppered with a cork down in front of the dwarf. Dougan
pul l ed the cork, inhaling the funes with a gusty sigh of
contentnent that caused Sturmis nouth to water in
anti ci pation.

"Aye, that's prime," said the dwarf in satisfaction. "Hand
your mugs round, gents. Don't be shy. There's plenty for al
and nmore where this came from | don't drink with
strangers, though, so tell me your nanes."

"Tanin Majere, and these are ny brothers, Sturm and
Palin," said Tanin, sliding his nug over willingly. Sturms
was already in the dwarf's hand.

"Il have w ne, thank you," Palin said stiffly. Then he
added in an undertone, "You know how Father feels about
that stuff.”

Tanin responded with an icy glare and Sturm | aughed.

"Aw, | oosen up, Palin!" Sturmsaid. "A nmug or two of
dwarf spirits never hurt anyone."

"Right you are there, lad!" said Dougan roundly. " Tis
good for what ails you, my father was wont to say. This
marvel ous elixir'll mend broken head or broken heart. Try
it, young wi zard. If your father be the Hero of the Lance,
Caranon Majere, then he lifted a glass or two in his day, if
all the tales |'ve heard about himbe true!"

"Il have wine," Palin repeated, coldly ignoring his
brot hers' el bow nudgi ng and f oot - ki cki ng.

"Probably best for the young lad," said Dougan with a
wi nk at Tanin. "Innkeep, wine for the youngster here!"

Palin flushed in shanme, but there was little he could say,
realizing he'd said nore than enough al ready. Enbarrassed,
he took his glass and hunched down in his white robes,
unable to | ook around. He had the feeling that everyone in
the inn was | aughing at him

"So, you've heard of our father?" Tanin asked abruptly,
changi ng the subj ect.



"Who hasn't heard of Caranon Majere, Hero of the

Lance," said Dougan. "Here's to his health!" Lifting his
mug, the dwarf took a long pull of the spirits, as did both
Tanin and Sturm Wen the three set the mugs down, there
was no sound for the nmoment except slight gaspings for air.
This was followed by three, satisfied bel ches.

"Dam good!" said Sturm huskily, w ping his streamn ng
eyes.

"I"ve never had better!" Tanin swore, draw ng a deep

br eat h.

"Drink up, lad!" said the dwarf to Palin. "You'll surely
drink a toast to your own father, won't you?"
"Of course he will, won't you, Palin?" said Tanin, his

voi ce dangerously pl easant.

Palin obediently took a sip of his wine, drinking to his
father's health. After that, the others quickly ignored him
becom ng absorbed in conversation about the parts of the
worl d each had travel ed recently and what was transpiring
where. Palin, unable to take part in the conversation, fell to
studying the dwarf. Dougan was taller than nost dwarves
t he young man had known and, although he called hinself
"old," he couldn't have been nmuch over one hundred years,
an age considered to be just suitably mature for a dwarf.

H s beard was obviously his pride and joy; he stroked it
often, never failing to draw attention to it when possible.
Shining black, it grew thick and luxuriant, tunbling over

his chest and down past his belt. H's hair, too, was as bl ack
and curly as his beard, and he wore it al nost as |ong. Like
nost dwarves, he was rotund and probably hadn't seen his

feet below his round belly in years. Unlike npbst dwarves,
however, Dougan was dressed in a flanmboyant style that

woul d have wel |l becone the Lord of Pal ant has.

Qutfitted in a red velvet jacket, red velvet breeches,
bl ack stockings, black shoes with red heels, and a silk shirt
with puffy sleeves - a shirt that m ght once have been white
but was now stained with dirt, spirits, and what may have
been | unch - Dougan was an astonishing sight. He was
remarkabl e, too, in other ways. Mst dwarves are sonewhat
surly and w t hdrawn around nenbers of other races, but
Dougan was jovial and tal kative and al t ogether the nost
engagi ng stranger the brothers had cone across on their
travels. He, in his turn, appeared to enjoy their conpany.

"By Reorx," said the dwarf adnmiringly, watching Tanin
and Sturmdrain their rmugs, "but you are lads after nmy own
heart. Its a pleasure to drink with real nen."

Sturmgrinned. "There are not many who can keep up
with us," he boasted, notioning the dwarf to pour the
spirits. "So you better have a care, Dougan, and sl ow
down. "

"SIl ow down! Look who's tal king!" The dwarf roared so
loudly that all eyes in the common room turned on them
i ncluding the eyes of the small creatures in the brown
robes. "Wy, there isn't a human alive who can outdrink a
dwarf with his own brew "

@ ancing at Sturm Tanin w nked, though he kept his
face solemm. "You' ve just nmet two of them Dougan

Redhamer," he said, |eaning back in his chair until it
creaked beneath his weight. "W've drunk many a stout
dwarf under the table and were still sober enough, Sturm

and I, to guide himto his bed."



"And I|," returned Dougan, clenching his fist, his face
turning a fiery red beneath the bl ack beard, "have drunk ten
stout humans underneath the table and not only did | |ead
themto their beds but | put their night-clothes on them and
tidied up their roonms to boot!"

"You won't do that to us!" vowed Tanin.

"Wanna bet?" roared the dwarf with a slight slur

"A wager, then?" cried Sturm

"A wager!" shouted Dougan

"Nanme the rules and the stakes!" Tanin said, sitting
f or war d.

Dougan stroked his beard thoughtfully. "I'Il match you
| ads one on one, drink for drink - "

"Ha!" Sturm burst out | aughing.

" - drink for drink," continued the dwarf inperturbably,
"until your beardless chins hit the floor."

"I't"ll be your beard and not our chins that hits the floor
dwarf," Sturm said. "Wat stakes?"

Dougan Redhammer pondered. "The wi nner has the very
great satisfaction of assisting the losers to their beds," he
said, after a pause, twirling a |ong nmoustache around his
finger.

"And | oser pays the tabs for all,"” added Tanin.

"Done," said the dwarf, with a grin, holding out his hand.

"Done," said Tanin and Sturmtogether. Each shook
Dougan's hand, then the dwarf turned to Palin, his hand
out st r et ched.

"I want no part of this!" Palin said enphatically, glaring
at his brothers. "Tanin," he said in a | ow voice, "think of
our funds. If you |l ose, we - "

"Little Brother," Tanin interrupted, flushing in anger
"next journey, remind me to | eave you hone and bring
along a cleric of Pal adine! W'd get preached at |ess and
probably have nore fun."

"You have no right to talk to nme that way -
retorted.

"Ah, it must be all three of you," Dougan interrupted,
shaki ng his head, "or the bet's off. There's no challenge in a
dwarf outdrinking two humans. And it nust be dwarf
spirits. Wy, the lad mght as well be drinking his nother's
mlk as that elf water!" (ELF WATER - a name dwarves use
for wine, which they can't abide.)

"I won't drink that - " Palin began

"Palin" - Tanin's voice was stern and cold - "you are
sham ng us! If you can't have sonme fun, go to your room"

Angrily, Palin started to rise, but Sturm caught hold of
the sl eeve of his robes.

"Aw, cone on, Palin,” his brother said cheerfully, "relax!
Reorx's beard! Father's not going to wal k through that
door!" He tugged at Palin's sleeve until his brother slowy
resumed his seat. "You've been studying too hard. Your
brain's gone all cobwebby. Here, try some. That's all we
ask. If you don't like it, then we won't say any nore about
it."

Shoving a full nug over to his brother, Sturml eaned
cl ose and whispered in Palin's ear, "Don't make Tani n nad,
all right? You know how he sul ks, and we'll have to put up
with himfromhere to Lord Gunthar's. Big Brother's got
your own best interests at heart. W both do. W just want
to see you have a little fun, that's all. Gve it a try, huh?"

Pal i n



@ ancing at Tanin, Palin saw that his brother's face was

gri mand unhappy. Maybe Sturm s right, Palin thought.

Maybe | shoul d rel ax and have sone fun. Tanin was nore

than half serious when he said that about |eaving nme hone.
He's never tal ked that way before. It's just that |'ve been
wanting themto take me seriously, to quit treating me |ike
a kid. Maybe | HAVE gone too far. .

Forcing a laugh, Palin lifted the mug. "To ny
brot hers?" he said huskily, and was pleased to see Tanin's
green eyes brighten and Sturm s face break into a broad
grin. Putting the nug to his lips, Palin took a drink of the
i nfamous brew known as dwarf spirits.

The taste wasn't bad. It was pleasant, in fact, a kind of
dark and earthy flavor that brought visions of the dwarves
under ground home of Thorbardin to his eyes. Rolling it on
his tongue, Palin nodded in pleased surprise and
swal | owed. .

The young mage wondered suddenly if a fireball had
expl oded in his head. Flames shot through his nmouth. Fire
burst out his ears and nose, roared down his throat, and
seared his stomach. He couldn't breathe, he couldn't see.

He was going to die, he knewit ... any nonment . . . here, in
this filthy, godforsaken tavern.

Soneone - Palin had the vague inpression it was Sturm -
was poundi ng himon the back and, at last, he was able to
gasp for air.

"I do enjoy seeing a man enjoy his liquor," said Dougan
seriously. "My turn now. A drink to the young mage!"

Putting his mug to his lips, the dwarf tilted his head back
and drained it in one |long swallow. Wen he reappeared,

his eyes were watery and his |arge, bul bous nose bright red.
"Ahhh!" he breathed, blinking back his tears and wi ping his
nmouth with the end of his beard.

"Hear, hear," cried both Sturmand Tanin, raising their
mugs. "A drink to our brother, the nage!" They, too,
drained their nmugs, not quite as fast as the dwarf, but
wi t hout stopping for breath.

"Thank you," said Palin, deeply noved. Cautiously, he
t ook another gulp. The effect wasn't so awful the second
time. In fact, it was pleasurable. Palin took another drink
then another, and finally drained the nug. Setting it down
on the table amid cheers fromhis brothers and Dougan, the
young man felt warm and good all over. H's blood tingled
in his veins. Tanin was | ooking at himw th approval and
pride, Sturmwas filling his nug agai n. Dougan downed
two nore nugs in a row, Sturmand Tanin drank theirs, and
then it was Palin's turn. He lifted the mug to his lips.

Palin was smling and he couldn't quit smling. He |oved
Tanin and Sturm better than anyone else in the world, and
he told them so, until he broke down and cried on Sturn's
broad shoul der. But no! There was soneone el se he |oved -
that was the dwarf. He staggered to his feet and went round
the table to shake the dwarfs hand. He even made a speech
Fast friends . . . firmfriends, like his father and his father's
friend ... old Flint, the dwarf ... He went back to his chair,
only there seened to be four chairs now, instead of just one.
Pi cking one, Palin sat down, mi ssed and woul d have ended
up on the floor if Tanin hadn't caught him He drank
anot her mug, watching his brothers and his new friend with
tears of affection stream ng down his face.



"I tell you, lads" - Dougan's voice seened to Palin to
cone froma |long distance away - "I |love you like ny own
sons. And | nust say | think you' ve had a wee bit nore to
drink than you can handle."

"Naw " Sturmcried indignantly, pounding his hand on
the table.

"We can keep up with you," Tanin nuttered, breathing
heavily, his face beefy red.

"Damrigh'," said Palin, striking the table - or he would
have if the table hadn't suddenly and unaccountably | eaped
out of the way.

And then Palin was lying on the floor, thinking this was
an interesting place to be, nmuch safer than up there in four
chairs, with tables junping. . . . G ancing around blearily,
he saw his staff on the fl oor beside him Reaching out, he
caressed it lovingly.

"SH RAK!'" he slurred, and the crystal atop the staff burst
into light. He heard some commotion at this;

hi gh, shrill voices jabbering and chattering somewhere in
t he background. Palin giggled and couldn't quit giggling.

From somewhere up above, he heard Dougan's voice
cone floating down to him "Here's to our beds," said the
dwarf, "and a sound night's sleep!"™ And if there was a
sinister note in the gruff voice or nore than a trace of
triunphant |aughter, Palin discounted it. The dwarf was his
friend, a brother to him He loved himlike a brother, his
dear brothers .

Palin laid his head on the floor, resting his cheek on the
staff's cool wood. Shutting his eyes, he slipped away into
another world - a world of small creatures in brown robes,
who lifted himup and ran away with him

CHAPTER TWD
A Real | y Bad Hangover

The worl d heaved and shivered, and Palin's stonach

heaved and his skin shivered in agreenent, nisery |oving
conpany. Rolling over on his side, he was violently sick,
and he wondered as he lay on whatever it was he was |ying
on - he couldn't open his eyes to see, they felt all gumed
together - howlong it would take himto die and end this
suf fering.

Wien he coul d be sick no nore and when it seened that

his insides mght actually stay inside, Palin lay back with a
groan. H's head was beginning to clear a little, and he
realized suddenly, when he tried to nove, that his hands
were tied behind his back. Fear shot through his nuzzy
brain, its cold surge blowi ng away the msts of the dwarf
spirits. He couldn't feel his feet, and he dimy knew t hat
cords tied around his ankles had cut off his circulation
Gitting his teeth, he shifted his position slightly and
wi ggled his toes inside his soft |eather boots, w ncing as he
felt the tingling of returning bl ood.

He was |ying on a wooden pl ank, he noticed, feeling it
beneath himw th his hands. And there was a peculiar

nmotion to the plank, it was rocking back and forth in a
manner nost unsettling to Palin's aching head and churning
stomach. There were strange noi ses and snmells, too - wood
creaki ng, an odd whooshing and gurgling, and, every so
often, a trenendous roaring and thuddi ng and fl appi ng



above his head that sounded like a stanmpede of horses or
Palin thought with a catch in his throat, his father's
description of attacking dragons. Cautiously, the young
mage opened his eyes. Alnost instantly, he shut them

again. Sunlight streami ng through a small, round w ndow
pierced his brain |like an arrow, sending white-hot pain
bounci ng around t he backs of his eyeballs. The pl ank

rocked himthis way and that, and Palin was sick again.
When he recovered sufficiently to think he mght not die
in the next ten seconds - a matter of extrene regret - Palin
braced hinself to open his eyes and keep them open

He managed, but at the cost of being sick again.
Fortunately or unfortunately, there was nothing left inside
himto lose, and it wasn't |ong before he was able to | ook
around. He was |lying on a wooden pl ank, as he had
surm sed. The plank had been built into a curved wooden
wal | of a small room and was obviously intended as a crude
bed. Several other planks lined the walls of the oddly
shaped room and Palin saw his two brothers |ying
unconsci ous on these, bound hand and foot as he was.
There was no other furniture in the room nothing but a few
wooden chests, which were sliding along the wooden fl oor
Palin had only to | ook out the small, round wi ndow on
the wall across fromhimto confirmhis worst fears. At first,
he saw not hi ng but blue sky and white cl ouds and bri ght
sunlight. Then the plank on which he was |ying dropped - it
seened - into a chasm The wooden chests scraped across
the floor, running away past him Blue sky and cl ouds
vani shed, to be replaced by green water.

Shutting his eyes once nore, Palin rolled over to ease

hi s cranped nuscles, pressing his aching head agai nst the
cool, damp wood of the crude bed.

O perhaps he should say "berth." That's the nauti cal
term isn't it? he said to hinmself bitterly. That's what you
call a bed on a ship. And what will they call US on the
shi p? Palin asked hinself in despair. Galley slaves?
Chained to the oars, subject to the overnaster

with his whip, flaying the flesh fromtheir backs.
The notion of the ship changed, the sea chests skittered
along the floor in the opposite direction, sky and cl ouds

| eaped back into the wi ndow, and Palin knew he was goi ng
to be sick again.

"Palin . . . Palin, are you all right?"

There was an angui shed tone in the voice that brought
Palin to consciousness. Painfully, he once again opened his
eyes. He nust have slept, he realized, though how he could
have done so with this throbbing in his head and t he queasy
state of his stomach he had no idea.

"Palin!" The voice was urgent.

"Yes," said Palin thickly. It took an effort to talk, his
tongue felt and tasted as though gully dwarves had taken up
residence in his nmouth. The thought made his stomach
[ urch, and he abandoned it hurriedly. "Yes," he said again,
"I'm... all right. "

"Thank Pal adi ne! " groaned the voice, which Palin
recogni zed now as Tanin's. "By the gods, you | ooked so
pale, lying there, | thought you were dead!"

"I wsh |l was," Palin said feelingly.

"W know what you nean," said Sturm a very subdued



and m serable Sturm to judge by the sound.

Twi sting around, Palin was able to see his brothers. If |

| ook as bad as they do, he thought, no wonder Tanin

believed | was dead. Both young nen were pal e beneath

their tan skin, their pallor had a faint greenish tinge, and
there was anpl e evidence on the deck bel ow that both had
been extrenely sick. Their red curls were tangled and wet
and matted, their clothes soaked. Both lay on their backs,
their hands and feet tied with rough | eather thongs. Tanin
had a | arge bruise on his forehead and, in addition, his
wists were cut and bl eedi ng. He had obviously been trying
to free hinself and failed

"This is all nmy fault," said Tanin glumy, w th another
groan as nausea welled up inside of him "What a fool
was, not to see this coning!"

"Don't give yourself all the credit, Big Brother," said
Sturm "1 went right along with you. W shoul d have

listened to Palin - "

"No, you shouldn't have," Palin nunbled, closing his

eyes agai nst the sight of the sea and sky constantly shifting
pl aces in the porthole. "I was being a superior, self-
righteous twit, as both of you tried to point out." He was
silent a nonent, trying to decide if he was going to be sick
or not. Finally, he thought he wasn't and added, "W're in
this together now, anyway. Either of you know where we

are and what's goi ng on?"

"We're in the hold of a ship," Tanin said. "And, fromthe
sounds of it, they've got sone great beast chained up there."
"A dragon?" Palin asked quietly.

"Coul d be." Tanin answered. "I renmenber Tanis
descri bing the bl ack dragon that attacked themin Xak
Tsaroth. He heard a gurgling noise and a hissing, |ike water

boiling in a kettle.

"But why woul d anyone chain a dragon up on a ship?"
argued Sturm weakly.

"A'l kinds of reasons,
nasty."

"Probably keeps slaves like us in line. Palin," called
Tanin in a |l ow voice, "can you do anything? To free us, |
mean? You know, your magic?"

"No," said Palin bitterly. "My spell conponents are gone -
Not that | could get to themif | had them since ny hands
are tied. My staff - M STAFF!" He recalled with a pang.
Fearfully he struggled to sit up, glanced around, then
breathed a sigh of relief. The Staff of Mugius stood in a
corner, leaning up against the hull of the ship. For sone
reason, it did not nove when the ship listed, but remained
standing perfectly still, seem ngly unaffected by the | aws of
nature. "My staff mght help, but the only thing I know how
to make it do is give light," he adnmitted shamefacedly.

"Besi des," he added, lying wearily back down, "nmy head
aches so | can barely renmenber ny name, nuch less a
magi ¢ spell."

The young men were silent, each thinking. Tanin
struggl ed agai nst his bonds once nore, then gave it up. The
| eat her had been soaked with water and had tightened when
it dried so that it was inpossible for the big man to escape.
Then Sturm gave a |l ow whistle and twisted his body to face
hi s younger brother.

"Palin," he said softly, "I renmenber a story about Uncle

Palin nmuttered. "Mst of them



Rai stlin, how he and Father were captured by bandits and
he freed hinself using a knife he had hidden on his wist.
Do you - "

"Yes," said Palin. "I've got a knife Iike his. Justarius sent
it to me when | passed the Test. It's attached to nmy wi st
with a thong." He paused, then said reluctantly, "And |I have
yet to figure out how the damm thing works."

Sturm and Tanin, sitting up hopefully at the beginning
of this conversation, |lay back down with groans at its
concl usi on.

"So, it looks like we're prisoners in this wetched hole -

"Prisoners?" called a boom ng voice. "Losers, maybe.

But prisoners, never!"

A trapdoor in the ceiling opened, and a short, stocky figure
in bright red velvet with black curling hair and beard poked
his head through. "My guests you are!" cried Dougan
Redhamer lustily, peering at themthrough the hatch
"And fortunate beyond all humans, because | have chosen
you to acconpany ne on my grand quest! A quest that will
make you fampus throughout the world! A quest that will
make that m nor adventure your parents were involved in
seem | i ke a kender scavenger hunt!" Dougan | eaned down
so far through the hatch that his face became quite red with
the exertion and he al nost tunbled through upsi de down.

"We're not going on any quest of yours, dwarf!" Tanin
said with an oath. And, for once, both Palin and Sturm were
in full agreenent.

Leering down at themthrough the hatch, Dougan
gri nned. "Wanna bet?

"You see, lads, it's a matter of honor," said the dwarf,
eyei ng them conpl acently. Throwi ng down a rope | adder
Dougan - sonewhat perilously - <clinbed dowmn into the
hol d of the ship, his journey being hanpered by the fact
that he couldn't see his feet for his great belly. Finally, after
several slips, he made it. Reaching the deck, he rested a
monent from his | abors, renoving a | ace-covered
handkerchi ef fromthe sleeve of his coat and using it to nop
his perspiring face.

"I tell you, lads," he said solemmly, "I'mfeeling a bit
under myself. By Reorx, but you can drink! Just |ike you
said." Stumbling slightly as the deck |listed beneath him the
dwarf pointed at Sturm "You, especially! | swear by ny
beard" - he stroked it - "that | saw two of yourself, |ad, and
I was workin' on four before your eyes rolled back in your
head and you crashed to the floor. Shook the foundations of
the inn, you did. | had to pay damages."

"You said you were going to cut us |oose,’
snarl ed.

"That | did," Dougan nmuttered, drawing a sharp knife from
his belt. Mking his way around the sea chests, the dwarf
began to saw away industriously at the |eather thongs that
bound Tanin's wrists.

"I'f we aren't prisoners,"'
bound hand and foot?"

"Why, laddie," said the dwarf, |ooking around at Palin
with an injured air, "it was for your own safety! | had only
your welfare at heart! You were so enthusiastic when you
saw we were carrying you aboard this fine vessel, that we

Tani n

Pal i n asked, "then why are we



had to restrain your enthusiasm -

"Ent husiasm ™ Tanin nuttered. "W were out cold!"

"Well, no, actually, you weren't," Dougan admitted. "Ch, he
was." The dwarf jerked his head back at Palin. "Sleeping
like he was in his nother's arnms. But you two, as | saw the
monent | cl apped eyes on you, |ads, are grand fighters.

Per haps you were wondering how you got that bit of a clout
on your head - "

Tanin said nothing, sinply glared at the dwarf. Sitting
up, the young man gingerly put his hand to his forehead
where there was a lunp the size of an egg.

"Ent husiasm " said the dwarf solemly, going over to
cut Sturmloose. "That's one reason | chose you for ny
quest."

"The only quest 1'd consider going on with you is to see
you in the Abyss!" Tanin retorted stubbornly.

Lyi ng back, Palin sighed. "My dear brother," he said
wearily, "has it occurred to you that we have little choice in
the matter? We're on a ship, mles away fromland" - he
gl anced at Dougan, who nodded assent - "and conpletely
at the nercy of this dwarf and his crew of cutthroats. Do
you think he would rel ease us fromour bonds if we had the
sl i ghtest chance of escapi ng?"

"Intelligent lad," said the dwarf approvingly, cutting Palin's
ropes as Sturmsat up stiffly, rubbing his wists. "But then
he's a mage. And they're all intelligent, at least so's |I've
heard. So intelligent," continued Dougan cunni ngly, "that
I"mcertain he'll think twice about casting any spells that
m ght conme to mind. A sleep spell, for exanple, mght be
very effective and give ny CUTTHROAT crew a rest, but
can you three sail the ship? Besides," he continued, seeing
Palin's grimexpression, "as | said before - it's a matter of
honor. You lost the bet, fair and square. | kept my part,
put you to bed. Now you nust keep yours." Dougan's grin
made the ends of his noustaches curl upwards. He stroked
his beard in satisfaction. "You nust pay the tab."

"I'"ll be dacmmed if 1'mgoing to pay," snarled Tanin. "I'lI
yank your bl ack beard out by its roots!™

Tanin's voice literally shook with anger, and Palin
cringed, watching hel plessly as his hot-tenpered brother
made a lunge for the grinning dwarf - and fell flat on his
face in the muck and filth.

"There, there, lad," said Dougan, hel pi ng Tanin stagger
to his feet. "Get your sea legs first, then you can yank out
my beard - if you refuse to honor your bet. But from what
|'ve heard of Caranon Majere, |'d be disappointed indeed to
see his sons turn out to be welchers.”

"We're no wel chers!" said Tanin sulkily, |eaning weakly
agai nst the berth and clinging to it with both hands as the
ship rocked out from underneath him "Though sone m ght
say the bet was rigged, we'll pay it just the sanme! \Wat do
you want of us?"

"To accompany me on ny quest," said the dwarf.

"Where we're bound is perilous in the extreme! | need two
strong, skilled fighters, and a wi zard al ways comes in
handy. "

"\What about your crew?" Sturm asked. Carefully, he edged
hi nsel f off his berth and dropped to the deck just as the
ship listed, sending himcrashing backward into the hull.

Dougan's grinning face went abruptly sober. He gl anced



up above, where the strange roaring sound could be heard
again, mngled this time, Palin noted, with shrieks and
cries. "Ah, ny . . . um. . . crew " said the dwarf, shaking
his head sadly. "They're . . . well, best you cone see for
your sel ves, |ads."

Turning on the heel of his fancy shoes, Dougan nade
for the rope | adder, stunbling awkwardly as the ship canted
off in the other direction. "Quch! That rem nds ne," he
said, cursing and rubbing his | eg where he had cone up
agai nst one of the roving sea chests. "W stowed your
equi prent in here." He thunped on the lid. "Swords,
shield, armor, and such like. You'll be needing them where
we' re headed!" he added cheerfully.

Cat chi ng hold of the sw nging rope | adder, the dwarf
scranbled up it and pulled hinmself through the hatch
"Don't be long!" they heard himshout.

"Well, what do we do now?" Sturm asked, standing up
cautiously, only to fall forward with the notion of the ship.
The young man's face was decidedly green, beads of sweat
stood on his forehead.

"W get our swords,"
toward the sea chests.

"And we get out of this foul place,"” said Palin. He
covered his nose and mouth with the hem of his sleeve.

"W need fresh air, and | for one want to see what's goi ng
on up there."

"Wanna bet ?" Tani n nocked.

Smiling ruefully, Palin managed to make his way to the
Staff of Magius, which was still standing up against the
hul I . Whether it was any magi cal property of the staff, or
whet her just holding it gave himconfidence, the young
mage felt better the noment his hand w apped around the
snmoot h wood.

"Thi nk of the danger this staff has seen and led its
masters through safely,” Palin whispered to hinself.

"Magius held it as he fought at Huma's side. My uncle held
it as he entered the Abyss to face the Dark Queen. This
situation probably doesn't bother it at all."

Gipping the staff in his hand, Palin started up the rope
| adder.

"Hold on there, Little Brother," Tanin said, catching
Palin's sleeve. "You don't know what's up there. You
admtted yourself you weren't feeling up to spellcasting.

Why don't you let Sturmand ne go ahead?"

Pal i n stopped, |ooking at Tanin in pleased astoni shnent.
Hi s ol der brother had not ordered him as he would have
done earlier. He could almost hear him "Palin, you fool
You wait below. Sturmand | will go first." Tanin had
spoken to himrespectfully, presented his argument
logically, and then left it up to Palin to decide.

"You're right, Tanin," Palin said, stepping back away
fromthe | adder - only it was back a little farther than he had
i ntended as the swaying ship threw himoff bal ance once
agai n. Sturm caught hold of himand the three stood,
waiting for the ship to right itself. Then, one by one, they
clinmbed up the rope | adder

Sturm s strong hand haul ed Palin up on deck
Thankful Iy, the young mage breathed the fresh air, blinking
in the bright sunlight and doing his best to ignore the
throbbing in his head. H s eyes were just adjusting to the

Tanin said grimy, stunbling



gl are when he heard the roaring behind him- a frightfu
sound, a conbination of howing, shrieking, creaking, and

hi ssing. The deck bel ow his feet thrumred and shi vered.

Al arnmed, he started to turn and face whatever horribl e beast
was attacki ng when he heard Tanin cry, "Palin, |ook out!"

Hi s brother's weight struck Palin, knocking himoff his feet
and onto the deck just as Sonething dark and awf ul
t hundered overhead with a wild flapping noise.

"You all right?" Tanin asked anxiously. Standing up, he
offered Palin his hand. "I didn't nean to hit you quite so
hard."

"I think you broke every bone in my body!" Palin
wheezed, trying to catch his breath. He stared at the prow of
t he ship, where the Thing was di sappearing over the edge.
"What in the nane of the Abyss was that?" He | ooked at
Dougan. The dwarf was al so, sonewhat shanefacedly,
pi cking hinmself up off the deck

Hi s face as red as his velvet breeches, Dougan was
brushing off bits of wood, strands of rope, and sea foam
when he was suddenly surrounded by a horde of jabbering,
smal | creatures, endeavoring to help him

"Ahoy there!" Dougan roared irritably, flapping his
hands at the creatures. "Stand off! Stand off, | say! Get back
to your tasks!"

oediently, the creatures ran away, though nmore than a
few took a second or two to eye the three brothers. One
even approached Palin, an eager hand stretched out to touch
the Staff of Magius.

"CGet back!"™ Palin cried, clutching the staff to him

Sniffing, the creature retreated, but its bright eyes
lingered hungrily on the staff as it returned to whatever it

was doi ng.
"Gnhones!" said Sturmin awe, |lowering his sword.
"Uh, yes," nmuttered Dougan, enbarrassed. "My . . . um.
crew of cutthroats."
"The gods help us!'" Tanin prayed fervently. "We're on a

gnome ship."
"And that Thing?" Palin's voice failed, he couldn't ask.

"That's the ... uh ... sail," Dougan nunbl ed, wringing
wat er out of his beard. He nade a vague gesture with his
hand. "It'lIl be back again in about ten mnutes, so ... um...

be prepared.”
"What in the Abyss is a dwarf doing on a gnone ship?"
Tani n demanded.

Dougan' s enbarrassnment increased. "Ah, well, now " he

muttered, twirling his |ong noustache around his index
finger. "That's a bit of a long story. Perhaps I'll have tine to
tell you - "

Bal anci ng hinsel f on the heaving deck with the aid of
the staff, Palin | ooked out to sea. An idea had occurred to
him and his heart was beginning to sink at about the sane
rate it appeared this vessel was sinking. The sun was behi nd
them they were heading west, riding on a gnone ship with
a dwarf captain. .
"The Graygem " Palin nurnured.
"Aye, | addie!" Dougan cried, clapping the young nage
on the back. "You' ve wonped the lizard in the gullet, as the
gully dwarves say. THAT is the reason I'mon this . . . um.
somewhat uni que vessel and THAT," continued Dougan
rocki ng back on his feet, his belly thrust out in front of him



"is my quest!"
"What ?" asked Tani n suspi ciously.

"My brothers," said Palin, "it appears we are bound on a
voyage in search of the | egendary | ost G aygem of
Gargath."

"Not 'in search of'," Dougan corrected. "I have found it
W are on a quest to end all quests! W're going to
RECOVER t he Graygem and - Ahoy, |ads, |ook out."

Casting an uneasy gl ance behind him Dougan threw
hi nsel f down on the deck

"Here comes the sail," he grunted

CHAPTER THREE
The Mracle

The gnom sh sailing vessel was a true technol ogi ca
wonder. (The wonder being, as Sturmsaid, that it managed
to stay afloat, rmuch less actually sail!) Years in design
(longer years in conmittee), and centuries of craftsmanship
| ater, the gnome ship was the terror of the high seas. (This
was quite true. Most ships fled in terror at the sight of the
gnonme flag - a golden screw on a field of puce - but this
was because the steam generating boilers had an
unfortunate habit of exploding. The gnomes clainmed to
have once attacked and sunk a m notaur pirate ship. The
truth of the matter was that the m notaurs, rendered hel pl ess
by | aughter, negligently allowed their ship to drift too close
to the gnomes who, in panic, released the pressurized air
stored in casks used to steer the vessel. The resulting bl ast
bl ew the minotaurs out of the water and the gnones off
course by about twenty mles.)

Let other races nock them the gnomes knew that their
ship was years ahead of its tine in practicality, econony,
and design. The fact that it was slower than anything on the
wat er - averagi ng about hal f-a-knot on a good day with a
strong wind - didn't bother the gnonmes. They know t hat
nothing is perfect. (A commttee is currently working on
this problemand is confidently expected to come up with a
solution sonmetine in the next mllennium)

The gnomes knew that all ships had sails. This was
requisite, in their opinion, of a ship being a ship. The
gnonme's ship had a sail, therefore. But the gnones, upon
studying vessels built by other, less intelligent races,
considered it a waste of space to clutter the deck with masts
and ropes and canvas and an additional waste of energy
hoi sting sails up and down in an effort to catch the wi nd.
The gnome ship, therefore, used one gigantic sail that not
only caught the wind but, in essence, dragged it along with
it.

It was this sail that gave the ship its revolutionary
design. An enornous affair of billow ng canvas with a
beam the size of ten stout oaks, the sail rested upon three
greased wooden rails, one on either side of the ship and one
down the mddle. Huge cables, running the length of the
ship and driven by steam generated in a giant boiler down
bel ow operated this mracle of nmbdem naval technol ogy,
pulling the sail along the greased wooden rail at a high rate
of speed. The sail, moving fromfront to back
manuf actured its own wind as it roared al ong and thus
propell ed the ship on its course.



When the sail had conpleted its inpressive sweep across
t he deck and reached the ship's prow at the rear. . . . (There
WAS one tiny problem It was inpossible to turn the ship
around. Therefore the stem | ooked just |like the prow The
gnomes had solved this slight hitch in design by fixing the
sail so that it could go either forward or backward, as
needed, and had given the ship two figureheads - buxom
gnorme mai dens, one on either end, each holding screws in
their hands and staring out to sea with resolute intensity.)

VWere were we? Ah yes. Wien the sail reached the prow
at the rear, it rolled itself up neatly and travel ed under the
ship through the water until it reached the prow at the front.
Here it | eaped out of the water, unfurled itself, and
t hundered al ong the deck once nore.

At least, that is what the sail did on the drawi ng board and
i n nunerous gnom sh bathtubs. In actuality, the gears that
control | ed the wi ndi ng-up nechani smrusted al npst
iMmediately in the salt water, and the sail often hit the
water either conpletely or partially open. In this manner it
swept under the ship, creating a trenendous drag that
occasionally pulled the vessel back farther than it had gone
forward. This small inconveni ence was considered to be
fully outwei ghed, however, by an unl ooked-for bonus.

When the open sail came up fromthe sea, it acted as a net,
hauling in schools of fish. As the sail lifted up over the
prow, fish rained down upon the deck, providing |unch

di nner, and the occasional concussion if one had the

m sfortune to be struck by a falling tuna.

The ship had no tiller, there being nowhere for a tiller to
go, since the boat had, in essence, two prows and no stern
Not hi ng daunt ed, the gnones designed their vessel to be
steered by the use of the aforenentioned pressurized air
casks. Located at either side of the hull, these were kept
filled with air by giant, steamdriven bellows. Letting the
air out of one or the other allowed the ship to be whooshed
along on a different tack. (W have said earlier that it was
i mpossible to turn the ship around. W were in error. The
gnonmes had di scovered that the ship COULD be turned by
means of releasing the air in both casks sinultaneously.
This caused the ship to revolve, but at such an alarmng rate
that nost of the crew was flung overboard and those that
remai ned coul d never afterward wal k a straight |line. These
unfortunates were pronptly hired by the gnone Street
Desi gners Quild.)

The nane of this renmarkable vessel was THE CREAT
GNOVE SHI P OF EXPLORATI ON AND QUESTI NG
MADE OF WOODEN PLANKS HELD TOGETHER BY
THE M RACLE OF GNOVE GLUE (OF WHI CH THE
LESS SAI D THE BETTER) | NSTEAD OF THAT PALTRY
HUMAN | NVENTI ON THE NAI L WH CH WE HAVE
DESI GNED MORE EFFI Cl ENTLY ANYWAY AND
DRI VEN BY STEAM CREATED BY BRI NA NG WATER
TO A RAPID BOL and so forth and so on, the full nane
taki ng up several volunes of text in the gnones' library.
This name, or rather a shortened version, was carved upon
the hull and, when the gnomes ran out of room the deck as
wel I .

Needl ess to say, traveling upon the M RACLE (the
shorter human version of the nane) was not conducive to
ei t her peace of mnd or keeping one's dinner down. The



ship wallowed in the water |ike a drunken sea elf when the
sail was underneath it, surged forward with a stomach
wrenching jolt when the sail was sweeping al ong the deck

and rocked sickeningly when the sail hit the water behind.

The bil ge punps were at work constantly (due to the

wonders of gnone glue). Fortunately, the gnomes were

heading in a straight direction - due west - so that it was not
necessary to turn the ship, thus avoiding the need to open

the air casks (a thrill akin to being caught in a cyclone) - a
bl essing rather lost upon Tanin, Sturm and Palin during the
merci fully short voyage. This, then, was the M RACLE with

a crew of gnomes, a dwarf for its captain, and three sea-

si ck, hung-over adventurers (though Dougan assured them
solemmly that they should thank their respective gods for

it!).

Ni ght was falling. The sun sank down into the sea in a
bl aze of red, as though trying to outshine the gaudily
dressed dwarf. Crouching mserably on the foredeck, the
brothers were glad to see night come. They had spent a
wr et ched day, forced to duck every time the sail raced
overhead. In addition, they were pelted by fish and
drenched with water streamng down fromthe sail. There
was little for themto eat except fish (plenty of that) and
some sort of gnome biscuit that |ooked suspiciously like the
mracle glue. To take their minds off their troubles and
prepare them for the quest ahead, Dougan proposed to tel
themthe story of the G aygem of Gargath.

"I know that story," Tanin said sullenly. "Everyone on
Krynn knows that story 1 |1've heard it since | was a child"

"Ah, but do you know t he TRUE story?" Dougan asked,
gazing at themintently with his bright dark eyes.

No one replied, being unable to hear thensel ves think as
the sail - with rmuch flapping of canvas and creaki ng of
wi nches - | eaped out of the water and hurtled al ong the
deck. Fish flopped about their feet, the gnomes hopping
here and there after them The sail's traversal along the deck
was punctuated by shrieks and screans as certain unl ucky
gnonmes forgot to duck and were swept overboard by the
beam Since this happened al nost every time the sail made
a pass, several gnomes were stationed permanently al ong
the sides of the ship to yell "Ghone overboard!" (which
they did with great gusto) and heave their floundering
fellows |ife-saving devices (which al so doubl ed as anchors
when in port).

"How shoul d we know whether or not it's the true
story?" Tanin said grunpily when he could be heard again.

"I know that there are differing accounts dependi ng on
whet her one hears the tale froma dwarf or any other race,"
Pal i n added.

Dougan appeared extrenely unconfortable. "Aye, lad,"
he said, "and there you' ve touched on a sore point. But, for
now, you go ahead and tell it, young mage. Tell it as you
heard it. | assune you've studied it, since it involves the
bringing of magic into the world."

"Very well," said Palin, rather pleased and flattered at
being the center of attention. Hearing that the human was
going to tell their favorite story, many gnonmes left their
duties (and fish chasing) to settle down around Palin,
regarding the mage with varying expressions ranging from



eager assurance that he was going to get it wong to
downri ght suspicion that he mght accidentally get it right.

"When the gods awakened from Chaos and took parts of
it to rule, the Balance of the Universe was established and
Chaos subdued. The pendul um of Time swung between
Good and Evil, with Neutrality watching to see that neither
grew stronger. It was at this time that the spirits of the races
first began to dance anobng the stars, and the gods deci ded
to create a world for these races to inhabit.

"The world was forged, but now the gods fought over
the spirits of the races. The Gods of Good wanted to give
the races power over the physical world, nurturing them
toward Good. The Cods of Evil wanted to enslave the
races, forcing themto do their evil bidding. The Gods of
Neutrality wanted to give the races physical power over the
world, but with the freedomto choose between Evil and
Good. Eventually, the later course was deci ded upon, the
CGods of Evil believing that they would have little trouble
gai ni ng the upper hand.

"Three races were born, then - the elves, beloved of the
CGods of CGood; the ogres, willing slaves of the Gods of Evil;
and the humans, the neutrals, who - of all the races - had the
shortest life span and therefore were easily drawn to one
side or the other. When these races were created, the god
Reorx was given the task of forging the world. He chose
some humans to help himin this task, since they were the
nmost willing workers. But Reorx soon grew angry at the
humans. Many were greedy and worked only to gain
weal th, taking little pride in what they created. Sone sought
to cheat, others stole. Furious, Reorx cursed his followers,

turning theminto gnomes - snmall creatures doormed - | don't
really mean DOOMED, " Palin interrupted hinmself hastily,
seeing the gnones begin to frown - "I mean ... uh ..

BLESSED to be tinkers" - the gnomes smiled - "and to
spend their entire lives tinkering with mechani cal devices
that woul d never, er, | mean, rarely work. . . ."

The sail runbled overhead, and Palin paused thankfully.

"Cet onwi t ht hegoodpart!" shouted the gnonmes, who

al ways speak extrenely fast and jant hei rwordstoget her.

Deci ding that this was good advice (once he understood it),
Pal in conti nued.

"Soon after this, Reorx was tricked by one of the evil

gods into taking the vast power of Chaos and forging it into
a gem It is generally believed that the god behind this was
H ddukel, god of corrupt wealth - "

"No, lad." Dougan sighed. "It was Mrgion."

"Morgi on?" repeated Palin in astoni shnent.

"Aye, the God of Decay. But I'lIl go into that later." The
dwarf waved his hand. "Carry on."

"At any rate," continued Palin, sonewhat confused,

"Reorx nmade the Graygem and set it into the nmoon, Lunitari
the Red, the noon sacred to the Gods of Neutrality."

The gnomes were all grinning, their favorite part was

com ng up.

"During this tine, the gnones had built a G eat

I nvention, designed to take themoff the world and out into
the stars. This Invention | acked only one thing to rmake it
operational, and that was a force to propel it. Looking into
the sky at night, they saw the Graygem shining fromthe
heart of Lunitari and knew, instantly, that if they could



capture the power of Chaos that resided in the G aygem
this would drive their Invention."

Much noddi ng of heads and wi se | ooks anobng the

gnonmes. Sturm yawned. Tanin stood up and | eaned over the
railing, where he was quietly sick

"One extrenely gifted gnonme built an extension | adder
that actually worked. It carried himup to the noon and
there, with a net he had brought al ong for the purpose, he
captured the Graygem before the gods were aware of him

He brought the gem down to the world below, but there it
escaped himand sailed off to the west, passing over the

| ands and trailing chaos behind. Chaos entered the world in
the form of magic. Beasts and creatures were transforned

by the gemin its passing, becom ng wondrous or hideous as
t he gem chose.

"A band of gnones foll owed the G aygem across the
sea, hoping still to catch it and claimit for their own. But
was a human, a man named Gargath, who trapped the stone
and held it in his castle by certain nagical neans. Reaching
the castle, the gnonmes could see the |light of the G aygem
illuminating the countryside. They demanded that Gargath
give the stone up. He refused. The gnones threatened war -
" shouts and cheers anobng the gnonmes here - "Gargath
wel coned the battle. He built a high wall all around the
castle to protect it and the gem There was no way the
gnones coul d get over the wall, so they left, vow ng,
however, to return.”

"Hear! Hear!" cried the gnones.

"Anmonth later, a gnone arny arrived at Castle Gargath
wi th a huge, steam powered siege engine. It reached the

wal | of the castle, but broke down just short of its goal. The

gnones retreated with heavy | osses. Two nmonths later, the
gnones returned with an even | arger steam powered siege
engi ne. This engine plowed into the first, caught fire, and
burned. The gnones retreated with even heavi er |osses.
Three nonths later, the gnomes were back with a col ossal
st eam power ed siege engine. It |unbered over the ashes of
the first two siege engines and was thundering toward the
wal | when the drive mechani sm broke down. The engi ne,
with a mghty groan, toppled over on its side, smashing
down the wall. Although not quite what they'd had in nind
t he gnones were delighted.”

More cheeri ng.

"But, as they rushed through the breech in the wall, a
steel gray light beaned forth fromthe stone, blinding
everyone. \Wen Lord Gargath could see again, he saw - to
his astoni shment - that the gnomes were fighting anong
t hensel ves! "

Frowns here and cries of "Liar! W were m squoted!"

"One faction of gnomes was demandi ng that they be
given the Graygemto carve up and turn into wealth. The
ot her faction demanded that they be given the Gaygemto
take apart and see how it worked.

"As the two sides fought, their aspect changed. . . . Thus
were born the races of the dwarves, who carve rock and
think constantly of wealth; and kender, driven by their
i nsatiable curiosity to roamthe world. The G aygem
escaped during the confusion and was | ast seen heading
westward, a party of gnonmes and Lord Gargath in pursuit.
And that," finished Palin, somewhat out of breath, "is the

it



story of the Graygem - unless you ask a dwarf, that is.

"Why? What do the dwarves say?" demanded Tanin,
| ooki ng at Dougan with a sonewhat sickly grin.

Dougan fetched up a sigh that m ght have cone fromthe
tips of his black shoes. "The dwarves have al ways
mai nt ai ned that THEY are the chosen of Reorx, that he
forged their race out of |ove, and that gnomes and kender
cane about fromtrial and error until he got it right."

Boos. The gnones appeared highly indignant, but were
instantly subdued by Dougan whirling around and fi xing
themw th a piercing stare. "According to the dwarves,

Reorx created the Gaygemto give themas a gift and it was
stol en by the gnones." Mre boos, but these hushed
i medi ately at a gl ower from Dougan

"Well, it seems to me," said Sturm w th another yawn,
"that the only one who knows the true story is Reorx."

"Not quite, lad," said Dougan, | ooking unconfortable.

"For, you see, | know the true story. And that is why I'mon
this quest."

"Which is right, then?" asked Tanin, with a w nk at
Pal i n.

"Neither," said Dougan, appearing even nore
unconfortable. H s head drooped down, his chin buried
itself in his beard, while his hands funbl ed at the gol den
buttons on his soppi ng-wet velvet coat. "You ... uh ... you
see," he nunbled, making it extrenely difficult for anyone
to hear himover the splashing of the sea and the flapping of
fish on the deck, "Reorx . . . uh .
ost t heG aygem naganeof bones. "

"What ?" asked Palin, |eaning forward.
"Helostit," nuttered the dwarf.

"I still didn't hear - "
"HE LOST THE DAMN GEM I N A GAME OF BONES!"
Dougan roared angrily, lifting his face and gl aring around

him Terrified, the gnomes i mediately scattered in al
directions, nore than a few getting clonked on the head by
the sail as it whizzed past. "Mrgion, God of decay and

di sease, tricked Reorx into making the gem MNborgi on knew
that if Chaos were loosed in the world, his evil power
woul d grow. He chall enged Reorx to a gane, with the
Graygem as the stakes and . . ." The dwarf fell silent,
scow i ng down at his shoes.

"He ganbled it in away in a BONE GAVE?" Sturm
finished in amazenent.

"Aye, lad," said Dougan, sighing heavily. "You see,

Reorx has one little flaw. Just a tiny flaw, mnd you,
otherwi se he is as fine and honorable a gentleman as one
could hope to neet. But" - the dwarf heaved anot her sigh -
"he does love his bottle, and he does |ove a good wager."
"Ch, so you know Reorx, do you?" Sturmsaid with a
yawn that cracked his jaws.

"I"mproud to say so," said Dougan seriously, stroking
his beard and curling his noustaches. "And, with his help,
|'ve managed after all these years to |ocate the Graygem

Wth the assistance of these |lads here" - he snote a
passi ng gnonme on the shoul der, conpletely bowing the
little fellow over - "and with the help of you three fine
young nen, we'll recover it and . . . and . " Dougan

st opped, seem ng confused.
" And?"



"And return it to Reorx, naturally,
shruggi ng.

"Naturally," Tanin responded. G ancing over at Sturm
who had fallen asleep on the deck, the big man caught a
gnonme in the act of making off with his brother's helm
"Hey!" cried Tanin angrily, collaring the thief.

"ljustwant edt ol ookatit!" whined the gnone, cringing.

"I wasgoi ngt ogi vei t backhonest. You see," he said, talking
nore slowy as Tanin released his grip, "we have

devel oped a revol utionary new design in helms. There's
just a few problenms with it, such as getting it off one's
head, and I - "

"Thank you, we're not interested," Tanin grow ed,
yanki ng the hel maway from the gnone, who was admiring
it lovingly. "Cnon, Little Brother," he said, turning to
Palin. "Help me get Sturmto bed."

"Where is bed?" Palin asked tiredly. "And, no, |I'm not
goi ng back into that foul-snmelling hold again."

"Me either," Tanin said. He | ooked around the deck and
poi nted. "That |ean-to-1ooking thing over there seens to be
about the best place. At least it'll be dry."

He indi cated several wooden pl anks that had been
skillfully and ingeniously fit together to forma small
shelter. Leaning against the hull, the planks were beneath
the sail as it runbled past, and protected those lying within
fromwater and falling fish

"It is dry," said Dougan snugly. "That's my bed."

"I't WAS your bed," returned Tanin. Leaning down, he
shook Sturm "Wake up! We're not going to carry you! And
hurry up, before that god-cursed sail decapitates us."

"What ?" Sturm sat up, blinking drowsily.

"You can't do this!" roared the dwarf.

"Look, Dougan Redhammer!" Tanin said, bending down

the dwarf said,

and staring the dwarf grimy in the eye. "I'm hung over
seasick, and | haven't had anything to eat all day. |'ve been
doused with water, hit by fish, run over by a sail, and bored
to death by kids' bedtinme stories! | don't believe you, | don't
bel i eve your stupid quest." Tanin paused, seething, and

raised a finger, shaking it at the dwarf's nose. "l'mgoing to
sl eep where | want to sleep and tonmorrow, when |I'mfeeling
better, | swear by the gods |'mgoing to make these little

bastards turn this ship around and take us back hone!"

"And if | stop you?" Dougan threatened with a |eer, not

at all disconcerted by Tanin's rage.

"Then there'll be a new figurehead on which ever end of
this stupid boat is the front!" Tanin hissed through cl enched
teeth. "And it'll have a long, black beard!" Angrily, the big
man stal ked over to the | ean-to and ducked inside. Sleepily,
Sturm fol | owed.

"I'f I were you, Dougan,'’

Palin muttered, hurrying after

them "1'd keep out of his way! He's quite capable of doing
what he says."
"I's he, lad? I'll keep that in mnd," the dwarf replied,

tuggi ng thoughtfully at his beard.

The shelter was crammed with the dwarf's possessions -
nost of which appeared to be gaudy cl othes. These Palin
shoved uncerenoni ously out onto the deck with his foot.
Tanin stretched out on the floor, Sturmcollapsed next to
him and both were asleep alnost as quickly as if their
younger brother had cast a spell over them Palin |lay down



in the small remaining space, hoping sleep would cone to
himas swiftly.

But he was not the canpaigner his brothers were, he
realized bitterly. Sturmcould sleep in full arnmor on the
sands of a desert while Tanin had been known to snore
blissfully as lightning cut down a tree standing next to him
Soaked to the skin, shivering with cold, Palin lay on the
deck and gave hinmself up to misery. He was hungry, but
every time he thought of food, his stomach |urched. His
nmuscl es ached fromthe sickness, the bitter taste of salt
water filled his nmouth. He thought with |onging of his bed
at home; of clean, sweet-snelling sheets; of hours of
peaceful study, sitting beneath the sheltering linbs of the
val | enwood, his spellbook in his |ap

Cosing his eyes, Palin tried to keep back the tears of
honesi ckness, but it engulfed himlike a wave. Reaching
out his hand, he touched the Staff of Magius. And suddenly
the nmenory of his uncle came to him From where? Palin
had no idea, Raistlin had died |ong before Palin was born
Perhaps it was fromthe staff ... or maybe he was recalling
sone tale of his father's and it had become real to hi m now
in his weakened state. Watever the reason, Palin saw
Raistlin clearly, lying on the ground in a disnmal, rai nswept
forest. Huddled in his red robes, the mage was coughi ng,
coughing until it seenmed he could never draw breath again.
Pal in saw bl ood upon the ashen lips, he saw the frail body
wracked by pain. But he heard hi mspeak no word of
conplaint. Softly, Palin approached his uncle. The
coughi ng ceased, the spasmeased. Lifting his head, Raistlin
| ooked directly into Palin's eyes.

Bowi ng his head in shane, Palin drew the staff nearer to
him resting his cheek upon its cool, snmooth wood and,
rel axing, fell into sleep. But he thought he heard, in the
final noment before he slipped over the edge of
unconsci ousness, the voice of the dwarf, and he thought he
saw a head peering into the | ean-to.

"I"ve a deck of cards here, lads. . . . \Wat do you say?

H gh card sl eeps here tonight? . "

CHAPTER FOUR
The Isle of Gargath

Bot h brothers knew that Tanin was quite capable of
carrying out his threat to take over the ship, though just
how he was going to force the gnomes to sail it was another
matter entirely. During the night, the gnones, just as firmy
determ ned to continue the voyage, began to organize a
supply of weapons. Since nost of these weapons were of
gnom sh design, there was every possibility that they woul d
do as much or nore damage to the wielder as to the
intended victim and thus the outcome of the battle - two
warriors and a nmage agai nst nunerous gnomes and a dwarf
- was open to question.

The question was, fortunately, never answered. The
next norning the brothers were awakened by a trenendous
crash, the heart-stopping sound of splintering wood, and
t he sonewhat belated cry of "Land Ho!"

Staggering to their feet, they nade their way out of the
| ean-to and across the deck, not an easy task since it was
listing steeply to port.



"What is it? What's happened? Wiere are we?"

demanded Tani n, rubbing his eyes.

"We've arrived!" announced Dougan, snoothing his

beard in satisfaction. "Look!" He made a grand, sweeping
gesture toward what was - at this time - the prow "The Isle

of Gargath."
The brothers | ooked. At first all they could see was a
confused mass of split sail, dangling ropes, broken beans,

and gnones wavi ng their hands, arguing furiously, and
shovi ng each other about. The notion of the ship through
the water had ceased, due, no doubt, to the presence of a
cliff, which had bashed in the fig urehead, part of the hull,
and snapped the mast of the sail in two.

H s face grim Tanin made his way through the
wr eckage, followed by Sturm and Palin, several bickering
gnones, and the dwarf. Reaching the prow, he clung to the
side and stared out past the cliff toward the island. The sun
was rising behind them shedding its bright Iight upon a
stretch of sandy beach that curved out of sight to the north,
vani shing in a patch of gray fog. Strange-looking trees with
thin, smooth trunks that erupted in a flourish of frondlike

| eaves at the top surrounded the beach. Beyond the wi de
sandy strip, towering above the trees and the cliff face upon
whi ch the boat now rested, was a gigantic mountain. A

cl oud of gray snoke hung over it, casting a pall upon the
beach, the water, and the ship.

"The Isle of Gargath," Dougan repeated triunphantly.

"Gargat h?" Palin gaped. "You nean - "

"Aye, laddie. The Lord hinmself followed the G ay-gem

if you remenber, when it escaped. He built a ship and
sailed after it as it vanished over the western horizon, and
that was the |ast anyone on Ansal on ever heard of him H s
famly figured he had dropped off the edge of the world.

But, a few years back, | happened to be drinking with a
group of minotaurs. One thing led to another, there was a
gane, as | recall, and I won this map off of them?"

Reaching into the pocket of his red velvet coat (now nuch
the worse for wear and salt water), Dougan pulled out a
pi ece of parchment and handed it to Tanin.

"It's a mnotaur map, all right," Tanin said, setting it down
on the listing rail and smoothing it out, trying to keep his
bal ance at the same time. Sturmlurched over to see, and
Palin crowded next to him bracing hinself on the Staff of
Magi us. Though it was witten in the uncouth |anguage of
t he man-beasts, the nmap was drawn with the precision and
skill for which minotaurs are grudgingly renowned by the
civilized races of Krynn. There was no m staking the
continent of Ansalon or, much farther to the west, a tiny
island with the word "Gargath" witten out to the side.

"What does that mean?" Sturm asked, pointing to an
om nous-1 ooki ng synbol next to the island. "That thing that
| ooks like a bull's head with a sword stuck through it."

"That ?" repeated Dougan, shruggi ng nonchal antly.

Snatching the map from Tanin, he rolled it up hastily.
"Sonme minotaur doodl e, no doubt "

"The m notaur 'doodle' for danger,"” Palin said grimy.
"I'sn't that right?"

Dougan flushed, thrusting the map back into his pocket.
"Well, now, laddie, | believe you nmay be onto sonething
there, although |I personally don't put nuch stock in what



t hose savage creatures mght take it into their heads to draw

"Those 'savage creatures' have marked this island with
their strongest warning!" Palin interrupted. "No m notaur
ship will land anywhere bearing that mark," he added,
turning to his brothers.

"And there are fewthings in this world or the next that
m not aur fear," Tanin said, staring at the island, his face
dar k.

"What nore proof do you need?" asked Dougan in a soft
voi ce, follow ng Tanin's gaze; the dwarf's dark, bright eyes
were filled with hunger. "The Graygemis here! It is its
power the mnotaurs feel and fear!"

"What do you think, Palin?" Tanin turned to his
youngest brother. "You're the nagic-user. Surely you can
sense it."

Once again, Palin felt the thrill of pleasure, seeing his ol der
brothers, the two people he |looked up to in this world nost
with the exception of his father - or nmaybe even nore than
his father - looking at himrespectfully, waiting his
judgrment. Gipping the Staff of Mgius, Palin closed his
eyes and tried to concentrate and, as he did so, a chil
feeling clutched his heart with fingers of ice, spreading its
cold fear through his body. He shuddered, and opened his
eyes to find Tanin and Sturm regardi ng hi manxi ously.

"Palin - your face! You're as pale as death. Wat is it?"

"I don't know. " Palin faltered, his nmouth dry. "I felt
somet hing, but what |I'mnot sure. It wasn't danger so nuch
as a lost and enpty feeling, a feeling of helpl essness.
Everyt hing around nme was spinning out of control. There
was nothing | could do to stop it - "

"The power of the gem" Dougan said. "You felt it,
young mage! And now you know why it must be captured
and returned to the gods for safekeeping. It escaped nan's
care before, it will escape again. The gods only know, " the
dwarf added sorrowful ly, "what mschief it has wecked
upon this wetched island."

Waggi ng his black beard, Dougan held out a trenbling
hand to Tanin. "You'll help nme, lads, won't you?" he asked
in heartfelt, pleading tones, so different fromhis usua
braggadoci o that Tanin was caught off guard, his anger
punctured. "If you say no," continued Dougan, hanging his
head, "I'll understand. Though | DID win the wager, | guess
it was wong of ne to get you drunk and take you prisoner
when you were weak and hel pl ess. "

Tanin chewed his |lip, obviously not welcomng this
rem nder.

"And | swear by my beard," said the dwarf solemmly,
stroking it, "that if you say the word, 1'Il have the gnones
take you back to Ansal on. As soon as they get the ship
repaired, that is."

"IF they get the ship repaired!" Tanin grow ed at |ast.
(Thi s appeared unlikely. The gnones were payi ng no
attention what soever to the ship, but were arguing anong
t hensel ves about who was supposed to have been on
wat ch, who was supposed to be readi ng the gnones' own
map, and the comittee that had drawn up the map in the
first place. It was later decided that, since the cliff hadn't
been narked on the map, it wasn't there and they hadn't
bashed into it. Having reached this concl usion, the gnones



were able to get to work.)

"Well, what do you two say?" Tanin turned to his

br ot hers.

"I say that since we're here, we ought to at |east take a

| ook around,” Sturmsaid in lowtones. "If the dwarf is right

and we could retrieve the Graygem our admittance into the
Kni ght hood woul d be assured! As he said, we'd be heroes!"

"To say nothing of the wealth we m ght obtain," Tanin
nmuttered. "Palin?"

The young mage's heart beat fast. Who knows what
magi cal powers the G aygem possesses? he thought
suddenly. It could enhance ny power, and | woul dn't need
any great archmage to teach ne! | night becone a great
archmage nyself, just by touching it or ... Palin shook his
head. Raising his eyes, he saw his brothers' faces. Tanin's
was ugly with greed, Sturms twisted with anbition. My
own face - Palin put his hand on it - what must it ook Iike
to then? He gl anced down at his robes and saw their white
color faded to dirty gray. It mght just be fromthe salt
water, but it night be from sonething el se. .

"My brothers," he said urgently, "listen to us! Think
what you just said! Tanin, since when did you ever go in
search of wealth and not adventure!"

Tanin blinked, as if waking froma dream "You're right!
Weal t h! What am | tal king about? | never cared that nuch
for noney - "

"The power of the Graygemis speaking,"” Dougan cried.
"It's beginning to corrupt you, as it corrupted others.” Hi s
gaze went to the gnones. The shoving and pushing had
escal ated i nto punching and tossing one another overboard.

"I say we should at |east investigate this island," Palin
said in a |low voice so that the dwarf woul d not overhear
He drew his brothers closer. "If for no other reason than to
find out if Dougan's telling the truth. If heis and if the
Graygem | S here and if we could be the ones to bring it
back . . ."

"Ch, it's here!" Dougan said, eagerly poking his black-
bearded face into their mdst. "And when you bring it back

| ads, why the stories they tell of your fanous father will be
kender lies conmpared to the legends they'll sing of you! To
say nothing of the fact that you'll be rescuing the poor

people of this island fromtheir sad fate," continued the
dwarf in sol emm tones.

"Peopl e?" Tanin said, startled. "You nean this place is

i nhabi t ed?"

"Aye, there are people here," the dwarf said with a

gusty sigh, though he was eyeing the brothers shrewdly.
"Yes," said Sturm staring intently at the beach. "There
are people, all right. And it doesn't |look to nme, Dougan
Redhamer, |ike they want to be rescued!"

Tanin, Palin, Sturm and the dwarf were ferried across the
water fromthe MRACLE by a party of gnomes in a dinghy.

Bri ngi ng al ong the di nghy had been the dwarf's idea, and

t he gnomes were enchanted with sonething so practical and
simpl e. The gnonmes had t hensel ves designed a |ifeboat to

be attached to M RACLE. Roughly the sane wei ght and

di mrensions as the ship, the lifeboat had been |l eft behind, to
be studied by a committee.

As the boat drew nearer shore, surging forward with the
waves and the incoming tide, the brothers could see the



wel comi ng party. The rising sun glinted off spears and
shields carried by a cromd of men who were awaiting their
arrival on the beach. Tall and nuscular, the nen wore little
clothing in the balnmy clime of the island. Their skin was a
rich, glistening brown, their bodies adorned with bright
beads and feathers, their faces were stemand resolute. The
shields they carried were nmade of wood and painted with

gari sh designs, the spears were handmade as well - wooden
with stone tips.

"Honed ni ce and sharp, you can believe me," said Sturm
gloomly. "They'll go through flesh |like a knife through
butter."”

"We're outnunbered at |east twenty to one," Tanin
poi nted out to Dougan, who was sitting in the prow of the
boat, fingering a battle-ax that was nearly the size of the
dwar f .

"Bah! Primtives!" said Dougan contenptuously, though
Palin noted the dwarf's face was a bit pale. "First sight of
steel, they' Il bow down and worship us as gods."

The "gods' " arrival on the beach was something | ess
than majestic. Tanin and Sturmdid | ook quite magnificent
in their bright steel arnor of elven nake and design - a gift
from Porthi os and Al hana of the United El ven Ki ngdons.

Their breastplates glittered in the norning sun, their hel ns
gl eaned brightly. Cinbing out of the boat, they sank to
their shins in the sand and, within nminutes, were both
firmy mred.

Dougan, dressed in his suit of red vel vet, demanded t hat
t he gnomes take himclear into shore so he would not ruin
his clothes. The dwarf had added to his costunme a wi de-
bri mmed hat decorated with a white plune that fluttered in
the ocean breeze, and he was truly a wonderful sight,
standing proudly in the prow of the boat with his axe at his
side, glaring sternly at the warriors drawn up in battle
formati on on the beach. The gnones obeyed his injunction
to the letter, running the boat aground on the beach wth
such force that Dougan tunbl ed out head first, narrowy
m ssing slicing hinself in two with his great battle-ax.

Palin had often imagined his first battle - fighting at the
side of his brothers, conbining steel and magi c. He had
spent the journey into shore conmitting the few spells he
knew to nenory. As he drew toward shore, his pul se raced
with what he told hinself was excitenment, not fear. He was
prepared for alnost any eventuality . . . with the exception
of helping a cursing, sputtering, irate dwarf to his feet;
trying to dislodge his brothers fromthe sand; and facing an
arnmy of silent, grim half-naked nen.

"Why don't they attack us?" Sturm nuttered,
floundering about in the water, trying to keep his bal ance.
"They could cut us to ribbons!"

"Maybe they have a | aw prohibiting them from harning
idiots!" snapped Tanin irritably.

Dougan had managed, with Palin's help, to stagger to his
feet. Shaking his fist, he sent the gnones on their way back
to the ship with a parting curse, then turned and, with as
much dignity as he could bluster, stonped across the beach
toward the warriors. Tanin and Sturmfol |l owed nore
slowy, hands on the hilts of their swords. Palin cane after
his brothers nore slowy still, his white robes wet and
bedraggl ed, the hem caked with sand.



The warriors waited for themin silence, unnoving, their
faces expressionl ess as they watched the strangers
approach. But Palin noticed, as he drew near, that
occasionally one of the men woul d gl ance uneasily back
into the nearby jungle. CGbserving this happening nore than
once, Palin turned his attention to the trees. After watching
and listening intently for a nonent, he drew nearer Tanin.

"There's sonmething in the jungle," he said in an
under t one.

"I wouldn't doubt it," Tanin growl ed. "Probably another
fifty or so warriors."

"I don't know," Palin said thoughtfully, shaking his
head. "The warriors appear to be nervous about it, naybe
even - "

"Shush!" Tanin ordered sharply. "This is no tinme to talk,

Pal i n! Now keep behind Sturmand ne, like you're
supposed to!"
"But - " Palin began.

Tanin flashed hima | ook of anger, nmeant to remind the
young man who was in charge. Wth a sigh, Palin took up
his position behind his brothers. But his eyes went to the
jungl e, and he again noticed that nore than one of the
warriors allowed his gaze as well to stray in that direction
"Hail!" cried Dougan, stunping through the sand to
stand in front of a warrior who, by standing out slightly in
front of his fellows, appeared to be the chief. "Us gods!"
procl ai med the dwarf, thunping hinmself on the chest.
"Come fromLand of Rising Sun to Gve Greeting to our
Subj ects on Isle of Gargath."
"You're a dwarf," said the warrior glumy, speaking
excel |l ent Common. "You' ve cone from Ansal on and
you're probably after the Graygem™

"Well ... uh ... now. . ." Dougan appeared flustered.
"That's ... uh ... a good guess, lad. W are, as it happens,
mldly interested in ... uh ... the Gay-gem If you'd be so

good as to tell us where we might find it

"You can't have it," said the warrior, his voice stil
depressed sounding. He raised his spear. "We're here to
stop you."

The warriors behind hi m nodded unent husi asti cal ly,
fumbling with their spears and clunsily falling into sone
sort of ragged battle formation. Again, Palin noticed many
of them |l ooking into the jungle with that same nervous,
preoccupi ed expression.

"Well, we're going to take it!" Tanin shouted fiercely,
apparently trying to drumup sone enthusiasmfor the
battle. "You'll have to fight us to stop us."

"I guess we will," munbled the chief, hefting his spear
in half-hearted fashion

Sonmewhat confused, Tanin and Sturm neverthel ess drew
their swords, as Dougan, his face grim lifted his axe. The
words to a spell chant were on Palin's lips, the Staff of
Magi us seened to trenmble with eagerness in his hand. But
Palin hesitated. Fromall he'd heard, battles weren't
supposed to be like this! Were was the hot bl ood? the
ferocious hatred? the bitter determination to die where one
stood rather than give an inch of ground?

The warriors shuffled forward, proddi ng each other
al ong. Tanin closed on them his sword flashing in the sun
Sturm at his back. Suddenly, a cry cane fromthe jungle.



There was movenent and a rustling sound, nore cries, and
then a yelp of pain. A small figure dashed out of the trees,
runni ng headl ong across the sand.

"Wait!" Palin yelled, running forward to stop his
brothers. "lIt's a child!"

The warriors turned at the sound. "Dam!" nuttered the
chief, tossing his shield and spear into the sand in disgust.
The child - alittle girl of about five - ran to the warrior and
threw her arnms around his legs. At that nmonent, another
child, older than the first, cane running out of the woods in
pursuit.

"I thought | told you to keep her with you!" the chi ef
said to older child, a boy, who canme dashi ng up

"She bit ne!" said the boy accusingly, exhibiting bl oody
marks on his arm

"You're not going to hurt ny daddy, are you?" the little
girl asked Tanin, glaring at himw th dark eyes.

"N-no," stuttered Tanin, taken aback. He |owered his
sword. "We're just" - he shrugged, flushing scarlet -

"tal king. You know, man-talk."

"Bl ess ny beard!" exclaimed the dwarf in awe. Mre
children were running fromthe jungle - children of all ages
fromtoddl ers who could barely nake their way across the
sand to ol der boys and girls of about ten or eleven. The air
was filled with their shrill voices.

"I'"'mbored. Can we go hone?"

"Lemme hold the spear!™

"No, it's ny turn! Dad told nme - "

"Apu said a bad word!"

"Did not!"

"Did so!"

"Look, Daddy! That short, fat man with the hair on his
face! Isn't he ugly?"

@ ancing at the strangers in deep enbarrassnment, the
warriors turned fromtheir battle formation to argue with
their children.

"Listen, Blossom Daddy's just going to be alittle
| onger. You go back and play - "

"Apu, take your brothers back with you and DON' T | et
me hear you using | anguage |like that or I'Il - "

"No, dear, Daddy needs the spear right now. You can
carry it on the way hone - "

"Halt!" roared the dwarf. Dougan's thunderous shout cut
t hrough the confusion, silencing warrior and child alike.

"Look," said Tanin, sheathing his sword, his own face
flushed with enbarrassnment, "we don't want to fight you,
especially in front of your kids. "

"I know," the chief said, chagrined. "It's always |ike
that. We haven't had a good battle in two years! Have you
ever" - he gave Tanin a pained look - "tried to fight with a

t oddl er underf oot ?"

Prof oundl y perpl exed, Tanin shook his head.

"Takes all the fun out of it," added another warrior as
one child swarmed up his back and anot her bashed himin
the shins with his shield.

"Leave themat home with their nothers, then, where
t hey bel ong," said Dougan gruffly.

The warriors' expression grew grinmrer still. At the
mention of their nothers, several of the children began to
cry. The whol e group began to turn away fromthe beach



"We can't," nuttered a warrior

"Why not ?" denanded Dougan

"Because their nothers are gone!"

"It all started two years ago," said the chief, walking with
Dougan and the brothers back to the village. "Lord Gargath
sent a messenger to our village, demanding ten nai dens be
paid himin tribute or he'd unl eash the power of the
Graygem " The warrior's eyes went to the volcano in the
di stance, its jagged top barely visible amd the shifting gray
clouds that surrounded it. Forked |ightning streaked from
the cloud, thunder runbled. The chief shivered and shook
his head. "Wat could we do? W paid himhis tribute. But
it didn't stop there. The next nonth, here cane the
nmessenger again. Ten nore mai dens, and nore the nonth
foll ow ng. Soon, we ran out of naidens, and then the Lord
demanded our w ves. Then he sent for our nothers! Now' -
the chief sighed - "there isn't a wonan left in the village!"

"Al'l of them ™ Sturm gaped. "He's taken ALL of them"

The chi ef nodded in despair, the child in his arnms wail ed
in grief. "And not only us. It happened to every tribe on the
island. We used to be a fierce, proud people,” the chief
added, his dark eyes flashing. "Qur tribes were constantly at
war. To win honor and glory in battle was what we |ived
for, to die fighting was the noblest death a man could fi nd!
Now, we |lead lives of drudgery - "

"Qur hands in dishwater instead of blood," said another
"Mendi ng clothes instead of cracking skulls."

"To say not hing of what ELSE we're m ssing, wthout
the wonen," added a third with a nmeani ngful | ook

"Well, why don't you go get them back!" Tanin
demanded.

The warriors, to a man, |ooked at himw th undi sgui sed
horror, many gl ancing over their shoul ders at the snoking
vol cano, expressions of terror on their faces, as if fearing
t hey m ght be overheard.

"Attack the powerful Lord Gargath?" asked the chief in
what was practically a whisper. "Face the wath of the
Graygemi s master? No!" He shuddered, holding his child
close. "At |east now our children have one parent."

"But if all the tribes fought together," Sturm argued,

"that woul d be, how many men? Hundreds? Thousands?"

"If there were mllions, we would not go up against the
Master of the Graygem" said the chief.

"Well, then," said Dougan sharply, "why did you try to
stop us back there on the beach? Seens to ne you woul d be
only too glad to rid yourselves of the thing!"

"Lord Gargath ordered us to fight any who tried to take
it," said the chief sinply.

Reaching their village - a scattering of thatched huts
that had seen better days - the warriors dispersed, sone
taking children to bed, others hurrying to |l ook into
steanmi ng pots, still others heading for a streamwith
baskets | oaded wi th cl ot hes.

"Dougan, " said Tanin, watching all this in astonishment
al nost too great for words, "this doesn't nake any sense!
What' s goi ng on?"

"The power of the Graygem lad," said the dwarf
solemmly. "They're deep under its spell and can no | onger
see anything rationally. I'lIl lay ten to one that it's the
Graygem keepi ng them from attacking Lord Gargath. But



us, now' - the dwarf | ooked at the brothers cunningly -
"we're not under its spell - "

"Not yet," mentioned Palin.

" - and therefore we stand a chance of defeating himn

After all, how powerful can he be?"

"Ch, he could have an army of a couple thousand nen

or so," said Sturm

"No, no," said Dougan hastily. "If he did, he would have
just sent the arny to attack the villages, kill the men, and
carry off the wonmen. Lord Gargath is using the power of

the Graygem because that's all he's got! W nust act

qui ckly, though, |ads, because its power will grow on us

the I onger we stay near its influence."

Tani n frowned, considering. "How do we get the

Graygem then?" he asked abruptly. "And what do we do
with it after we've got it? It seens to ne, we'll be in worse
danger than ever!™

"Ah, leave that to nme!" said Dougan, rubbing his hands.
"Just help me to get it, lads."

Tani n kept on frowning.

"And think of the wonen - poor things," the dwarf

continued sadly, "held in thrall by this w cked lord, forced

to submt to his evil will. They'll undoubtedly be grateful to
the brave nen who rescue them "
"He's right,"” said Sturmin sudden resolve. "It is our

duty, Tanin, as future Knights of Solamia, to rescue the
wonen. "

"What do you say, Little Brother?" asked Tanin.

"It is ny duty as a mage of the Wiite Robes to help
t hese people,"” Palin said, feeling extrenely self-righteous.
"ALL these people," he added.

"Plus it's a matter of honor, l|lad," Dougan said solemly.
"You DID |l ose the bet. And it will be a few days before the
gnonmes have the ship repaired. "

"And the wonmen will probably be VERY grateful!"
struck in Sturm

"Al'l right, we'll go!" said Tanin. "Though |1'd rather face
a dragon than fight the power of some sort of weird rock -

"Ha, ha, dragon!" repeated the dwarf, with a sickly grin
that Tanin was too preoccupied to notice.

The brothers and the dwarf wal ked up to the chief, who
was hanging laundry out to dry and keepi ng an anxi ous eye
on the stew pot to see that it didn't boil over

"Listen to me, nen!" Tanin called |oudly, notioning the
warriors of the village to gather around him "My brothers
and the dwarf and | are going to go to the castle of this Lord
Gargath to take the Graygem Wuld any of you like to
cone al ong?"

d ancing at each other, the warriors shook their heads.

"Well, then,"” Tanin continued in exasperation, "will any
of you go with us as our guide? You can cone back when
we reach the castle.”

Again, the warriors shook their heads.

"Then we'll go alone!"™ Tanin said fiercely. "And we will
return with the Graygemor |eave our lives in that castle!"

Spi nning on his heel, the big man stal ked out of the canp,
his brothers and the dwarf marching behind. As they left,
however, they encountered dark | ooks fromthe warriors
and heard nmuttered comments. Mre than a few shook their
fists at them



"They certainly don't |ook pleased,"” Tanin nuttered.
"Especially since we're the ones facing all the danger. Wat
is it they' re saying?"

"I think it's just occurred to themthat the wonen wll
probably be VERY grateful,” Dougan answered in a | ow
voi ce.

CHAPTER FI VE
A Matter of Honor

Sturm | ater mai ntained that Tanin shoul d have realized
what was going on and kept the dwarf out of the gane that
night. Tanin retorted that Sturm should stay out of it since
he sl ept through the whole thing. But Palin reninded them
both that they were all under the influence of the G aygem
at the tinme, so it probably wouldn't have nade any
di fference anyway.

They had wal ked all day, noving easily through the thick
jungle, following a trail that had obviously been there for
years. The nmj or problem was the heat, which was intense.
Sturm and Tani n soon took off their arnmor and packed it
away and finally convinced Palin to strip off his white
robes, though he protested | ong agai nst wandering the
wi | derness clad only in his undergarnents.

"Look," said Tanin, finally, after Palin was on the verge
of collapse, his robes dripping with sweat, "there aren't any
worren around, that nuch we know. Hang your spell bags
around your waist. We can always get dressed again before
we reach the next village." Palin reluctantly agreed and,
ot her than taking sone ribbing from Sturm about his skinny
| egs, was thankful he did so. The jungle grew steanier as
the sun rose higher. Intermttent rain showers cool ed the
brothers and the dwarf occasionally, but in the end served
only to increase the humdity.

Dougan, however, steadfastly refused to shed so nuch as
hi s broad-brinmed hat, maintaining that the heat was
nothing to a dwarf and ridiculing the humans for their
weakness. This he did with perspiration stream ng down his
face until it dripped off the ends of his npustaches. He
marched along with a defiant air, as if daring one of themto
say sonething, and often grunbled that they were slow ng
hi m down. Yet Palin saw Dougan nore than once, when he
t hought no one was | ooking, slunp down on a rock, fan
hinself with his hat, and nop his face with his beard.

By the time they arrived at the next village, which was
about a day's wal k through the jungle, all of them- even the
dwarf - were so linp and tired that they barely had the
strength to put their clothes and their arnor back on in
order to make an inpressive show Wrd of their com ng
nmust have traveled in sone nysterious way (Palin thought
he knew, then, the reason for the strange drum beats they'd
been hearing), for they were net by the nen of the village
and the children. The nmen regarded them coldly (though
nore than a few eyes flashed at the sight of the elven
arnor), gave them food and drink, and indicated a hut
where they could spend the night. Tanin made a stirring
speech about storm ng Gargath Castle and asked for
vol unt eers.

The only response was dark | ooks, shuffling feet, and a
muttered comment, "I can't, | got a chicken stew ng.



This being no nore than they had expected, the brothers
stripped off their arnmor and their clothes and went to bed.
Their night's rest was unbroken, save for slapping at sone
sort of wi nged, carnivorous insect that apparently had a
craving for human fl esh, and one other incident.

Around mi dni ght, Tanin was wakened by the dwarf,
shaki ng his shoulder and loudly calling his nane.

"Whasit?" nmunbl ed Tanin sleepily, fumbling for his
swor d.

"Nay, lad, put your weapon away," said Dougan, hurriedly.
"I just need to know sonething, lad. You and ne and your
brothers, we're conrades, aren't we?"

Tanin recalled, as well as he could recall anything, that
the dwarf had seened particul arly anxi ous about this and
had repeated the question several tines.

"Yeah, conrades," Tanin nmuttered, rolling over

"What's mine is yours, yours is mne?" persisted the
dwarf, |eaning over to | ook the young man in the face.

"Yeah, yeah." Tanin waved a hand, brushing away a
feeding insect and the dwarf's beard at the sane tine.

"Thank you, l|ad! Thank you," said Dougan gratefully.

"You won't regret it."

Tanin said later that the dwarf's |ast words, "You won't
regret it," lingered om nously in his dreanms, but he was too
tired to wake up and ponder the situation

As it was, he had plenty of tine for pondering the next
nmor ni ng when he woke to find a spear point at his throat
and several tall warriors standing over him A quick glance
showed himhis brothers in simlar circunstances.

"Sturm " Tanin called, not daring to nove and keepi ng
his hands in plain sight. "Palin, wake up!"

Hi s brothers woke quickly at the sound of alarmin his
voi ce, and stared at their captors in sleepy surprise.

"Tanin," said Palin, keeping his voice even, "what's
goi ng on?"

"I don't know, but I'mgoing to find out!" Tanin angrily
thrust the spear point aside. "Wat is this nonsense?" he
asked, starting to stand up. The spear point was at his throat
again, joined, this time, by two nore - one at his chest, the
ot her jabbing himin the back

"Tell themthat no matter how grateful the wonen are, it
won't matter to us!" said Sturm swallowi ng and trying in
vain to inch backward. The spear fol lowed him "W're
goi ng to be knights! W' ve taken vows of celibacy.

“"lt's ... uh ... not the wonen, lad," nuttered a shanefaced
Dougan, entering the hut and thrusting his head in between
the warriors. "It's ... uh ... a matter of honor ... so to speak
The truth of it is, lads," the dwarf continued with a heart-
rending sigh, "I got into a wee bit of a gane last night."

"So?" grunted Tanin. "Wat has that got to do with us?"

"Il explain," Dougan began, licking his lips, his eyes
darting fromone to the other of the brothers. "I threwthe
bones well the first hour or two. Won the chief's feather
head-dress AND two cows. | was going to quit then, | swear
it, but the old boy was upset, and so what could | do but Iet
himtry to win them back? My |uck was going that good,
bet it all on one toss, plus threwin my axe and my own hat
as well."

Tanin | ooked at the dwarf's bare head. "You lost."

Dougan's shoul ders slunped. "I didn't nmiss the other so



much, but | couldn't do wi thout ny hat, now could I? So I
bet all ny noney against the hat and - " He | ooked at Tanin
wi stfully.
"You lost that, too," Tanin muttered.
"Snake eyes," said the dwarf sadly.
"So now you' ve | ost your noney and your hat -
"Not quite," Dougan hedged. "You see, | just couldn't do
without ny hat. . . . And | didn't have anything left that the
old boy wanted, my jacket not fitting him And you DID
say we were conrades, share and share alike - "
"When did you say that?" Sturm demanded, gl aring at
Tani n.
"I don't remenber!" Tanin grow ed.
"So, | bet your arnor," said the dwarf.
"You what?" Tanin roared in fury.
"The chief had taken a liking to it when he saw it on you
ast evening," continued Dougan rapidly. Even with five
spears pointed directly at him Tanin | ooked extrenely
form dable and extrenely angry. "I bet your arnor agai nst
my hat, and | won." The dwarf was snug
"Thank Pal adi ne! " breathed Tani n, relaxing.

"Then - " said Dougan, |ooking unconfortable, "since
nmy luck was obviously turning, | decided to try for ny
nmoney back. | bet the arnor, ny hat, and" - he pointed -

"the magi c staff against nmy noney, the cows, and a goat."

This time it was Palin who sat forward (oblivious of the
spears), his face deathly pale, his |lips ashen. "You bet
my staff!" He could scarcely speak. Reaching out a
trenbling hand, he grasped hold of the staff which lay at his
side even while he slept.

"Aye, lad," said Dougan, regarding himw th w de-eyed
i nnocence. "W're conrades. Share and share - "

"This staff,” said Palin in a | ow, shaking voice,
"belonged to nmy uncle, Raistlin Majere! It was a gift from
him- "

"I ndeed?" Dougan appeared inpressed. "I wish | had
known that, lad," he said wistfully, "I would have wagered
nore - "

"What happened?" Palin demanded feverishly.

"I lost." Dougan heaved a sigh. "lI've seen a nan rol
snake eyes twice in a ganme only once before and that was
when | -  Well, never mind."

"You lost ny staff!" Palin seemed near fainting.

"And our arnor?" Sturm shouted, veins swelling in his
neck.

"Wait!" Dougan held up his hand hastily. The warriors
with the spears, despite their weapons and their obvious

advant age, were beginning to look a little nervous. "I knew
how upset you | ads would be, losing all your possessions
like this, so | did the only thing I could. | wagered your
swords. "

This time the shock was so great that neither Tanin nor
Sturm coul d speak, they sinply stared at Dougan in stunned
si | ence.

"I put up the swords and ny battl e-ax agai nst the nagic
staff and my hat - | truly wi sh" - Dougan gl anced at the
shaken Palin - "that 1'd known the staff belonged to Raistlin
of the Bl ack Robes. Even here, they've heard of him and
likely could have gotten the chief to throwin the arnor. As
it was, he wasn't all that inpressed with what he'd seen of



the staff - "
"CGet on with it!" Palin cried in a choked voice, clutching
the staff cl ose.
"I won!" Dougan spread his hands, then sighed again,
only this was a sigh of ecstasy. "Ah, what a throw that was.
"So ... | have ny staff?" Palin asked tinmdly,
bri ght eni ng.
"We have our swords?" Tanin and Sturm began to
br eat he.
"Finding that nmy luck had shifted," the dwarf said,

pl ungi ng the brothers into gl oomonce nore, "I decided to
try for the arnor again. Figuring what good were swords
wi t hout armor, | bet the weapons and - " He gestured

bl eakly toward the warriors with the spears.

"You lost,"” Tanin said glumy.
"But | still have ny staff?" Palin asked nervously.
"Aye, lad. | tried to use it to win back the swords, ny

axe, and the arnor, but the chief didn't want it." Dougan
shook his head, then gazed at Palin intently, a sudden
cunni ng expression twisting his face. "But if you were to
tell himit belonged to the great Raistlin Majere, perhaps |
could - "

"No!" snarled Palin, holding the staff close.

"But, lad," pleaded the dwarf, "my luck's bound to change.
And we're conrades, after all. Share and share alike ..."

"This is great!" said Sturmgloom |y, watching the | ast
of his arnor being carried out of the hut. "Well, | guess
there's nothing left to do now but go back to the ship -

"The ship?" Dougan appeared astoni shed. "Wen we're
so close! Wiy, Lord Gargath's castle's only a day's march
from here!’

"And what are we going to do when we get there?"

Tani n demanded furiously. "Knock on the door in our
underwear and ask himto | end us weapons so that we can
fight hinP"

"Look at it this way, Big Brother,"” Sturmnuttered, "he
m ght drop over dead from |l aughter."

"How can you joke at a time like this?" Tanin raged.
"And I'mnot certain |'mready to | eave yet."

"Easy, ny brothers,"” Palin said softly. "If all we've |ost
fromthis fool quest is some weapons and arnor, |'m
begi nning to think we can count ourselves lucky. | agree

with Sturm Tanin. W better head back for the ship before
the day gets much hotter."

"That's easy for you to say!" Tanin retorted bitterly.

"You' ve still got your precious staff!” He | ooked over to the
chief's hut, where the old man was happily decki ng hi nsel f
out in the bright arnor, putting nost of it on upside down.
Then he cast a dark glance at the contrite Dougan. "I

suppose Palin's right,"” Tanin said grudgingly, glaring at the
dwarf. "We should count ourselves lucky. W' ve had

enough of this fool quest, dwarf. W're getting out of here
before we | ose anything else - like our lives!"

Turning, Tanin found hinself, once again, facing a ring

of spears and this tinme his own sword, held by a grinning
warrior.

"Wanna bet, |ad?" Dougan said cheerfully, twirling his

noust aches.



"I thought as much," Palin renmarked.

"You're always thinking "as much' when it's too late to
do anything about it!" Tanin snapped.

"It was too |late when we first set eyes on the dwarf,"
Palin said in | ow tones.

The three, plus Dougan, were being escorted down the
jungle trail, spears at their backs, the castle of Lord
Gargath | oonmi ng ahead of them They could see it quite
clearly now - a huge, m sshapen building made entirely of
shining gray marble. Al three brothers had visited the
Tower of Hi gh Sorcery in Wayreth Forest, and they had
been i nmpressed and overawed by the magical aura that
surrounded it. They felt a simlar awe approaching this
strange castle, only it was an awe nmingled with the wild
desire to laugh hysterically.

None of themcould tell afterward what Castle Gargath
| ooked i ke, since the appearance of the castle shifted
constantly. First it was a massive fortress with four tall,
stalwart towers topped by battlements. As they watched in
amazement, the towers swelled out and spiral ed upward
into graceful minarets. Then the towers nelted together
form ng one gigantic done that separated into four square
towers once nore. Wiile all this was going on, turrets
sprouted fromthe walls like fungi, w ndows blinked open
and shut, a drawbridge over a noat becane a bower of
gray roses over a still, gray pond.

"The power of the Graygem " Dougan remarked. "' The
power of the Graygem'" Tanin mnicked sarcastically. He
shook his fist at the dwarf. "I'mgetting so sick of hearing
about that blasted rock that I - "

"I meant that |'ve figured out what's going on!" Palin
i nterrupted.

"Well, what?" Sturm asked m serably. "They don't want
us to go, apparently. Yet they threaten to kill us if we try to
turn back! They take our clothes . "

In addition to losing their arnor and their weapons, he
and Tanin had been stripped of their clothes; the chief
havi ng di scovered that the arnor chafed w thout anything
underneath it. Sturmand Tanin, therefore, were now
approaching Gargath Castle clad only in Ioin cloths (having
coldly refused the of fer of breastplates made of bone).

Pal i n and Dougan had been nore fortunate, the nage
havi ng kept his robes and the dwarf his red velvet jacket
and breeches (minus the hat). The reason for this |eniency
on the chief's part was, Palin suspected, Dougan's
whi spered remarks to the chief concerning the staff.
Contrary to what the dwarf had anticipated, the fact that the
staff belonged to Raistlin Mjere caused the chief to open
his eyes wide in terror. Palin also suspected Dougan of
continuing to try to drumup a gane (the dwarf wanted his
hat back badly), but the chief obviously wanted no part of
an object of such evil. The nenbers of the tribe kept a
respectful distance fromPalin after that, sone waving
chickens' feet in his direction when they thought he wasn't
wat chi ng.

It didn't stop the warriors from marching himoff down
the trail at spear point toward the castle with his brothers
and the chagrined Dougan, however.

"Put yourself in the place of one of these warriors," said



Palin, sweating in his hot robes but not daring to take them
off for fear the warriors would grab them "You are under
the influence of the Graygem which is literally Chaos
personified. You hate the G aygem nore than anything, yet
you are ordered to guard it with your life. Because of the
Graygem vyou've |l ost your wonmen. Strangers cone to take
the Graygem and rescue your woren, who wil |

undoubtedly be grateful to their saviors. You don't want
strangers saving your wonenfol k, but you'd give anything
to have your wonen back. You must guard the G aygem

but you'd do anything to get rid of it. Are you follow ng
ne?"

"Sort of," Tanin said cautiously. "Go on."

"So you take the strangers,” Palin finished, "and send
themto the castle naked and weaponl ess, knowi ng they're
bound to | ose, yet hoping in your heart they'll win."

"That makes sense, in a weird sort of way," Sturm
admtted, looking at Palin wth undi sgui sed admration
"So, what do we do now?"

"Yes, Palin," Tanin said gravely. "I can fight m notaur
and draconians ... |'d RATHER be fighting m notaur and
draconi ans,"” he added, breathing heavily, the heat and
hum dity taking its toll on the big man, "but |1'm|lost here.
can't fight chaos. | don't understand what's going on. If
we're going to get out of this, it's up to you and your magic,
Little Brother."

Palin's eyes stung with sudden tears. It had been worth
it, he thought. It had been worth this whol e i nsane
adventure to know that he had finally won his brothers
respect and admiration and trust. It was sonething a man
mght willingly die to achieve. . . . For a nmonent, he did
not trust hinmself to speak, but wal ked on in silence, |eaning
on the Staff of Magius, which felt oddly cool and dry in the
hot, humid jungle.

d ancing over at the dwarf, Palin was disconcerted to
find Dougan regarding himwith a wolfish | eer on the
bl ack- bearded face. The dwarf didn't say anything al oud
but, giving Palin a wink, he forned words with his |ips.

"Wanna bet ?"

CHAPTER SI X
Castle Gargath

It was nearing sundown when they reached the outer
wal | s of Castle Gargath. The walls shifted aspect just |ike
the castle. Sonetinmes they appeared to be built of bricks.
When the brothers | ooked again, however, the walls were
hedges, then iron bars.

On reaching the base of the shifting walls, the warriors
left them returning to their villages despite another
recruiting speech from Tanin. The speech was a half-
hearted attenpt at best. The fact that he was giving it
practically naked | essened his enthusiasm plus he was
fairly certain it was bound to fail

"Come with us! Show this evil lord that you are nen!
That you intend to stand up to himand fight! Show himyou
are willing to risk your lives in defense of your hones!"

He was right. The speech had not worked. The nonent
t he shadow of the shifting castle walls fell over them the
warriors backed away, looking up at it in terror. Shaking



their heads and nmuttering, they fled back into the jungle.

"At | east |eave us your spears?" Sturm pl eaded.

That didn't work either

"They need their spears," Tanin said, "to nmake certain
we don't hightail it back to the ship."

"Aye, you're right, lad," said Dougan, peering into the
trees. "They're out there, watching us. And there they'll stay
until - " He stopped.

"Until what?" Palin demanded coldly. He could still see
the dwarf's | eer and hear the unspoken words, and he
shivered in the jungle heat.

"Until they're certain we're not com ng back. Ri ght?"
Sturm sai d.

"Now, |addie, we'll be coming back," Dougan said
soot hingly, stroking his beard. "After all, you have me with
you. And we're conrades - "

"Share and share alike,” Tanin and Sturm both said
grunpily.

"The first thing we have to do is nake sonme weapons,"
Tani n continued. He | ooked around. Thick jungle
vegetation grew all around them Strange-I|ooking trees of
various types and kinds festooned with hangi ng vines and
brightly colored flowers grew right up to within a foot of
the wall that was now made of thorny rose-bushes. And
there it stopped. "Not even the jungle cones near this
pl ace,"” he muttered. There were no ani mal noises either, he
noticed. "Palin, give nme your knife."

"CGood idea," said the young mage. "l1'd forgotten about
it." Rolling up his white sleeve, Palin funbled at the dagger
inits cunning leather thong that held it to his forearm and
was supposed to - at a flick of its owner's wist - release the
dagger and allow it to drop down into Palin's hand. But the
cunni ng thong was apparently nmore cunning that its master
for Palin couldn't get the dagger |oose.

"Here," he said, flushing in enbarrassment and hol di ng
out his armto Tanin, "you get it."

Keeping his smle carefully conceal ed, Tani n managed
to free the dagger, which he and Sturmused to cut off tree
branches. These they honed into crude spears, working
rapidly. Day was dying a lingering death, the Iight fading
fromthe sky, leaving it a sickly gray color

"Do you know anything of this Lord Gargath?" Tanin
asked Dougan as he worked, whittling the point of the
green stick sharp.

"No," said the dwarf, watching in disapproval. He had
refused to either nmake or carry a wooden spear. "A fine
sight I'd look if I"'mKkilled, standing before Reorx with a
stick in ny hand! Naw, | need no weapon but ny bare
hands!" the dwarf had snarled. Now he was rubbing his
chin, pacing back and forth beneath the strange walls that
wer e now made of shining black marble. "I know not hi ng
of this present Lord Gargath, save what | could find out
fromthose cowards." Dougan waved hi s hand
contenptuously at the | ong-gone warriors.

"What do they say?"

"That he is what you night expect of someone who has
been under the influence of the G aygemfor years!"

Dougan said, eyeing Tanin irritably. "He is a wild man!
Capabl e of great good or great evil, as the mood - or the
gem - sways him Sonme say," the dwarf added in | ow tones,



switching his gaze to Palin, "that he is a wizard. A
renegade, granting his allegiance to neither Wite, nor
Bl ack, nor Red. He lives only for hinmself - and the gem"

Shivering, Palin gripped his staff nore tightly.
Renegade mages refused to follow the |aws and judgnents
of the Conclave of Wzards, |aws that had been handed
down through the centuries in order to keep magic alive in a
worl d where it was despised and distrusted. Al w zards,
t hose who followed both the paths of Good and of Evil
subscribed to these | aws. Renegades were a threat to
everyone and, as such, their lives were forfeit.

| T WOULD BE PALIN S DUTY, AS A MAGE OF THE
VWH TE ROBES, TO TRY TO RECLAI M THE RENEGADE
OR, | F THAT FAILED, TO TRAP H M AND BRI NG H M TO
THE CONCLAVE FOR JUSTICE. |IT WOULD BE A
Dl FFI CULT TASK FOR A POAERFUL W ZARD OF THE
VWH TE ROBES, MJCH LESS AN APPRENTI CE MAGE
THOSE OF THE BLACK ROBES HAD I T EASIER " YQU,

My UNCLE, WOULD HAVE SI MPLY KILLED HM" PALIN
MURMURED IN A LOW VO CE, LEANI NG H S CHEEK
AGAINST HI S staff.

"What do you think he's done with the wonen?" Sturm
asked anxi ously.

The dwarf shrugged. "Used them for his pleasure, tossed
theminto the vol cano, sacrificed themin sone unholy
magi c rite. How should | know?"

Sturm | ooked grave; Tanin scow ed; and Palin, truth be
tol d, | ooked frightened.

"Well, we're about as ready as we'll ever be, | guess,"
Tanin said heavily, gathering up a handful of spears. "These
| ook stupid,” he nmuttered. "Maybe the dwarf's right. If
we're facing an evil w zard gone berserk, we mght as well
die fighting with dignity instead of |ike kids playing at
kni ghts and goblins."

"A weapon's a weapon, Tanin," Sturmsaid matter-of-
factly, taking a spear in his hand. "At least it gives us sone

advant age. .
The three brothers and the dwarf approached the wall
that was still changing its aspect so often it nade them

dizzy to watch it.

"I don't suppose there's any point trying to find a secret
way in," Tanin said.

"By the time we found it, it'd likely be turning into the
front door," Dougan agreed. "If we wait here | ong enough
there's bound to be an opening."

Sure enough, but not exactly the opening any of them
anti ci pat ed.

One nonment they were looking at a wall of solid stone
(" Dwarvi sh make," remarked Dougan, admringly) when it
changed to a wall of water, thundering down around them
out of nowhere, soaking themw th its spray.

"We can get through this, I think!"™ Sturmcried above
the noise of the waterfall. "I can see through it! The castle's
on the other side!"

"Yes, and there's likely to be a chasmon the other side as
wel I I'" Tanin returned.

"Wait," said Palin. "SH RAKI" He spoke the magic
word to the staff and, instantly the faceted crystal gl obe on
top burst into light.

"Ah, | wish the chief had seen THAT!" said the dwarf



wi stfully.

Palin thrust the staff into the water, sinmply with the idea
of being able to see sonething beyond it. To his
amazement, however, the water parted the instant the staff
touched it. Flowi ng down around the staff, it formed an
archway that it seemed they could wal k through, safe and
dry.

"I'"ll be damed!" Tanin said in awe. "Did you know it
woul d do that, Little Brother?"

"No," Palin admitted shakily, wondering what other
powers Raistlin had invested into the staff.

"Well, thank Pal adine it did," Sturm said, peering
through the hole in the water. "All safe over here," he
reported, stepping through. "In fact," he added as Palin and
Tanin and Dougan - with a wi de-eyed gaze of longing at the
staff - followed. "It's a grass lawn!" Sturm said in wonder,
| ooking around in the gray gloomby the light of the staff.
Behi nd them the water changed again, this time to a wall of
banboo. Ahead of them stretched a | ong, smooth sward that
rose up a gentle slope, leading to the castle itself.

"Now it's grass, but its liable to change into a lava pit
any nonent," Palin pointed out.

"You're right, Little Brother," Tanin grunted. "W better
run for it."

Run they did; Palin hiking up his white robes, the stout
dwarf huffing and puffing al ong about three steps behind.
Whet her they truly made their destination before the sward
had time to change into sonething nore sinister or whether
the sward was always a sward, they never knew. At any
rate, they reached the castle wall just as night's black

shadows closed in on them and they were still standing on
snoot h, soft grass.
"Now all we need," said Sturm "is a way inside - " The

bl ank wall of gray marble that they had been facing

shimered in the staffs light, and a small wooden door

appeared, conplete with iron hinges and an iron |ock
Hurrying forward, Tanin tugged at the lock. "Bolted

fast," he reported.

"Just when a kender would cone in handy," Sturm said
with a sigh.

"Kender! Bite your tongue!" Dougan nmuttered in
di sgust .

"Palin, try the staff,"” Tanin ordered, standing aside.
Hesitantly, Palin touched the brilliantly glow ng crysta
of the staff to the lock. The lock not only gave way, but it
actually nelted, formng a puddle of lead at Palin's feet.
"Lad," said the dwarf, swallow ng, "your uncle mnust
have been a remarkable man. That's all | can SAY."
"I wonder what else it can do?" Palin nmuttered, staring at
the staff with a m xture of awe, pride, and frustration

"We' || have to worry about that later! Inside," said
Tani n, yanki ng open the door. "Sturm you go first. Palin
follow him W'Il use your staff for light. The dwarf and 1"

be right behind you."

They found thensel ves crowded together on a flight of
narrow, winding stairs that spiraled upward. Walls
surrounded themon all sides; they could see nothing save
the stairs vani shing into darkness.

"You realize," said Palin suddenly, "that the door will -
VWhirling around, he shone the light of the staff on a bl ank



wal | .

"Di sappear,"” finished Tanin grimy.

"There goes our way out!" Shuddering, Sturm | ooked
around. "These stairs could change! Any monent, we coul d
be encased in solid rock!"

"Keep noving!" ordered Tanin urgently.

Running up the steep stairs as fast as they coul d,
expecting to find thensel ves wal ki ng on anything from hot
coals to a swinging bridge, they clinbed up and up until, at
| ast, the stout dwarf could go no farther

"I'"ve got to rest, |ads," Dougan said, panting, |eaning
agai nst a stone wall that was, unaccountably, remaining a
stone wal | .

"Not hi ng i nside seenms to be changing," Palin gasped,
weary hinself fromthe unaccustoned exercise. He | ooked
with envy at his brothers. Their bronze-skinned, nuscul ar
bodies gleanmed in the staff's light. Neither was even
br eat hi ng hard.

"Palin, shine the Iight up here!" Sturm ordered, peering
ahead.

H s |l egs aching so that he thought he coul d never nove
them again, Palin forced hinmself to take another step
shining the staff's Iight around a comer of the stairwell.
"There's a door!" Sturmsaid, in triunph. "W ve reached
the top!"

"I wonder what's beyond it," Tanin said darkly.

He was interrupted by, of all things, a giggle. "Wy don't
you open it and find out?" called a |aughing voice fromthe
ot her side of the door. "It's not |ocked."

The brothers | ooked at each ot her. Dougan frowned.

Palin forgot his aching body, forcing hinself to concentrate
on his spell casting. Tanin's face tightened, his jaw nuscles
clenched. Gipping his spear, he thrust his way past Dougan
and Palin to cone stand beside Sturm

Cautiously, both warriors put their hands on the door

"One, two, three,"” Sturmcounted in a whisper. On the
count of three, he and Tanin threw their combined wei ght
agai nst the door, knocking it open and | eaping through
spears at the ready. Palin ran after them his hands
extended, a spell of fire on his lips. Behind him he could
hear the dwarf roaring in fury.

They were greeted with peals of merry |aughter

"Did you ever see," canme the giggling voice, "such cute
| egs?"

The nmist of battle rage clearing fromhis eyes, Palin
stared around bl ankly. He was surrounded, literally, by
what nust have been hundreds of wonen. Beside him he
heard Sturmlis sharp intake of breath and he saw, dinly,
Tanin | ower his spear in confusion. From somewhere on the
floor at his feet, he heard Dougan swearing, the dwarf
havi ng tripped over the door-stoop in his charge and fallen
flat on his face. But Palin was too stunned, staring at his
captors, to pay any attention to him

An incredibly gorgeous, dark-haired and dark-eyed
beauty approached Tanin. Putting her hand on his spear, she
gently pushed it to one side. Her eyes lingered
appreciatively on the young man's strong body, nost of
which - due to the loincloth - was on exhibit.

"My, ny," said the young woman in a sultry voice, "did



you know it was mny birthday?"

More | aughter sounded through the vast stone hall |ike
the chimng of nmany bells.

"Just - just stay back," Tanin ordered gruffly, raising his
spear and keepi ng the woman at bay.

"Well, of course," she said, raising her hands in nock

terror. "If that's what you REALLY want."

Tanin, his eyes on the dark-haired beauty, fell back a pace
to stand beside Palm "Little Brother," he whispered, beads
of sweat on his upper lip and trickling down his forehead,
"are these wonen enchant ed? Under some sort of spell?"

"N-no," stammered Palin, staring around him "They .
they don't appear to be. | don't sense any kind of magic,
other than the force of the Gaygem It's nuch stronger
here, but that's because we're closer to it."

"Lads," said the dwarf urgently, scranbling to his feet
and thrusting hinmself between them "we're in big trouble.”

"We are?" Tanin asked dubiously, still holding the spear
in front of himand noticing that Sturm was doing |ikew se.
"Expl ain yourself, dwarf!" he grow ed. "Wat do you know
about these wonen? They certainly don't appear to be
prisoners! Are they banshees, vanpires? \Wat?"

"Wirse," gasped the dwarf, nmopping his face with his
beard, his eyes staring wildly at the | aughing, pointing
femal es. "Lads, think! We're the first to enter this castle!
These woren probably haven't seen a nman in two years!”

CHAPTER SEVEN
Qur Heroes

Sur rounded by hundreds of adm ring wonen reaching
out to touch themand fondl e them the confused and
enbarrassed "rescuers" were captured by kindness.

Laughi ng and teasing them the wonen |led the brothers

and the dwarf fromthe vast entry hall to a smaller roomin
the castle, a roomfilled with silken wall hangi ngs and

| arge, confortable silk-covered couches. Before they knew
qui te what was happeni ng, the nmen were being shoved

down anong the cushions by soft hands, the wonen

of fering them w ne, sunptuous food, and delicacies of al
sorts . . . ALL sorts.

"I think it's sweet, you coming all this way to rescue
us," purred one of the women, |eaning against Sturm and
runni ng her hand over his shoul der. Long blonde hair fel
down her bare arm She wore it tucked behind one ear, held
back by a flower. Her gown, nmade of something gray and
filmy, left very little to the imagination

"All in a day's work," said Sturm smling. "W're going
to be nmade Kni ghts of Sol amia, you know," he added
conversationally. "Probably for doing this very deed."

"Real ly? Tell me nore."

But the blonde wasn't the least bit interested in the
Kni ghts. She wasn't even listening to Sturm Palin realized,
wat ching his brother with growing irritation. The big
warrior was ranbling on somewhat incoherently about the
Cath and the Measure, all the while fondling the silky
bl onde hair and gazing into blue eyes.

Palin was ill-at-ease. The young nmage felt a burning in his
bl ood, his head buzzed - not an unusual sensation around
such lovely, seductive fenales. He felt no desire for these



worren, however. They were strangely repulsive to him It
was the nmagi c he sensed, buming within him He wanted

to concentrate on it, on his feeling of grow ng power.
Thrusting aside a doe-eyed beauty who was trying to feed
hi m grapes, Palin inched his way anong the cushions to get
nearer Sturm The big man was enjoying the attentions of
the attractive blonde to the fullest.

"Sturm what are you doing? This could be a trap, an
ambush!" Palin said in an undertone.

"Lighten up for once, Little Brother," Sturmsaid mldly,
putting his arm around the bl onde and draw ng her cl ose.
"Here, I'll put your mind at ease. Tell ne," he said, kissing
the blonde's rosy lips, "is this an anbush?"

"Yes!" She giggled, wiggling closer. "You' re under
attack, right now

"There you are, Palin. No help for it. W're surrounded."
Sturm kissed the girl's neck. "I surrender," he said softly,
"unconditionally."

"Tani n?" Alarnmed, Palin | ooked to his ol dest brother for
hel p, and was relieved to see the serious young man getting
to his feet, despite all efforts of the dark-haired beauty to
drag hi m back down beside her. The dwarf, too, was doing
his best to escape.

"Cet away! Leave me be, wonan!" Dougan roared
slapping at the hands of a lithesonme girl. Struggling up
from anong the cushions, the red-faced dwarf turned to
face the wonen.

"What about Lord Gargath? \Were is he?" the dwarf
demanded. "Using you wonen to seduce us, then capture
us, no doubt?"

"Lord Gargath? Hardly!" The dark-haired beauty who had
been naki ng much of Tanin | aughed, as did the other
worren in the room Shruggi ng her lovely shoul ders, she
gl anced at the ceiling. "He's up there ... sonewhere," she
said without interest, caressing Tanin's bare chest. The big
man shoved her away, gl ancing nervously about the room

"For once you've made sense, dwarf. W better find this
Gargath before he finds us. Conme on." Tanin took a step
toward a door at the end of the perfumed, candle-lit
chanber, but the dark-haired beauty caught hold of his
arm

"Rel ax, warrior," she whispered. "You don't need to
worry about Lord Gargath. He won't bother you or
anybody." She ran her fingers admringly through Tanin's
thick, red curls.

"I"ll see for nyself,’
ent husi asti c.

"Very well, if you must." The wonan si ghed
| anguor ously, nestling her body against Tanin's. "But it's a
waste of tine - time that could be spent in much nore
pl easant pursuits. The dried-up old w zards been our
pri soner now for two years."

"He's YOUR prisoner?" Tanin gaped

"Well, yes," said in the blonde, |ooking up from
ni bbling at Sturms ear. "He was such a boring old thing.
Tal ki ng about pentagrans and wanting to know whi ch of
us were virgins and asking a | ot of other persona
guestions. So we |locked himin his old tower with his
stupid rock." She kissed Sturm s nmuscul ar shoul der

"Then who's been taking the wonen hostage all these

Tanin returned, but he sounded | ess



nont hs?" Pal i n denmanded.

"Well, we did, of course," said the dark-haired beauty.

"You?" Palin said, stunned. He put his hand to his
forehead and noticed his skin felt abnormally hot. He was
di zzy, and his head ached. The room and everything in it
seened to be just slightly out of focus.

"This is a wonderful life! " said the blonde, sitting back
and teasingly rebuffing Sturms attenpts to pull her down.
"The Graygem provides all we need. We live in |uxury.
There is no work, no cooking and nmending - "

"No children screaming - "

"No husbands com ng back frombattle, bleeding and
dirty - "

"No washing clothes in the streamday after day -

"No endl ess tal ks of war and braggi ng about great deeds

"W read books," said the dark-haired beauty. "The
wi zard has many in his library. W became educated, and
we found out we didn't have to live that kind of life
anynore. W wanted our sisters and our nmothers to share
our confortable surroundings with us, so WE kept up the
ruse, demandi ng that hostages be brought to the castle unti
all of us were here."

"Bl ess ny beard!" exclainmed the dwarf in awe.

"Al'l we lack are some nice men, to keep us from bei ng
lonely at night," said the blonde, smling at Sturm "And
now that's been taken care of, thanks to the G aygem

"I"'mgoing to go find Lord Gargath," said Palin,
standi ng up abruptly. But he was so dizzy that he
staggered, scattering cushions over the floor. "Are the rest
of you com ng?" he asked, fighting this strange weakness
and wondering why his brothers didn't seemafflicted.

"Yes," said Tanin, extricating hinself with difficulty
fromthe dark-haired beauty's enbrace.

"Count on ne, lad," said Dougan griny.

"Sturn?" said Palin.

"Just |eave nme here," said Sturm "I'Il act as ... rear
guard. "

The wonen broke into nmerry | aughter

"Sturm " Tanin repeated angrily.

Sturm waved his hand. "Go ahead, if you're so keen on
talking to sonme noldy old wi zard, when you could be here,
enjoying ..."

Tani n opened his nouth again, his brows coning
together in anger. But Palin stopped him "Leave this to
me," the young mage said with a twisted smle. Setting the
staff down carefully anong the cushions, Palin lifted both
hands and held them out, pointing at Sturm Then he began
to chant.

"Hey! What are you doing? Stop!" Sturm gasped.

But Palin continued chanting and began raising his
hands. As he did so, Sturm s prone body rose into the air,
too, until soon the young man was floating a good six feet
off the floor.

"Wonderful trick! Show us sone nore!" called out the
worren, appl audi ng.

Pal i n spoke again, snapped his fingers, and ropes
appeared out of nowhere, snaking up fromthe floor to
wrap thensel ves around Sturmis arns and | egs. The
worren squeal ed in glee, many of themtransferring their



adm ring gazes fromthe muscular Sturm - now bound hand
and foot - to the nage who could performsuch feats.

"G good trick, Palin. Now put nme down!" Sturm said,
licking his lips and gl anci ng beneat h hi m nervously. There
was not hi ng between himand the floor but air.

Pl eased with hinself, Palin left Sturmin the air and
turned to Tanin. "Shall | bring himal ong?" he asked
casual ly, expecting to see Tanin regarding himwi th awe as
wel I .

Instead, Palin found his ol der brother's brows furrowed
in concern. "Palin," said Tanin in a | ow voice, "how did you
do that?"

"Magic, my dear brother," Palin said, thinking suddenly
how unaccount ably stupid Tani n was.

"I know it was nmagic," Tanin said sharply. "And | admt
| don't know nmuch about magic. But | do know that only a
power ful w zard could performsuch a feat as that. NOT one
who just recently passed his Test!"

Looki ng back at the levitated Sturm hovering hel pl essly
inthe air, Palin nodded. "You're right," he said proudly. "I
performed a high-1level spell, w thout any assistance or aid!
Not even the Staff of Magius hel ped nel" Reaching out, he
took hold of the staff. The wood was cold to the touch, icy
cold, alnmpst painful. Palin gasped, alnost dropping it. But
then he noticed that the dizzi ness was easing. He felt his
skin grow cool, the buzzing in his head di ni nished. "MWy
magi c!'" he murmured. "The G aygem rmust be enhanci ng
it! 1've only been here a short while, and | ook what | can
do! I have the power of an archnage. If | had the gem I|'d
be as strong as ny uncle!" Palin whispered to hinself.
"Maybe stronger!" Hi s eyes glistened, his body began to

trenmble. "1'd use nmy power for Good, of course. | would
sei ze the Tower at Pal anthas from Dal amar and cl eanse it of
its evil. | would |lift the curse fromthe Shoi kan G ove, enter

my uncle's laboratory." Thoughts and visions of the future
cane to himin a swirl of wild colors, so real and vivid he
literally reeled at the sight.

Strong hands held him Blinking, clearing the mst from
his eyes, Palin | ooked down to see hinself reflected in the
bright, dark, cunning eyes of the dwarf. "Steady, |addie,"
sai d Dougan, "you're flying high, too high for one whose
wi ngs have just sprouted.”

"Leave ne alone!"™ Palin cried, pulling away fromthe
dwarf's grip. "You want the gem yourself!"

"Aye, | addie," said Dougan softly, stroking his black beard.
"And | have a right toit. I'mthe ONLY one who has a right
toit, in fact!"

"M ght neakes right, dwarf," Palin said with a sneer
Picking up his staff, he started to walk toward the door
"Comi ng?" he asked Tanin coldly, "or nust | bring you
along as |'mcarrying that great oaf!" Gesturing toward
Sturm he drew the young man toward himwi th a notion
of his hand. Twi sting his head, Sturm gazed back at Tanin
in fear and alarmas he drifted through the air.

"Ch, no! Don't |eave! Do sonme nore tricks!" cried the
worren in di smay.

"Stop, young mage!" Dougan cried. "You're falling
under the spell!"

"Palin!" Tanin's quiet voice cut through the buzzing in
his brother's head and the | aughter of the wonen and the



shouts of the dwarf. "Don't |isten to Dougan or me or
anyone for a nonent. Just listen to yourself."

"And what's THAT supposed to nean, ny brother?"

Palin scoffed. "Something w se that suddenly struck you?
Did a brain finally make an appearance through all that
nuscl e?"

He | eered nockingly at Tanin, expecting - no, HOPING
that his brother would beconme angry and try to stop him
Then |1'Il REALLY show hima trick or two! Palin thought.
Just like my uncle showed ny father

But Tanin just stood there, regarding himgravely. "I - |
- Name of the gods!" Palin faltered, putting his hand to his
head. H s cruel words cane back to him "Tanin, I'msorry!
| don't know what's cone over ne." Turning, he saw
Sturm hanging helplessly in the air. "Sturm" Palin
snapped his fingers. "I"'msorry! I'lIl let you go - "

"Palin, don't - !'" Sturmbegan wildly, but it was too late.
The spell broken, the young nan fell to the floor with a
yell and a crash, to be instantly surrounded by cooi ng and

clucki ng wonen. It was a few nonents before Sturm nade

hi s appearance again, his red hair tousled, his face flushed.
CGetting to his feet, he pushed the wonen asi de and |inped
toward his brothers.

"I was wong," Palin said, shivering. "I understand now
These worren ARE being held in thrall. "

"Aye, lad," said Dougan. "Just as you were yourself. It's
the power of the Graygem trying to take hold of you,
expl oi ting your weaknesses as it did theirs - "

" - by giving us what we want,"” Palin finished
t hought ful | y.

"That's what we'll turn into, the |onger we stay here,"
Tani n added. "Slaves of the Graygem Don't you see, these
worren are guarding it just as effectively INSIDE this castle
as their men are QUTSIDE. That's why not hing changes in
here. The G aygenmis keeping it stable for them™

The wonen began sidling nearer, reaching out their

hands once nore. "How boring . . . Don't go .. . Don't |eave
us ... Stupid rock . "
"Well, let's go find this Lord Gargath then," Sturm

nmutt ered, shanefaced. Try as he might, his gaze stil
strayed toward the bl onde, who was bl owi ng ki sses at him
"Take your spears," said Tanin, shoving aside the soft
hands that were clinging to him "These wonmen m ght or
m ght not be telling us the truth. That old w zard coul d be
| aughing at us right now "
"They said he was 'up there.
"But where? How do we get there?"

Pal in gazed at the ceiling.

"Uh, | believe I know the way, |addie," Dougan said.
"Just a hunch, mnd you," he added hastily, seeing Tanin's
dark | ook. "That door, there, |leads upstairs . . . | think. '

"Hunpf," Tanin growl ed, but went to investigate the
door, his brothers and the dwarf foll ow ng behind.

"What did you nean, YOU RE the only one who has a
right to the Graygen?" Palin asked Dougan in an
under t one.

"Did | say that?" The dwarf |ooked at him shrewdly.
"Must have been the gemtal ki ng. " "Oh, please don't
go!" cried the women. "Never nmind. They'll be coning
back soon," predicted the dark-haired beauty.

"And when you do come back, maybe you can show us



some nore of those cute magic tricks," called the blonde to
Palin politely.

CHAPTER ElI GHT
Lord Gargath

Dougan was right. The door led to another flight of

narrow stairs carved out of the stone walls of the castle. It
was pitch dark; their only light was the burning crystal atop
the Staff of Magius. After another |eg-aching clinb, they
cane to a | arge wooden door

"Wuld you | ook at that!"™ Sturm said, stunned.

"What in the nane of the Abyss is it?" Tanin nuttered.

IT was a fantastic nechanism sitting on the door-stoop

in front of the door. Barely visible in the shadows, it was
made of iron and had all sorts of iron arms and gears and
rope pull eys and wi nches extending fromthe stone floor up
to the ceiling.

"Hold the light closer, Palin," Tanin said, stooping
down beside it. "There's something in the center

surrounded by a bunch of ... mrrors.™
Cautiously, Palin held the Iight down near the device
and the room was suddenly illumnated as if by a hundred

suns. Tanin shrieked and covered his eyes with his hands.
"I can't see a thing!" he cried, staggering back against the
wall. "Mwve the staff! Mve the staff!”

"It's a sundial!" Palin reported, holding the staff back
and staring at the device in astonishnent. "Surrounded by
mrrors . "

"Ah," said Dougan triunphantly, "a gnome time-Iock."

"A timel ock?"

"Aye, lad. You wait until the dial casts the shadow of
the sun on the correct tine, and the Iock will open.”

"But," pointed out Palin in confusion, "the way the mrrors
are fixed, there could never be a shadow It's always noon."

"Not to mention," added Tanin bitterly, rubbing his
eyes, "that this place is pitch dark. There're no w ndows!
How s the sun supposed to hit it?"

"Smal | design flaws," said Sturmsarcastically. "lI'msure
it'sincomttee - "

"Meanwhi l e, how do we open the door?" Tanin asked
sl unpi ng back wearily against the wall.

"Too bad Tas isn't here," said Palin, with a snile

"Tas?" Dougan scow ed, whirling around. "You don't
nmean Tassl ehoff Burrfoot? The kender?"

"Yes, do you know hi nP"

"No," the dwarf grow ed, "but a friend of m ne does.

This crazy dwarf under a tree near ny for - near where
work, day in, day out, whittling his endl ess wood and
nmuttering 'doorknob of a kender this' and 'doorknob of a
kender that.' "

"A friend?" Palin said, mystified. "Why that sounds |ike
a story our father told about Flint - "

"Never you mind!" Dougan snapped irritably. "And quit
tal ki ng about kender! We're in enough trouble as it is.
Brrrrr." He shivered. "Makes ny skin craw "

The faintest glimering of understanding lit the
confused darkness of Palin's mind. Dinly he began to see
the truth. But though the Iight shone on his thoughts, they
were such a confused junble that he couldn't sort them put



or even deci de whether he should feel relieved or nore
terrified.

"Maybe we could break the mirrors,"” Tanin suggested,
blinking in the darkness, trying to see beyond the sea of
bright blue spots that filled his vision

"I wouldn't,"” Dougan warned. "The thing's likely to
bl ow up."

"You nmean it's trapped?" Sturm asked nervously,
backi ng away.

"No!" Dougan snapped irritably. "I mean it's nade by
gnones. It's likely to blow up."
"If it did* - Tanin scratched his chin thoughtfully - "it

woul d probably blow a hole in the door."

"And us with it," Palin pointed out.

"Just you, Little Brother," Sturmsaid helpfully. "Wl
be down at the bottom of the stairs.”

"W have to try, Palin," Tanin decided. "W have no
i dea how | ong before the power of the G aygemtakes hold
of us again. It probably won't be a big explosion," he added
soothingly. "It isn't a very big device, after all."

"No, it just takes up the whole door. Cnh, very well, K"

Palin grunbl ed. "Stand back."

The warni ng was unnecessary. Dougan was al ready
cl anmbering down the stairs, Sturm behind him Tanin
rounded the comer of the wall, but stopped where he could
see Palin.

Edgi ng up cautiously on the device, Palin raised the end
of the staff over the first mrror, averting his face and
shutting his eyes as he did so. At that nmonent, however, a
voi ce canme fromthe other side of the door

"I believe all you have to do is turn the handle."

Palin arrested his downward jab. "Who said that?" he
shout ed, backi ng up

"Me," called the voice again in neek tones. "Just turn
the handle."

"You nean, the door's not |ocked?" Palin asked in
amazenent .

"Nobody's perfect," said the voi ce defensively.

G ngerly, Palin reached out his hand and, after renoving
several connecting arnms and undoing a rope or two of the
gnone timel ock that was not |ocked, he turned the door
handl e. There was a click, and the door swung open on
creaki ng hi nges.

Entering the chanber with sonme difficulty, his robes
havi ng caught on a gear, Palin | ooked around in awe.

He was in a roomshaped |ike a cone - round at the
bottom it cane to a point at the ceiling. The chanber was
lit by oil lanps, placed at intervals around the circular floor
their flickering flanes illum nating the roombrightly as
day. Tanin was about to step through the door past Palin,
when his brother stopped him

"Wait!" Palin cautioned, catching hold of Tanin's arm
"Look! On the floor!"

"Well, what is it?" Tanin asked. "Sone sort of design -

"It's a pentagram a magic synbol,"” Palin said softly.
"Don't step within the circle of the | anps!™”

"What's it there for?" Sturm peered over Tanin's broad
shoul ders, while Dougan junped up and down in back
trying to see.

"I think ... Yes!" Palin stared up into the very top of the



ceiling. "It's holding the Gaygem Look!" He pointed.

Everyone tilted back their heads, staring upward, except
the dwarf, who was cursing |loudly about not being able to
see. Dropping down to his hands and knees, Dougan finally
managed to thrust his head in between Tanin's and Sturnms

| egs and peered up, his beard trailing on the polished stone
fl oor.

"Aye, laddie," he said with a longing sigh. "That's it!
The Graygem of Gargath!"

Hovering in the air, below the very point of the cone,
was a gray-colored jewel. Its shape was inpossible to

di stinguish, as was it size, for it changed as they stared at it
- first it was round and as big as a man's fist; then it was a
prismas large as a man hinmself; then it was a cube, no

bi gger than a | ady's baubl e;

then round again. . . . The jewel had been dark when they
entered the room not even reflecting the light fromthe

| anps bel ow. But now a soft gray light of its own began to
beam fromit.

Palmfelt the magic tingle through him Wrds to spells

of unbelievabl e power flooded his mnd. H's uncle had

been a weakling conpared to him He would rule the
worl d, the heavens, the Abyss -

"Steady, Little Brother," came a distant voice.

"Hold onto nme, Tanin!" Palin gasped, reaching out his

hand to his brother. "Help ne fight it!"

"I't's no use," canme the voice they had heard through the
door, this time sounding sad and resigned. "You can't fight

it. It will consunme you in the end, as it did ne."

Wenching his gaze fromthe gray |light that was fast

dazzling himwith its brilliance, Palin stared around the

coni cal room Across fromwhere he stood was a tall, high-
backed chair placed against a tapestry-adorned wall. The
chair's back was carved with various runes and magi ca

i nscriptions, designed - apparently - to protect the mage

who sat there from whatever beings he sumobned forth to

do his bidding. The voice seened to be coming fromthe
direction of the chair, but Palin could not see anyone sitting
there.

Then, "Pal adi ne have mercy!" the young man cried in
horror.

"Too late, too late," squeaked the voice. "Yes, | am Lord
Gargath. The wetched Lord Gargath! Wl conme to ny
hore. "

Seated upon the chair's soft cushion, making a graceful -
if despairing - gesture with its paw, was a hedgehog.

"You may cone closer," said Lord Gargath, snoothing
his whiskers with a trenbling paw. "Just don't step in the
circle, as you said, young nage."

Keepi ng carefully outside the boundaries of the flickering
oil lanmps, the brothers and Dougan edged their way al ong
the wall. Above them the G aygem gl eamed softly, its light
growi ng ever brighter.

"Lord Gargath," Palin began hesitantly, approaching the
hedgehog' s chair. Suddenly, he cried out in alarmand
stunbl ed backward, bumnping into Tanin.

"Sturm to ny side!" Tanin shouted, pushing Palin
behi nd hi mand rai sing the spear

The chair had vani shed conpl etely beneath the bul k of
a gigantic black dragon! The creature stared at themw th



red, fiery eyes, its great w ngs spanning the I ength of the
wall, its tail lashing the floor with a trenmendous thud.
When t he dragon spoke, though, its voice held the sane
sorrow as had the hedgehog's.

"You're frightened," said the dragon sadly. "Thank you
for the conmplinent, but you needn't be. By the tine |I could
attack you, I'd probably be a nouse or a cockroach."

"Ah, there! You see howit is," continued Lord Gargath
inthe formof a |lovely young maiden, who put her head in
her hands and wept dismally. "I'm constantly changi ng,
constantly shifting. | never know from one nmonent to the
next," snarled a ferocious minotaur, snorting in anger
"what |'mgoing to be."

"The Graygem has done this to you?"

"Yessssss," hissed a snake, coiling around upon itself on
the cushion in agony. "Once | wasssss a wi zzzzard |ike you,
young one. Once | wassss . . . powerful and wealthy. This
island and its people were nine," continued a dapper young
man, setting in the chair, a cold drink in his hand. "Care for
some? Tropical fruit punch. Not bad, | assure you. Were
was | ?"

"The Graygem " Palin ventured. Hi s brothers could only
stare in silence.

"Ah, yes," burbled a toad unhappily. "M/ great-great-qgreat
- well, you get the picture - grandfather foll owed the dam
thing, centuries ago, in hopes of retrieving it. He did, for a
time. But his power failed as he grew old, and the G aygem
escaped. | don't know where it went, spreading chaos
t hroughout the world. But | always knew that . . . someday

it would come within ny grasp. And 1'd be ready for it!"
A rabbit, sitting up onits hind feet, clenched its pawwith a
stem | ook of resolve

"Long years | study," said a gully dwarf, holding up a
grubby hand. "Two years. | think two years." The gully

dwarf frowned. "I nake pretty design on floor. |I wait. Two
years. Not nore than two. Big rock cone! | catch .

"And 1'd trapped the Graygem " shrieked an ol d,
wi zened man with a wild cackle. "It couldn't escape ne! At

last, all the magic in the world woul d be mine, at ny
fingertips! And so it was, so it was," squeaked a red-eyed
rat, chewing nervously on its tail. "I could have anything
wanted. | demanded ten maidens - Well, | was lonely,"
said a spider, curling its legs defensively. "You don't get a
chance to neet nice girls when you're an evil nage, you
know. "
"And the Graygemtook control of the wonen!" said
Palin, grow ng dizzy again, watching the transformations
of the wi zard. "And used them agai nst you."
"Yes," whinnied a horse, pacing back and forth
restlessly in front of the chair. "It educated them and gave
themthis palace. My palace! It gives them everything!
They never have to work. Food appears when they're
hungry. Wne, whatever they want ... Al they do is |ounge
around all day, reading elven poetry and argui ng
phi |l osophy. God, | HATE el ven poetry!" groaned a m ddl e-
aged bald man. "I tried to talk to them told themto nmake
somet hing of their lives! And what did they do? They shut
me in here, with that!" He gestured helplessly at the stone.
"But the wonmen are getting restless,” Palin said, his
t hought s suddenly falling into order



"One can only take so much el ven poetry," remarked a
wal rus, gloomly waving its flippers. "They want diversion

"Men . . . and NOT their husbands. No, that woul dn't

suit the Graygemat all. It needs the warriors to guard the
gemfromthe outside while the women guard it fromi nside.
So, to keep the wonen happy, it brought - "

"Us!" said Tanin, rounding upon the dwarf in fury.

"Now, don't be hasty," Dougan said with a cunning grin.

He gl anced at Palin out of the corner of his eye. "You're
very clever, |addie. You take after your uncle, yes, you do.
Who was the gemguarding itself from if you' re so smart?
What would it have to fear?"

"The one person who'd been searching for it for
t housands and thousands of years," said Palin softly.
Everyt hi ng was suddenly very, very clear. "The one who

made it and ganbled it away. It has hidden fromyou, al
these centuries, staying in one place until you got too close,
t hen di sappearing again. But nowit is trapped by the
wi zard. No matter what it does, it can't escape. So it set
t hese guards around itself. But you knew t he wonen were
unhappy. You knew the Graygem HAD to allow themto

have what they wanted - "

"Good- 1 ooking men. They'd let no one else in the

castle," said Dougan, twirling his nmoustache. "And, if | do

say so myself, we fill the bill," he added proudly.
"But who is he?" said Sturm staring fromPalin to the
dwarf in confusion. "NOT Dougan Redhanmer, | gather "

"I know | know " shouted Lord Gargath, now a kender
who was junping on the cushion of the chair. "Let nme tell
Let me tell!" Leaping down, the kender ran over to enbrace
the dwarf.

"Great Reorx!" roared Dougan, clutching his enpty noney
pouch.

"You told!'" The kender pouted.

"My god!" whispered Tanin.

"That about sums it up," Palin remarked.

CHAPTER NI NE
Wanna Bet ?

"Yes!" roared Dougan Redhanmer in a thunderous
voice. "I am Reorx, the Forger of the Wbrld, and |I have

cone back to claimwhat is mine!"

Suddenly aware of the presence of the god, aware, now,

of the danger it was in, the G aygemflared with brilliant
gray light. Trapped by the magic of the w zard' s synmbol on

the floor, it could not nove, but it began to spin frantically,
changi ng shape so fast that it was nothing nore than a bl ur

of nmotion to the eye.

The aspect of the w zard changed too. Once again, the

bl ack dragon burst into being, its great body obliterating the
chair, its vast wi ngspan filling the cone-shaped room

Palin glanced at it without interest, being much nore
absorbed in his own internal struggles. The G aygem was
exerting all its energy, trying to protect itself. It was

of fering Palin anything, everything he wanted. |nmages
flashed into his head. He saw hinmself as Head of the O der

of White Robes, he saw hinself ruling the Concl ave of
W zards. HE was driving the evil dragons back into the



Abyss! HE was doing battle with the Dark Queen. Al he

had to do was kill the dwarf. .
Kill a god? he asked in disbelief.
I will grant you the power! the G aygem answered.

Looki ng around, Palin saw Sturm s body bathed in
sweat, his eyes wild, his fists clenched. Even Tanin, so
strong and unbendi ng, was staring strai ght ahead, his skin
pale, his lips tight, seeing some vision of glory visible only
to hinself.

Dougan stood in the center of the pentagram watching
them not saying a word.

Palin held fast to the staff, nearly sobbing in his
torment. Pressing his cheek against the cool wood, he heard
words forming in his mnd. ALL My LIFE, | WAS M¥ O/N
PERSON. THE CHO CES | MADE, | MADE OF My OMN
FREE WLL. | WAS NEVER HELD I N THRALL BY
ANYONE OR ANYTHI NG NOT EVEN THE QUEEN OF
DARKNESS HERSELF! BOW TO OTHERS | N
REVERENCE AND RESPECT, BUT NEVER | N SLAVERY
NEPHEW

Pal i n blinked, |ooking around as though awaki ng from a
daze. He wasn't conscious of having heard the words, but
they were in his heart, and he had the strength now to know
their worth. NO he was able to tell the Gaygemfirmy,
and it was then that he realized the black dragon behind him
was undergoing simlar torture.

"But | don't WANT to flay the skin fromtheir bones!"

t he dragon whi npered. "Well, yes, | wouldn't mind having
nmy island back the way it was. And ten mai dens who woul d
act |ike maidens and not turn into poets."

Looking at the dragon in alarm Palin sawits red eyes
gl eami ng feverishly. Acid dripped fromits forked tongue,
burning holes in the polished floor; its claws glistened.
Spreading its wings, the dragon lifted itself into the air.

"Tanin! Sturm " Palin cried, grasping hold of the
nearest brother and shaking him It was Tanin. Slowy the
big man turned his eyes to his little brother, but there was
no recognition in them

"Help me, wizard!" Tanin hissed at him "Help nme slay
the dwarf! 1'Il be the | eader of armes. "

"Dougan!" Palin ran to the dwarf. "Do sonething!" the
young mage shouted wildly, waving his arms at the dragon

"I am laddie, | am" said Dougan calmy, his eyes on
the Graygem

Palin could see the black dragon's eyes watching him
hungrily. The bl ack w ngs tw tched.

"Il cast a sleep spell, Palin decided in desperation
reaching into his pouches for sand. But as he drewit forth a
horrible realization came to him Hi s fingers went |inp, the
sand trickled fromthem spilling down upon the floor

H s magi ¢ was gone!

"No, please, no!" Palin nmoaned, | ooking up at the
Graygem which appeared to sparkle with a chaotic
mal evol ence.

The wooden door to the room burst open, bangi ng
agai nst the wall.

"W have cone as you conmanded us, G aygem "
cried a voice.

It was the voice of the dark-haired beauty. Behind her
was the blonde, and behind themall the rest of the wonen,



young and ol d alike. But gone were the di aphanous gowns
and seductive smles. The wonen were dressed in tiger
skins. Feathers were tied in their hair, and they carried
stone-ti pped spears in their hands.

And now Tanin's voice rang out loudly as a trunpet call,
"My troops! To ny side! Rally round!" Raising his arm he
gave a battle cry and the wonen answered with a wild
shout .

"Bring ne wine!" cried Sturm executing an inpronptu
dance. "Let the revelries begin!"

The bl onde's eyes were on himand they burned with
lust. Unfortunately, it was lust of the wong kind. She
rai sed her spear, her eyes looking to her |eader - Tanin - for
the order to attack.

"You prom se nme?" said the black dragon eagerly, its
forked tongue flicking in and out of its dripping nmouth. "No
nmore gully dwarves? | didn't mnd the rest so nuch, but I
WON' T be changed into a gully dwarf again!"

"The worl d's gone nad!" Palin slunped back against the
wall. He felt his strength and his sanity draining fromhim
as the sand fell fromhis nerveless fingers. The chaos
around himand the | oss of his nmagic had overthrown his
mnd. He stared at the Staff of Magi us and saw not hi ng
nore than a stick of wood, topped by a glistening bauble.

He heard his brothers - one dispersing his troops for battle,
the other calling for the pipers to strike up another tune. He
heard the dragon's great w ngs creak and the intake of

breath that would be released in a streamof acid. Shutting
his eyes, Palin cast the useless staff away from hi mand
turned his face to the wall.

"Halt!" thundered a voice. "Halt, | comrand you!"

Chaos whirled wildly an instant |onger, then it sl owed
and finally wound down until all was silence and still ness
in the roomwhere before had been a blur of noise and
nmoti on. Raising his head, Palin | ooked fearfully around.
Dougan stood on the pentagramin the center of the room
his black beard bristling in anger. Raising his arm he cried
out, "REORX DRACH KALAHZAR " and a gigantic
war hammer materialized in the dwarf's hand. The huge
hamrer glowed with a fierce red light that was reflected in
Dougan' s dark, bright eyes.

"Yes!" shouted the dwarf, staring up at the flaring
Graygem "1 know your power! None better! After all, you
are ny creation! You can keep this chaos going eternally,
and you know that | cannot stop you. But you are trapped
eternally yourself! You will never be freel™

The Graygemis light flickered at instant, as though
consi deri ng Dougan's words. Then it began to pul se,
brighter than before, and Palin's heart sank in despair.

"Wait!" Dougan cried, raising one hand, the other
graspi ng the handl e of the burning red warhamer. "I

say we | eave everything up to chance. | offer you ... a
wager!"

The Graygem appeared to consider, its light pulsed
nmore slowly, thoughtfully.

"A wager?" the wormen nurnured, |lowering their
spears.

"A wager," said the dragon in pleased tones, settling
back down to the floor once nore.

"A wager!" Palin muttered, wiping his sleeve across his



sweating brow "My god, that's what started all this!"

"W agree to it, " said the dark-haired beauty, striding
forward, the shaft of her spear thunping against the floor
as she wal ked. "What will be the stakes?"

Dougan stroked his beard. "These young nmen," he said
finally, pointing at Tanin, Sturm and Palin, "for
your sel ves. Freedom for the Graygem"

"What ?" Both Tanin and Sturm cane back to reality,
staring around the room as though seeing it for the first
tine.

"You can't do this to us, dwarf!" Tanin shouted, |unging
forward, but two of the larger and stronger wonen caught
himand, with strength given them by the brightly burning
Graygem bound the struggling man's arms behind him
Two nore took care of Sturm No one bothered with Palin.

"I'f I lose the wager," Dougan continued i nperturbably,
"these young men will stay with you as your slaves. |'ll
break the magic spell that holds the gemtrapped here, and
it will be free once nore to roamthe world. If | win, the
Graygemis mine and these nen will be rel eased.”

"W agree to the stakes," said the dark-haired beauty,
after a glance at the Graygem "And now what is the
wager ?"

Dougan appeared to consider, twirling his nmoustaches
round and round his finger. H s gaze happened to rest on
Palin, and he grinned. "That this young man" - he pointed at
the mage - "will throw ny hamrer in the air and it wll
hang suspended, never falling

to the floor."

Everyone stared at the dwarf in silence, considering.
What was the angl e?

Then, "No! Dougan!" Palin cried frantically, pushing
hi nsel f away fromthe wall. One of the women shoved him
back.

"Thi s young man?" The dark-haired beauty suddenly
caught on. "But he is a magic-user - "

"Only a very young one," Dougan said hastily. "And he
won't use his magic, will you, Palin?" the dwarf asked,
wi nki ng at the young rmage when the women weren't
| ooki ng.

"Dougan! " Palin wenched hinself free fromthe
worman' s grasp and lurched across the floor, his knees so
weak he could barely walk. "I can't! My magic - "

"Never say 'can't,' |addie," Dougan said severely. "Didn't
your uncl e teach you anythi ng?" Once again, he w nked at
Pal i n.

It seened the dark-haired beauty suddenly realized
Palin's weakness, for she gl anced about at her fell ows and
smled in pleased fashion. "W accept your wager," she
sai d.

"Dougan! " Palin said desperately, grabbing hold of the
dwarf, who was looking up at himwith a sly grin.

"Dougan! | CAN T use ny magic! | don't have any! The
Graygem drained it!" he whispered urgently in the dwarf's
ear.

Dougan's face crunpled. "You don't say now, |addie,"
he muttered, glancing at the wonmen and rubbing his
bearded chin. "That's a shame," he said sadly, shaking his
head. "A real shame. Are you sure?"

"Of course, I"'msure!" Palin snapped



"Well, give it your best shot, lad!" the dwarf said,
clapping Palin on the armwi th his hand. "Here you go!"

He thrust the handle of the warhamer into Palin's hands.
Feeling the unfamliar touch, the hanmmer's red gl ow faded,
turning an ugly, |ead gray.

Pal i n | ooked around hel pl essly at his brothers. Tanin
regarded himgravely, his expression grim Sturm averted
his head, his big shoulders heaving in a sigh

Swal | owi ng, licking his dry lips, Palin wapped his
hands around the handle of the hanmer, uncertain, even
how to hold the weapon. He tried to lift it. A groan escaped
his lips - a groan echoed by his brothers.

"By Pal adi ne!" Palin gasped. "I can barely nove this
t hi ng, Dougan! How can | throw it?" Leaning cl oser
staring into the dwarf's eyes, the young man nurmnured,
"You're a god ... | don't suppose . "

"Of course not, laddie!" The dwarf |ooked shocked. "It's
a matter of honor! You understand . "

"Sure," Palin grunted bitterly.

"Look, |ad," Dougan said, positioning Palin's hands.
"It's not that difficult. You just hold the hamrer like this

there . . . Now, you pick it up and began spinning round
and round in a circle. Your nomentumw || help you lift
t he hamrer and, when you're going good, just give it a
heave, like so. Nature will do the rest.”

"Nat ure?" Palin appeared dubi ous.

"Yes" answered the dwarf gravely, smoothing his
beard. "It's called Centrifug's Force or sone such thing.

The gnones explained it to ne.”

"CGreat!" Palin nuttered. "Ghones!"

Drawi ng a deep breath, the young man lifted the hamer.

A groan of pain escaped his lips, sweat stood out on his
forehead fromthe strain, and he heard several of the wonen
giggle. Gitting his teeth, certain that he had ruptured
somet hing inside him Palin began to turn in a circle, the
hamrer in his hands. He was startled to notice that Dougan
was right. The nmomentum of his notion nade the hanmer
seemlighter. He was able to lift it higher and hi gher. But
the handl e began to slip in his sweaty pal ns.

"He's losing it! Get down! Everyone!" Tanin called out,
falling flat on his face. There was a clattering of spears as
the wonen followed suit. Even the black dragon - seeing
Pal i n spinning about in the center of the room out of
control, the hanmer starting to glow a fiery red - crouched
on the floor with a whinper, attenpting to fold its w ngs
over its head. Only the dwarf remmined standing, his face
split in a broad grin.

"I... can't . . . hold . . . it!" Palin cried and, with a gasp,
he I et the hamer fly.

The young mage fell to his knees, in too nmuch pain and
exhaustion to even bother |ooking to see what happened.

But everyone else in the room lying flat on the floor, raised
their heads to watch the hanmer. Round and round it

whi zzed, flying over the heads of the wonen, buzzing over
Tanin and Sturm whi sking past the cowering dragon.

Round and round it flew and, as it flew, it began to rise into
the air. Dougan watched it placidly, his hands | aced across
his great belly.

G owing now a fiery red, the hamer circled higher and
hi gher and, as it rose, the Graygemis light began to waver in



sudden fear. The hamer was aimng straight for it!

"Yes, ny beauty," nurnured Dougan, watching the
hamrer in satisfaction. "You forged it. Now, bring it
hore. "

Desperately the Graygem sought to dimits light,
realizing, perhaps, that it was its own power that was
drawing the hamer to it. But it was too |late. The hanmer
flewto the Gaygemit had helped create as a lass flies to
her lover's arms. There was a shattering sound and a
blinding flare of red and gray light, so brilliant that even
Dougan was forced to shade his eyes, and no one el se could
see anything for the dazzling radi ance.

The two energies seened to strive together, the red |ight
and the gray, and then the gray began to dim Peering
upward, tears streanming fromhis eyes in the bright |ight,
Pal i n thought he caught a glinpse of a gray, sparkling
jewel tunmbling fromthe air to land in Dougan's hand. But
he couldn't be certain because, at that nonent, the red
gl owi ng hanmer fell fromthe air as well, plunmeting
strai ght down on top of them

C aspi ng his aching arnms over his head, Palin hugged
the floor, visions of his head being split open and his brains
splattering everywhere coming to himwith vivid clarity.

He heard a resoundi ng cl ang.

Timdly raising his head, he saw the hanmer, gl ow ng
red in triunph, lying on the floor at Dougan's feet.

Slowmy, trenbling, Palin stood up, as did everyone else
in the room He was hurting and exhausted; Tanin had to
cone help himor he would have col | apsed. But Palin
smled up at himas his big brother clasped himin his arns.
"My magic's returned!" he whispered. "It's back!"

"I'"'mback, too," said a voice. dancing around, Palin saw
t he dragon was gone. In its place, crouched on the floor, his
hands over his head, was a thin, mddle-aged w zard
dressed in black robes. The wi zard sat up, staring around
himas if he couldn't believe it. "I'mback!" he cried out
joyfully, patting his head and his neck and his shoul ders
with his hands. "No rabbit ears! No dragon's breath! No
m not aur rnuscles! I'mmne again!" He burst into tears.

"And you lost the bet, dwarf!" the dark-haired beauty
cried out suddenly, getting to her feet. "The hamrer fell!"

"Yes!" shouted the wonmen. "You |ost the bet! The nen
are ours!”

"Dougan . grow ed Tani n om nously.

The wonen were closing in on them eyes burning with
the fire of love instead of the fire of battle.

Dougan rai sed the hammer above his head. H s face was
stem his black eyes flashed as red as the gl owi ng hamrer.
The voice that spoke was no | onger the voice of the dwarf
with the flashy clothes, but a voice as ancient as the
mountains it had carved, as deep as the oceans it had
pour ed.

"Winren!" the god called out in stemtones. "Listen to
me! The power of the G aygem over you is broken
Remenber now your children and your husbands.

Remenber your brothers and your fathers! Renenber your
hones and those who | ove you and need you!"

One by one, the wonen | ooked around in dazed fashion
some putting their hands to their heads, some blinking in
conf usi on.



"Where are we?" asked one.

"Why are we dressed |ike this?" asked another, staring

at the tiger skin.

"How dare you?" cried the blonde, slapping Sturm

across the face.

Only the dark-haired beauty seened sad. Shaki ng her head,

she said with a sigh, "I mss ny famly," she said softly.
"And | renmenber himthat | |love and am betrothed to
marry. But it will start all over again. The eternal wars. The

fighting, the bleeding, the dying

She turned to the god, only to find no one but a flashily
dressed dwarf, who smiled at her in understanding.

"Think a monment, |assie," said Dougan kindly, patting
her hand. "You've read the books, renmenber? And so have
they." He pointed at the others. "You have know edge now.
No one can take that fromyou. Use it wi sely, and you can
stop the sensel ess wars. You and the others, with the help
of your menfol k and your children, can make this island a
par adi se. "

"I don't know who you are," the dark-haired beauty said,
gazing at the dwarf in wonder, "but you are wise. W will
do as you say. And we will honor you always, in our hearts
and our prayers." (And so the islanders prayed to a
dwarven god, becom ng the only humans, as far as any one
knows, to once again worship Reorx, the Forger of the
Vorld.)

Bendi ng down, the woman ki ssed Dougan on his cheek
The dwarf's face flamed red as his hanmer.

"Go along with you now" he said gruffly.

Arms |inked around each other's waists, the wonen ran
| aughing merrily, fromthe room and the brothers soon
heard their joyful voices outside the castle walls.

"As for you - " Dougan turned upon the bl ack-robed
wi zar d.

"Don't scold ne!" begged Lord Gargath nmeekly. "I've

| earned ny lesson. Truly. | will never have anything to do
with gens as long as | live. You can believe nme!" he said,
glancing up at the enpty ceiling with a shudder

"And we'll expect to see you at the Conclave," said Palin
severely, retrieving the Staff of Magius. "You'll be a

renegade no | onger?"

"I"'mlooking forward to the next neeting!" Lord Gargath
said eagerly. "lIs there anything I can bring? A cake,
perhaps? | make a marvel ous devil's food . "

AFTERWORD
(This time for real)

Dougan and the brothers returned to the gnone ship
wi thout incident. In fact, the warriors were so happy to
have their wonen back with them their famlies once nore
reunited, that they returned the arnor and their swords.
(The chi ef had decided the arnor was too hot anyway, and
he thought the sword a primtive weapon conpared to a
spear.)

The gnomes had repaired the damage to the ship.

I ndeed, they discovered that having one end smashed in

i nproved the steering i measurably, and they were quite
excited at the prospect of returning home to Munt
Neverm nd and smashing in the prows (or stens) of the



remai nder of the gnomish fleet.

One small incident marred an otherwi se idyllic cruise

(not counting constantly ducking the sail, being hit by
falling fish, and wondering whet her or not they were going
to sink before they reached | and, due to the |eaking of the
smashed-in prow ... or stem. . . ).

Dougan was | oungi ng on the deck one night,

contenpl ating the stars (the constellation, Reorx, was

m ssi ng) when suddenly he was accosted by the three

br ot hers.

"Sturm get his arns!" Tanin ordered, |eaping on the

dwarf from behind. "Palin, if his beard so nmuch as twitches,
send himto sleep!"

"What is this outrage! How dare you?" Dougan roared,
struggling in Sturm s strong grasp.

"W risked our lives for that rock," Tanin said grinmy
glaring down at the red-faced dwarf. "And | want to see it.'
"You' ve been putting us off for days," added Palin,
standi ng beside his brother. "W at |east want a look at it
before you take it back to your forge or wherever."

"Let me | oose!" Dougan swore an oath. "Or you'll see
not hi ng ever again 1"

"Do you agree to show it to us?"

"I promise!" nuttered the dwarf.

Sturm at a nod from Tanin, let go of the dwarfs arns.
Dougan gl anced around at them unconfortably.

"The G aygen?" the brothers said, gathering around.

"Well, now, lads." The dwarf appeared highly
unconfortable. "That's going to be a bit of a problem™
"What do you nean?" Palin asked nervously, not liking

the expression on the dwarf's face. "Is it so powerful that
we can't |ook at it?"

"Nooo . . ." said Dougan slowy, his face flushing in the
red light of Lunitari. "That's not it, exactly. "

"Well, then, let's see it!" Tanin denmanded.

"The ... uh ... the fact is, lads," stamered Dougan

wi ndi ng his black beard around his finger, "that I've

m splaced it. "

"Msplaced it!" Sturmsaid in amazenent.

"The G aygen?" Palin glanced around the boat in alarm
fearing to see its gray light beam ng out at them

"Perhaps, 'misplaced isn't quite the word," the dwarf
munbl ed. "You see, | got into this bone gane, the night
before we left the island and . " His voice trailed off
m ser abl y.

"You LOST it!" Tanin groaned.

Palin and Sturm stared at the dwarf, too stunned to
speak.

"Aye, lad." Dougan sighed heavily. "It was a sure thing,
t 0o. "

"So the Graygem s loose in the world again,” Palin

nmur mur ed.

I've

"I"'mafraid so. After all, | DD lose the original wager, if
you will renenber. But don't worry, laddie," said the

dwarf, laying his hand on Palin's arm "We'll get it back
Soneday, we'll get it back!"

"What do you nean WE?" Tanin grow ed

"I swear by Pal adine and by G lean and by the Dark

Queen and by all the gods in the heavens that if | ever in
my life see you even | ooking ny direction, dwarf, | wll



turn around and walk - no, run - the opposite way!" Sturm
vowed devoutly.
"The sane goes for ne,
"And nme!" said Tanin.
Dougan | ooked at them downcast for a nmonent. Then, a
grin split the dwarf's face. His beady eyes glittered.
"Wanna bet ?"

said Palin.

Into the Heart of the Story
The True Authorship of the Dragonl ance Songs

by Virunsortiticorporafurtimn ncludunt
. Introduction

The recent publication of the book LEAVES FROM THE

INN OF THE LAST HOVE should still, for the nonment, al

ot her argunent among the distingui shed nmenbers of the

Phi | osophers CGuild; once again, we are united, and the
ongoi ng quarrel between the em nent Doctor

Si cf at usdei ndecomant emandr ogei gal eam and the equal |y

em nent Doct or

Vi t aquecungeni t uf ugi ti ndi gnat asubunbras2 - a di spute as
to whether | ong abandoned arnor still retains the thoughts
and words of those who have worn it, and whether we
woul d want to listen to it anyway - has been suspended in
the interest of patriotism3

1. An assuned nane, for the danger | undergo in witing this will be
apparent to all but the nost unenlightened reader

2. Wth all due respect to the distinguished professors involved in the
di sput e touched upon above, the editors have insisted that | use
abbrevi ated names in order to condense the present docunent fromits
unwi el dy (but certainly nore courteous) |ength of approximtely 3,000
pages.

3. Details of the present state of the discussion may be found by the

i nterested reader in PH LOSOPH KA GNOM KON MWVI I (323 A.C.),

pp. 675,328 - 682,465. | have my own opinion, but shall not give it here,
for | amequally patriotic.

For again the dignity of this @uild - indeed, the dignity
of gnomes everywhere - has been insulted by outsiders. A
Gnomi sh phil osopher once said (and in saying it, could rest
assured that sonewhere, sonme human woul d claimthe
saying as H'S own and nobody woul d know ot herw se),

"The history of a war is witten by the victors." Not all of
the victors, mind you, but only those who escape the war

with the | east carnage and the nost coi nage, a nost
unfortunate circunstance for Giom sh phil osophers,

witers, and artists, only recently righted by | ast nonth's
publication of Volune | of the PH LOSOPH KA

GNOM KON, an eminent journal which | hope will soon

publish this article inits entirety. Surely the first two

t housand or so vol unes of the PH LOSOPH KA have

already filled considerable blanks in the recorded history of

Krynn, and surely they will continue to do so, barring
censorship or organi zed negl ect on the part of others | could
nane . . . but | digress fromthe issue at hand, fromthat

nost ungracious insult that is our present concern.



The recent War of the Lance has inspired endl ess
comment ary, nenoirs, specul ations, and apol ogi es, but

how many of these documents have thrown |ight upon the
Gnomi sh contribution to the deliverance of Krynn fromthe
hands of the eneny and the domi nation of the Dragon

H ghl or d?

None! 4 CQurs, it seens, is a marginal people, foot-

4. None, that is, except for those contained in the PH LOSOPH KA
GNOM KON, from which the author would be grateful to hear of any
advance paynment and royalty arrangenments that m ght be involved in
publishing this article in full - untouched, as the saying goes, by human
hand.

noted in history as a race of toymakers and tinkers. For

agai n one of our forenpst poets, visionaries, and mlitary
heroes is overl ooked, drowned in a flood of self-serving

i nk. Nowhere in the pages of LEAVES, or in the

CHRONI CLES for that matter, is there nention of
Ar mavi r unguecanonever m ndqui pri nusabpedi busf at opr of -

ugi f,5 poet and phil osopher, an equal and honored
Conpanion in his own right, conpletely forgotten in favor
of a large supporting cast of elves6 and gully dwarves7, in
favor of the highly overrated Gem stone Man, who is said
to have used his highly overrated Genstone to plug up
some mnet aphysi cal | eak the Conpani ons had i magi ned

because it seenmed |ike good nythol ogy at the tine.

But | est we sound nervous or bitter in our attenpt to set

history right, we shall enphasize the positive - the tineless
contribution of Armavir, as we shall call him- the author of
nmost, if not all, of the poetry and songs contained in the

CHRONI CLES. For the elves have assigned this poetry to

the pen of one Quivalen Soth8 (for me to inply any relation
between this fictitious poet and the infamus Lord Soth

m ght be |ibel ous, so

5. See note 1 above. Henceforth in the text, | refer to our hero as
"Armavir."
6. A race of tree surgeons and thieves. True history also has its footnotes.
7. Arace unworthy of a footnote.
8. Not "Quivalen Sath," a deceitful (and typically elvish) name change.
For evidence see "Song of Humm," as first printed in CHRONI CLES, |, pp
442- 445

I shall not do so); the kender are as indifferent to who
wrote the poetry as they are to anything of honesty and high
seriousness; the dwarves as indifferent as they are to
anyt hi ng nonarchitectural or nonnetallic;

and the humans seemto be represented on the issue by
Caranon Majere (who at |ast report believed an ode to be a
formof salted cracker) and his wife Tika (of whom alas, |
t hought better than this betrayal, this INSULT!). Surely, the
poet deserves an account |ess treacherous, less indifferent,

| ess ignorant. But | grow bitter again, galled by the fading
light in nmy chanmbers and the endl ess dripping of the

faucets on the south wall, placed there generations ago for
Reor x knows what purpose but to gall me with their
dripping. | shall fix themthis instant; mne is a | ong and

unbear abl e story, made even | ess bearable by the perpetua
acconpani ment of water torture.



As | sit again, | mstrust the passage above,
the self-pity that you, my phil osophica
fellows, may well read into ny conplaints of
negl ect, of poor lighting, poor plunbing. I am
not a self-pitying gnome, a whiner; my duty is
to the nane and reputation of Armavir,
regardl ess of ny disconfort, of the water
knee-deep in these chanbers, of the scant
light in the chanber fromthe hol es through
which, in a far better tinme than ours, wires
and hel nets dangl ed with hope and proni se.

H s bi ography and the notes toward an
annotated text of his poetry will be ny
testanment, the testanent of our people that
the tides of history shall not overwhel mus
before we recover these songs as our own.

Il. O Armavir The Poet

A poet is not born but made, as another Gnhom sh
phi | osopher once said,9 and our Armavir was no exception.
Born in the mdst of the great Gnhom sh Industrial
Revel ation (267 A.C.), he was a panpered and protected
child who coul d have expected a Life Quest in keeping
with those of his famly - a career as an optical illusion
inventor or a winch facilitator. Instead, as he said once in a
pl ayful nonent, he becanme a topical allusion vendor and a
wench facilitator - translated ungraciously by one human, 10
who never understood his sensitive and generous poetic
soul, as "a gossip and a skirt-chaser."

As the youngest of three children, Armavir's life was
scarred by early tragedy, his father entangl ed and dragged
to death through a mal functioning pulley systemwhile
facilitating a winch (runors abounding that he was tied to
the fatal rope by a jeal ous husband), an ol der brother
m staking the reflection of an onyx ornanental pool for
actual water and, clad only in swinsuit and water w ngs,
plunging to his death fromatop a fifty-foot stalagnmte, an
ol der sister (who, alas, prom sed in her meager thirteen
years to be the genuine beauty of the famly) catapulted to
her untinely end by an experinental steam powered
seesaw. Needless to say, it was the lad's nother (the
charm ng and still active
Quacunmmuevi anvi rt ut epeti vi t successum

9. And in saying so, assured another gemthat would fall fromthe nouth
of a human!

10. ik Sandahl the Innkeeper. | quote not to give nerit to what the
i nnkeeper has said, but to show how petty and unforgiving prejudice can
shape history. W historians strive to be generous; after all, | have forgiven

Qik's watering the beer in the Inn of the Last Hone.

fem nadi ranegat) 11 who renoved himearly fromthe rough
life of mirrors and exploratory physics, |eaving himforever
with a mstrust of mrages (his poens, as well the reader
knows, circle obsessively, skeptically around the inage of
foxfire) and an even greater mstrust of sinple machines.

| sol ated by circunstance, by maternal decision, the | ad
found his chief source of delight in the conversations



around him the retelling of the | egends of Krynn we al
renmenber from chil dhood, those stories beginning with the
famous phrase, "The elves tell it otherwise, but this is how
it happened"; the recitals of nane-histories and geneal ogi es
(it is runored that young Armavir went sl eepless for a

nmonth to hear three genealogies in their entirety, and that he
was "never quite right afterwards");12 but nost of all he
enj oyed the gossip, of which his nother was chief author
editor, and judge.

Lest this sound Iike the standard aut ho-bi ography, 13 the
repetition of the same tired story in which a child

11. See note 1. O all the indignitiesl!

12. Six weeks sl eepless and five geneal ogies, actually. Hi story
foreshortens this achi evenent because history mstrusts the precocious
chi | d.

13. "The lad found his chief source of delight in the conversations around
hi M - openi ng sentence of BARD FROM PRACTI CE
THE AUTOBI OGRAPHY OF QUI VALI N SATH. "The lad found his chief
source of delight in the conversations around him' - opening sentence of
RIME AM D REASON THE AUTOBI OGRAPHY OF RAGGART, POCET
OF THE | CE BARBARI ANS. "The | ad found his chief source of delight in
t he conversations around him' - opening sentence of SONG OF
SOLAMNI A: THE AUTOBI OGRAPHY OF SIR M CHAEL W LLI AMS,

KNIGHT OF THE ROSE. It is ironic how these three minor poets try to
conceal their major vanity by witing of thenselves in the third person

falls early in love with the sound and power of words, |
shal | continue at once with the actual events that seal ed
Armavir's poetic calling. For love of |anguage and stories
makes for a punster or a tattletale in nost children,
qualities that do not necessarily bl ossominto verse unless
somehow the child receives enlightennent, direction

I ndeed, Armavir mght have lived his life unnoticed in
the large and intricate underground ki ngdom near Nbunt
Nevermnd - a minor courtier, a fishwife without fishes -
were it not for his brush with death by el ectrocution, a near-
di saster with a happy outcone, for it gal vani zed his ainless
wanderings in | egend and gossip into a genuine (if
over | ooked) poetic gift, and charged himwi th a restless
desire to see the outer world.

It happened as such things often happen - a youthfu
invention that backfires, but backfires in a nost fortunate
manner. One does not discard a Life Quest lightly, and
Armavir's quest was what the Guild had pronounced as
"Something To Do Wth Wres": tensile strength, heat
conduction, nusical properties - a world of circuit and
filament |ay before our young hero. Hi s heart in none of
t hese sciences but the musical, Armavir explored first the
variations of sound one could evoke fromw res of different
t hi cknesses, tensions, and nmetals, designing the forerunner
of the cello.14 At first the experiments faltered, for Armavir
had not chanced upon the idea of making the instrunent
portabl e; chanbers of the undercity were strung with thin
and taut copper wire, hazardous to children, who took it
upon thenselves to run chickens into those very chanbers,

t hereby decapitating and slicing

14. An instrunent which would | ater ennoble his Iyrics with nmusic, an
instrument later clained to be of elven make!



the creatures in one frolicsome yet practical pursuit.15

Nonet hel ess, the chanbers renai ned dangerous, and
Armavir was instructed by the Mechani cal Engineers Guild
to renove these hazards. Wile dismantling one of the
nore conplicated structures in an alcove of the main
library at Mount Neverm nd, Armavir stunbled across a
surprising discovery - one that mght well have brought
about great technol ogi cal advances had not the discoverer
soon been distracted fromhis studies.

It seemed that one of the wires had been affixed between
two ornanmental copper helnets: one in the aforenentioned
al cove, the other in a simlar chanber directly above.
Sweating, entangled with wires, the young inventor began
to detach the crucial strands and to his astoni shnent heard
voi ces enmanating fromthe helnmet in the alcove. At first he
i magi ned the acconpanyi ng ghost of the standard "speaking
arnor" | egend, 16 but deci ded ot herwi se when he heard only
giggling and the rustle of clothing that had been, like the
hel met in question, |ong abandoned.

It seemed that wire could conduct sound as well as heat,
and the thoughts of young Armavir were inmredi ately
patriotic: an el aborate early warning system of wres
stretched taut fromthe undercity to the world aboveground,
where they could be affixed to nmetallic bows cleverly
di sgui sed as fruit or stars, and positioned in the huge
val | enwood trees on the slopes of Munt Neverm nd. Then
below, in a place of safety, those in charge of the city's
def ense coul d hear any

15. See "Gnone Chicken" recipe in LEAVES FROM THE | NN OF THE
LAST HOVE, P. 246.

16. For rel ated di scussion of the "speaking armor" issue, see
PHI LOSOPHI KA GNOM KON MWXVI I (323 A.C.), pp. 675,328 -
682, 465.

t hr eat eni ng novenent by those who dwelt beneath the sun

and the moons, and could act accordingly, preventing
surprise and possi bl e anbush. 17

Excited by his devel opi ng project (which he I ovingly
entitled "Star Wres"), Armavir decided to put his findings
to the test before submitting themto the Mechani ca

Engi neers Quild. Making his way to the upper world

bearing a helnet, 100 feet of wire, an augur, and a detail ed
map of the undercity, he began by drilling into the earth
beneat h several of the nore prom nent vall enwoods on the
sl opes of the nountain - a task that, of course, took him
several years, especially since, as both poet and engi neer
hi s auguries occasionally msfired. But enough of the trial
and error: it is not the dark night of |abor that we wish to
see in a work of genius, but the flaw ess and seam ess fruit
(or stars) of that work.

And so, when the el aborate connection was nade - the
first helnet safely in the upper branches of a large
val | enwood, the second at the ear of our hero in a secluded
library alcove (not the one nmentioned before), the two
connected by a copper wire stretched al nost to the point of
breaking - young Armavir knelt silently and listened to the
wor | d out si de.

Where it was raining, the birdsong stilled and the cl anor



of thunder in the di stance grow ng nearer as Armavir

listened to the spatter of rain against the |eaves, the gentle
rustle of the branches in a rising wind. Lulling sounds,
tranquil sounds, and soon the buddi ng engi neer, the proto-
cellist, the youthful poet slept the sleep of the just and the
absent - m nded, unti

17. Such an idea is scarcely nore fanciful than others proposed by
advocates of strong mlitary defense. See, for instance, Theros Ironfeld,
"Arms for Hostages," WAR OF THE LANCE VETERAN, |V, pp. 42-57.

| ouder claps of thunder awakened him and he found that
hi s head had becone | odged rather tightly in the
experimental helnmet, entangled in copper wire that was
itself unconfortably tight beneath his chin, so that he
t hought of the ill-fated chickens and shuddered.

It was then that the lightning struck the | aboratory of the
val | enwood, and our lyrical hero discovered that not only
did copper wre conduct heat and sound, but also the
consi derabl e energies of lightning itself - energies so
violent that he could not remenber the seven ensuing years
except for fleeting i mages of sunlight and | eaves, the
brilliant anber bottons of three half-filled ale glasses,
somet hi ng about a dwarf and a kender, and when the
menory settled, hinself seated at the Inn of the Last Hone,
havi ng ai m essly wandered (as he would say in his
imortal but flawed "Song of the Ten Heroes")18 "into the
heart of the story"

And the rest, ny friends, was the story itself. From
Sol ace to Sancrist to Pal anthas and further, our hero
recordi ng, enshrining the Conpanions in nunbers and
song, hinself the one who enbodied nost fully the
Ghom sh ideal of BALANCE - of bal ance between action
and thought, noverment and reflection (in the words of his
dear departed sister, "teeter and totter"). Owi ng to nodesty,
of course, many of Armavir's nore heroic exploits never
found their way into his poetry; but sonme - |ines and stanzas
and staves (sonetines entire passages) in which Armavir
appeared as a Companion in his own right - began to find
their way OUT of the story.19 For strangely, unac-

18. Printed shanelessly as "Song of the N ne Heroes" in

both CHRONI CLES, Il, and in LEAVES FROM THE | NN
OF THE LAST HOVE. See conmments in Section Ill of this
essay.

19. Indeed, the text of Armavir's poetry was tw ce the

| ength of the prose account that nmakes up the greater part of
t he

CHRONI CLES as they currently stand. It was the elves -
the elves and the humans - who saw fit to disregard nuch

of the conpelling verse (never, alas, to be printed, for water
damage fromlast nmonth's flood has destroyed the ONE
remai ni ng copy of the poetry in its original splendor. Here
lies one whose name was wit underwater!)

countably, the Heroes grew distant as the War turned in

their favor,20 and even at this late tine, though | have sent
appropriate letters and pleas to several of the origina
Conpani ons, | "have yet to hear their answer"” (as Armavir
concludes in the "Canticle of the Dragon").



How easily they forget, these Heroes, but in their theft of
the poetry to ornament their edited and self-serving story
(the water is rising even higher in the chanber: ny
brother's old water w ngs, scarcely damaged by the fall
should hold me up until | have finished witing), in their
theft of the poetry they have stolen the clues to their own
di scovery, their own enbarrassnment, as a famous fragment
shows, as | shall show in other publications - given tine,
gi ven an audi ence, 21 given a purchase of dry ground in this
rapi dly drowning tunnel. As for now, ny readers: here is
the "Song of the Ten Heroes" w th acconmpanying notes -
the first true chronicle of the Dragonl ance

20. Oh, they have clainmed several reasons for these slights.
Cained that Armavir was overly fond of wine (which is
Caranon Majere on his high horse [or on the wagon] | am
certain!) and overly fond of young girls, who kept getting
younger and younger, larger and |arger, as the Var
continued (this clearly an accusati on made by Tanis, who
made an incredi ble fuss over sone harm ess keyhol e
observations [see comentary on |ines 46-50, "Song of the
Ten Heroes," in Section IIl of this essay. | wish that only
once, someone woul d ask hi mwho ghosted his "Dear
Kitiara" letter, but he's elf enough - just barely - to get by
wi t hout questioning]).

21. The PHI LOSOPH KA GNOM KON

[1l1. The "Song of The Ten Heroes"

QUT OF THAT WATER A COUNTRY IS RI SING, | MPCSSI BLE
VWHEN FI RST | MAG NED | N PRAYER
- Amarvir, "Crysania's Song"

For the dedicated reader, | would suggest the foll ow ng
procedure as the nost effective way to understand the
argunent that follows: Go out imediately and buy three
nore copies of this book. Read the poem fromthe copy you
have at hand, my comments (which follow the poem) from
t he second copy, and reserve the other two copies on a high
shel f in case the waters rise in your living quarters or study,
for there are mages aplenty left in Krynn (even if old
Sandgl ass- Eyes has gone Reorx knows where), and the
rising tides across the planet may not be the work of the
nmoons. Here then, the poenR2 and conmentary:

SONG OF THE TEN HERCES

Fromthe north came danger, as we knew it would: 1
In the vanguard of winter, a dragon's dance
Unravel ed the |land, until out of the forest,
Qut of the plains they came, fromthe nmothering earth,
The sky unreckoned before them 5
NI NE THEY WERE, UNDER THE THREE MOONS
UNDER THE AUTUMN TW LI GHT:
AS THE WORLD DECLI NED, THEY AROSE
| NTO THE HEART OF THE STORY

22. First appeared as "Song of the N ne Heroes": CHRONI CLES, 11, pp

7.



One froma garden of stone arising, 10
From dwarf-halls, fromweather and wi sdom
Where the heart and the nmind ride unquestioned
In the untapped vein of the hand.

In his fathering arns, the spirit gathered.

NI NE THEY WERE, UNDER THE THREE MOONS, 15

UNDER THE AUTUMN TW LI GHT:
AS THE WORLD DECLI NED, THEY AROSE

| NTO THE HEART OF THE STORY.

One froma haven of breezes descendi ng,

Light in the handling air, 20

To the wavi ng neadows, the kender's country,
VWere the grain out of smallness arises itself
To grow green and gol den and green again.

NI NE THEY WERE, UNDER THE THREE MOONS,

UNDER THE AUTUMN TW LI GHT: 25
AS THE WORLD DECLI NED, THEY AROSE

| NTO THE HEART OF THE STORY.

The next fromthe plains, the long | and' s keepi ng,
Nurtured in distance, horizons of nothing.

Bearing a staff she came, and a burden 30

O mercy and |ight converged in her hand:

Bearing the wounds of the world, she cane.

NI NE THEY WERE, UNDER THE THREE MOONS,

UNDER THE AUTUMN TW LI GHT:

AS THE WORLD DECLI NED, THEY AROSE 35

| NTO THE HEART OF THE STORY.

The next fromthe plains, in the nmoon's shadow,

Thr ough custom through ritual, trailing the noon
Wher e her phases, her wax and her wane, controlled
The tide of his blood, and his warrior's hand 40
Ascended t hrough hierarchies of space into |ight.
NI NE THEY WERE, UNDER THE THREE MOONS,

UNDER THE AUTUWMN TW LI GHT:

AS THE WORLD DECLI NED, THEY AROSE

| NTO THE HEART OF THE STORY. 45

One with absences, known by departures,

The dark swordsworman at the heart of fire:

Her glories the space between words,

The cradl esong recoll ected in age,

Recal | ed at the edge of awakening and thought. 50
NI NE THEY WERE, UNDER THE THREE MOONS,

UNDER THE AUTUWMN TW LI GHT:

AS THE WORLD DECLI NED, THEY AROSE

| NTO THE HEART OF THE STORY.

One in the heart of honor, formed by the sword, 55

By the centuries' flight of the kingfisher over the |and,
By Sol ammi a ruined and risen, rising again

Where the heart ascends into duty.

As it dances, the sword is forever an heirl oom

NI NE THEY WERE, UNDER THE THREE MOONS, 60

UNDER THE AUTUMN TW LI GHT:

AS THE WORLD DECLI NED, THEY AROSE

| NTO THE HEART OF THE STORY.



The next in a sinple light a brother to darkness,
Letting the sword hand try all subtleties, 65
Even the intricate webs of the heart. H s thoughts
Are pools disrupted in changing wnd -

He cannot see their bottom

NI NE THEY WERE, UNDER THE THREE MOONS,

UNDER THE AUTUMN TW LI GHT: 70

AS THE WORLD DECLI NED, THEY AROSE

| NTO THE HEART OF THE STORY.

The next the | eader, half-elven, betrayed

As the twi ning blood pulls asunder the | and,

The forests, the worlds of elves and nen. 75
Called into bravery, but fearing for |ove,

And fearing that, called into both, he does nothing.
NI NE THEY WERE, UNDER THE THREE MOONS,

UNDER THE AUTUMN TW LI GHT:

AS THE WORLD DECLI NED, THEY AROSE 80

| NTO THE HEART OF THE STORY.

The last fromthe darkness, breathing the night
Wiere the abstract stars hide a nest of words,

Where the body endures the wound of nunbers,
Surrendered to know edge, until, unable to bless, 85
His blessing falls on the low, the benighted.

NI NE THEY WERE, UNDER THE THREE MOONS,

UNDER THE AUTUMN TW LI GHT:

AS THE WORLD DECLI NED, THEY AROSE

| NTO THE HEART OF THE STORY. 90

Joined by the others they were in the telling:

A graceless girl, graced beyond graces;

A princess of seeds and saplings, called to the forest;
An anci ent weaver of accidents;

Nor can we say who the story will gather. 95

NI NE THEY WERE, UNDER THE THREE MOONS,

UNDER THE AUTUWMN TW LI GHT:

AS THE WORLD DECLI NED, THEY AROSE

| NTO THE HEART OF THE STORY.

Fromthe north came danger, as we knew it woul d: 100
In encanpnents of winter, the dragon's sleep

Has settled the | and, but out of the forest,

Qut of the plains they come, fromthe nmothering earth
Defining the sky before them

NI NE THEY WERE, UNDER THE THREE MOONS, 105

UNDER THE AUTUWMN TW LI GHT:

AS THE WORLD DECLI NED, THEY AROSE

| NTO THE HEART OF THE STORY.

I'V. Conmmentary

HOLY THE Al R
THAT CARRIED HI S WORDS OF ENDEARMENT, H S FORGOTTEN SONGS.
- Armavir, "Song of Huma"

Line 1: FROM THE NORTH CAME DANGER, AS WE

KNEW I T WOULD. Well, SOVE of us knew, but Armavir

is being very generous in using "we" in the first line of the
poem It was he, of course, who first nmade the inspired



deduction that the draconians were indeed a horrid

perversion of magic, not a race that "just naturally grew' up
in the northern | ands, as sonme of the other Conpanions

mai ntai ned at first (and Caranon Majere, not noted for his
insight, believed until the end of the war). They marked

down the poet's observation as "another Ghome prejudice,”

in the pettiness so wi despread anong all of their races, not
seeing that the prejudice was their own.

Line 4: ... FROM THE MOTHERI NG EARTH. Though
even the alert reader may take this to be a reference only to
Flint, the poet neant for the line to refer not only to Flint,
but to hinself. This was one of his favorite phrases, as one
can tell by his repeating it intact in the final stanza. At the
time, "mother earth" was a fresh and original phrase, but the
humans picked it up and, as the saying goes, ran it into the
ground.

Line 5: THE SKY UNRECKONED BEFORE THEM In
this line a suggestion of not only the obvious fear of the
future shared by all of the Conpanions, but also a wistfu

| ook back to the failed "Star Wres" experinent (see Part |
of this essay) in which Armavir received illum nation.

Line 6: N NE THEY WERE, UNDER THE THREE MOONS

Qoviously, the original of this Iine reads "Ten they were,
under the three noons," as it does throughout Armavir's
original manuscript. See also the note to |ine 81

Lines 10-14: ONE FROM A GARDEN . . . THE SPIRIT
GATHERED. This part of the stanza obviously refers to
Flint Fireforge, whom Armavir rather liked. Flint always
mai nt ai ned that the Compani ons woul d never have gotten
toget her had it not been for the gnone's charisna and
i nfluence. As in so many ot her cases, the story you read has
tangled in translation, and alas, Flint is no |longer around to
set it straight.

Line 12: WHERE THE HEART AND THE M ND RI DE

UNQUESTI ONED. A reference to the poet's "Lost Years"

(see Part Il of the essay) in which, dazed and el ectrocuted,
he wandered the [ ands of Krynn. Armavir always suspected

he was under Flint's care at the tine.

Line 14: IN H'S FATHERI NG ARM5, THE SPIRIT
GATHERED. A punning reference to the dwarf's fondness
for distilled spirits, a vice Caranon Majere (himself no
teetotaller, as | recall) had the audacity to clai mwas
Armavir's own. Flint in fact gathered the dwarf-spirits on
the pretext that he was keeping themout of Armavir's
hands, but indeed these particular spirits dw ndl ed

unexpl ainably in his care (however, see note to lines 19-23
bel ow) .

Lines 19-23: ONE FROM A HAVEN . . . AND GREEN
AGAI N. He HATED Tassl ehof f. That fake innocence and
fal se cheeriness nasked the fact that the kender was a col d-
hearted squirrel of a creature, Tanis's pet vole. WE know
who really found the Dragon Ob at the High Cerist's
Tower, don't we, you plundering, pony-tailed little



pi psqueak? We al so know who it was that was ni pping

Flint's firewater and refusing to scold Armavir after the
bl ame was passed el sewhere, not, as the others thought, out
of a natural soft-heartedness, but because it suited himto
APPEAR naturally soft-hearted, and in doing so, to shift the
bl ame nmore easily el sewhere, because the smarter ones -
Raistlin and old Flint - would have thought a self-righteous
| ecture was strangely out of character

In conposing the "Song of the Ten Heroes" Armavir had
to put this third stanza in to stave off the kender's hard
feelings (yes, sone poetry is nost fanciful, npost feigning),
and perhaps it was even a sincere gesture on the poet's part
to say that his own hard feelings he was willing to put
asi de? But what does M ster M nimnus, everybody's favorite,
do? Tries to steal this manuscript, readers - the very
manuscri pt you're reading at this moment. Wanted to

publish it under H'S name, change it a little to prove HE
wr ot e the Dragonl ance songs, when even the "Kender
Trail song"23 and "Kender Murni ng Song"24 were not his,
and his "Song of Courage"25 an insipid little nunber he
twi sted by

23. CHRONICLES, I, p. 75. Caranon deftly changed the name of this

(t hough why he woul d choose "Trail song" is beyond this hunble witer). It
was witten some years after the war, in a nonment of abject bitterness, for
Caranon hinself (Tika being the "one true |ove" of the poen). Reorx

knows what Tassl ehoff sang before the centaurs, but it wasn't this.

24. CHRONICLES, 111, p. 261. He'd even claimthis as his own, that bald-
faced little graverobber of netaphor
25. LECGENDS, Il, p. 86. The last two stanzas are Armavir's, the first two

Tassl ehof f' s perversion. Side by side (or rather, one on top of the other)
t hey produce an astonishing contrast in quality that is evident to this day.

changi ng some words fromthe original text! | stole back

t he manuscript (poetic justicel), all but 700 or so pages,
none of which had anything to do with who wote the songs
but were sinply a learned treatise on kleptomania, from
whi ch you shoul d read and benefit, rodent!

Li nes 28-32: THE NEXT FROM. . . SHE CAME
ol dnoon. The phrase "bearing a staff" refers not only to
the Blue Crystal Staff that the original CHRONI CLES
fussed over so, but also to the Que-Shu princess's rather
nunerous personal staff of handmai dens, pages, and ot her
attendants - a rather large group of Plainsmen who appear
nowhere in the original CHRONICLES. Oten the highly
revered Priestess of Mshakal inplored Tanis to give up the
guest, conpl aining of rmuscle cranps, of Flint's and
Caranon's (and Armavir's) tendency not to bathe (but given
Armavir's tragic past, surely he feared water as that nost
power ful of electrical conductors, and woul d have stood, as
| stand now, afloat on the witing table, dry and safe for the
time being as the waters in this cell keep rising . . .),
conpl ai ning loudly, upon first handling the disks of

M shakal , that she had broken a fingernail

Plains tribes were scattered as nuch through vagrancy
and under enpl oynent as through anything the draconi ans
were doing at the time, and the fact is that they were
confined to a life of wandering and forage merely because
so many of the nore pronising young peopl e anong t hem



were hastened off to dance attendance on the various
Chi eftains and Chieftain's daughters. Those who were | eft
were essentially scavengers, as evidenced bel ow

| have an additional paragraph regardi ng Gol d- moon,
whi ch shall not be published until after River-w nd' s death
(see note to lines 46-50).

Lines 37-41: THE NEXT FROM . . . SPACE I NTO LIGHT. Riverw nd.
"Hi erarchi es of space" indeed, for the poor man was conpl etely boggl ed
by his sem -successful quest for the Blue Crystal Staff.26 He was

i ndeed "in the shadow of the noon," and Armavir constructs a narvel ous
pun in line 37. In Goldmon's shadow i s the obvious reading - he was
slavishly devoted to her - -but in addition, Armavir neans to suggest
that the Pl ainsman wal ked beneath the shadow of Lunitari, the nmoon from
whi ch the common speech derives the term"lunatic."

Frankly, the Plainsman was frightening, and although
Armavir hoped devoutly to wake one noming and find a

kender topknot (conplete with, possibly, kender noggin)
dangling fromR verwind s belt, the poet never really
ventured to make acquai ntance with the hunter, who
suffered fromall kinds of delusions, including one that he

had been rai sed by | eopards, the only support for which was
a slight lack of personal cleanliness and a tendency to gl aze
over and grow abstract when Gol dnmoon stroked the top of

his head (a condition that Armavir thought resenbl ed

hypnosi s, al though the hypnotic suggestion "you are now ..
a chicken!" had no visible effect on either the Plainsman's

humanity or courage).

Lines 46-50: ONE WTHI N ABSENCES . . . AWAKENI NG
AND THOUGHT. Kitiara. Through a keyhole, Armavir saw
her taking a bath once, and Great Reorx! she was |ovely
and dark and glistening with waterdrops, but a

26. A longer poem of Armavir's about this adventure appears
el sewhere, conveniently pirated by that Sol amic Kni ght of the Rose,
M chael WIIlianms, who should remenber that the Order of the Rose urges
its knights to take pity on those |less fortunate rather than to stea
their verses.

big thing for the |likes of us. Nonetheless, only the fact that
t he door was | ocked kept the poet from donning his water

wi ngs (not yet renenbering where they had cone from but
knowi ng t hat sonmehow they were anbitious and tragic)

and, as he says in the farewell note he wote for Tanis27
(who, characteristically, was conpletely at sea over howto
begin the note) "take in the darkness/bl essed and renaned

by pl easure.”

Armavir used the keyhol e research nmethod on severa

ot her occasions (see notes to lines 92 and 93).

Lines 55-59: ONE IN THE HEART. . . FOREVER AN

HEI RLOOM Sturm Fromthis distance, it is sonetines
difficult to understand the anount of posturing that went on
anong the Conpani ons: Tanis wavering and serious and oh
so tragic, like a moonstruck ship's captain;
Tassl ehof f's infuriating i nnocence (I remnd you that, yes, a
snake is innocent, too); CGoldmoon and Laurana |ike

princesses fromold romances they probably never had tine
to read in their devout attention to hair, eye shadow, and



mani cur e.

Sturmwas different, and undeni ably dangerous, for he
believed all of that posturing. It was as though soneone
had made hi mup, had said, "W need a perfect, gentle
knight to play a role in the story. How about this one?" As
a result, some criticismof the CHRONI CLES has arisen in
cynical circles (primarily, those of the elves) - the
suspicion that Sturmis, indeed, a fictional character, added
to the CHRONI CLES so that the humans m ght be
represented even nore overwhel nmingly than they are now.

A fictional character? Only in the wi dest sense, for
Sturm was anong the Conpani ons and net his death, as
the story says, in the Siege at the Hgh Cerist's Tower.

27. CHRONICLES, 111, p.5.

Fi cti onal he mi ght have been, but only in the sense that

he lived by fictions - by the notions of honor and duty and
conpassi on that have since passed fromthe world of

Krynn. For as you see, he was none too bright.

Yet Armavir renenbered himfondly, for it was Sturm
who insisted that the poet's role in the CHRONI CLES
shoul d be chanpi oned, that the truth will out as to
Armavir's discovery of the Orb at the Tower, as to the
gnone' s teaching the Sol ammi ¢ Knights to use the

dragonl ances in that dismal and bel eaguered fortress -
truths that died with this silly, honorable man on the
fortress wall. One might detect a conspiracy of silence in
his death and that of Flint, but | am generous and far from
such suggesti ons.

He was tiresome at best, but it is to be said for himthat
he was al so tiresonme at his worst. Receive this soul to
Hurma' s breast, inprobable as he was.

Lines 64-68: THE NEXT IN A SIMPLE . . . SEE THEIR

BOTTOM Caranon. An ami abl e dunce, he was Armavir's
dri nki ng conpani on throughout the War of the Lance and
for sone tinme afterward. Though many of Armavir's
exploits with Caranon have been forgotten by both parti es,
one of them nust have involved the el aborate project
(designed by the gnonme and urged on by substanti al
quantities of dwarf spirits) of restoring the original I|Inn of
the Last Honme to its original height in a nearby vall enwod.
The project involved a conplicated system of pulleys and
wi nches enploying wires of incredible girth and tensile
strengt h.

Needl ess to say, such an undertaking stirred old nenories
in the poet, and with those nmenories arose a series of

i ncreasingly severe depressions in which Armavir |ay face
down on the floor of the inn, paralyzed by spirits and
listening in terror for the sound of distant thunder. The
project was finally abandoned, and remai ned

unacknow edged in Caramon's rather smug preface to

LEAVES. Al in all, though, he wasn't a bad sort, only easily
i nfluenced.

It was for Caranon that the poet wote "Three Sheets to
the Wnd, "28 not to nention a few |l ess successful lyrics
thankfully forgotten. Line 68 contains a punning reference
to one of these lesser songs - certainly Caranmon's favorite
of the lot, and conposed while the poet hinself was



hoi sting still another sheet at the site of the old inn

DRAGONLANCE, DRAGONLANCE,
| SEE TI KA'S UNDERPANTS.

Not immortal, but high art to Caranon, who was known
to faint or suffer nosebl eeds when cornered and badgered
into listening to "The Song of Huma"29 or "Crysania's
Song. "30 Not imortal, but | fear durable enough to cone
back into nenory and enbarrass the nmaker. | include it
only to caution those who tend to idealize historical figures:
Armavir was certainly no saint, and of course the coupl et
was not nerely a performance for Caranon's benefit, but
al so contained an elenent of truth (see note to |ines 46-50).

Lines 73-77: THE NEXT THE LEADER . . . DOES

NOTHING Tanis (Armavir preferred infinitely his elf nane
"Tant hal as," which derived fromthe sanme root as the verb
"tantalize"; tantalized the half-elf was - by all the

28. LEGENDS, |, p. 94.
29. CHRONICLES. |, pp. 442-445.
30. LEGENDS, 111, p. 164.

options, all the pretty faces'). As indecisive on policy as he
was on matters of women (see note to line 93), Tanis often
cane to Armavir for advice on both fronts. Wthout this
counsel , the quest would have turned into a kender fire dril
on a nunber of occasions, and a tangled romantic life could
have brought all Krynn to destruction

| still have Tanis's draft of his farewell note to Kitiara - a
draft refined and expanded, as the reader knows, by nore
poetic hands - but the text, here printed for the first time in
its entirety, will give the reader an idea of the shuttling way
i n which the | eader of the Conpani ons thought:

KI TI ARA, OF ALL THE DAYS THESE DAYS

ARE FI LLED W TH WAI TI NG (BUT THERE WERE THOSE DAYS
FOUR YEARS AGO, WHEN | AWAI TED YQU,

AND THEN AGAI N, THOSE DAYS AT THE LAST HOMVE

I WAI TED MORE THAN | HAD FOUR YEARS AGO,

BUT NOT AS MUCH as ... MAYBE | SHOULD SAY,

OF MOST OF THE DAYS THESE DAYS,

OF SOME OF THE DAYS, OF FEW OH NEVER M ND

Hi s policy decisions were painful to watch. By the time the
Conpani ons had reached Sol ace, Tanis had taken to
standing on battlenments, dressed in black and holding a
skull in one hand, discussing with the skull (or with
Armavir, when the poet had nothing better to do or when it
was not bath time anong the Conpani ons) as to which

ham et, which village the party should pass through next.

But judging fromthe text of the letter above, the half-elf
was, if possible, nore pathetic in matters of the heart than
in mtters of the head. "Laurana or Kitiara," he would
whine, to Armavir or the skull: "Tell ne which one?" To
whi ch the poet, making Tanis a party to his secret observa
tions (see note to lines 46-50), perhaps unwittingly planted
the seed of resentnment that was to grow into the ingratitude



wi th which our esteened | eader would | ater conceal
Armavir's contribution to history.

Line 81: After this line in Armavir's original text, the
foll ow ng stanza:

The next fromthe intricate nountains, believing

The deed the design of the word arising

Fromthe light on the sword, fromthe netted darkness,
Called like the others, but called into nenory

So that the deeds rise |like water from stone.

TEN THEY WERE, UNDER THE THREE MOONS,

UNDER THE AUTUWMN TW LI GHT:

AS THE WORLD DECLI NED, THEY AROSE

| NTO THE HEART OF THE STORY

By this tine, there should be no doubt in the reader's

m nd why this stanza was excluded fromthe
CHRONI CLES. It was the best stanza of the poem to boot,
for it was hard for a gnone of Armavir's natural humility to
wite about hinmself. The best stanza: no matter what the
others say, | shall not conprom se, shall not grovel

Li nes 82-86: THE LAST . . . THE BENI GHTED. Rai stlin.
Anot her odd fish whomthe poet had little to do with at the
time, having started the acquai ntance on the wong foot by
making a mld joke about the eyes of this particularly
hunor | ess individual: the suggestion that if Raistlin stood
on his head he could reverse the flow of Tinme and make us
all young again was greeted with such a withering stare that
for a while Armavir feared that the nage m ght transform
himinto something terribly ungnonmelike - a roll-top desk

or a chicken, perhaps, sent scuttling back am d the tunnels
and chanbers beneath Munt Neverni nd, where doubtl ess

| ay many snares that had slipped froma nenory damaged

by both dwarf spirits and electricity. Surely Raistlin had
something to do with my being here in this cistern of a
cubicle, with what is nowinevitably ny fate as the water
keeps rising, bearing the witing table higher and higher in
the drowned roomuntil | shall be crushed anong table and
wat er and stone. .

But again to abandon self-pity, for the truth nust be
chanpi oned (and shall make nme free?). Raistlin DD wite
the farewell to his brother that concludes Volunme Il of the
CHRONI CLES, 31 and if he did not, | should be a fool to say
otherwise. (Could it be that as | say this the water ceases to
rise? An old pulley on the north wall of the cell, in danger
of being subnerged only a m nute ago, remains dry and

unt ouched above the surface of the pool - the water is stil
and unruffled as onyx - and for the first time | can see ny
reflection on the surface!) Raistlin was ... by far the best of
them a man of uncomon geni us, whose break with the
Conpani ons stemmed nostly fromhis great quest for
know edge, but also, I trust, fromhis sense of outrage
when he saw the others begin to cover Armavir's role in the
story (and now the water stands notionless - calm dark
and |inpid, thanks be to Reorx!).

As a tribute to Raistlin - a genuine tribute, knowing his
under standi ng and nerciful nature - Armavir includes
within this stanza another clue as to the cruel exclusion of



the poet fromthe CHRONI CLES. Line 83,
VWHERE THE ABSTRACT STARS HI DE A NEST OF WORDS

31. pp. 380-381.

shoul d be noted, for the pun on "stars" takes in the
nmeani ng of "celebrities,” and six of the nine celebrities of
t he CHRONI CLES (I exclude Sturm and Flint and, Dear

Reorx! | exclude Raistlin) have done their best to hide the
"nest of words," the poet who was the birthplace of the
story. 32

Line 92: A GRACELESS G RL, GRACED BEYOND

GRACES. The lovely, the fickle Tika. Armavir saw her
first, as a very young girl who worked hours far too hard
and | ong for her tenderness. Cl osely he watched her grow
and bl ossominto the beautiful woman she was to becone

(see note to lines 46-50).

Wll, as a young girl mght, she went for the nuscles,
for the job security, instead of the imortality bestowed by
the poet's pen. Tika, the weddi ng song33 was for us, sold at
the last noment for a pittance to Gol dnmoon and Ri verwi nd
when it became clear that in your eyes we were not to be! If
you ever read this, return to ne, forgiven of all adol escent
attachments and your part in the conspiracy that left the
poet's name unsung! This chanber is bathtub unto itself,

nmy dear, ny dove, and ny eyes are keyhol es!

Line 93: A PRI NCESS OF SEEDS AND SAPLI NGS
CALLED TO THE FOREST. Laurana. Wiy Tani s woul d
throw over a nunber like Kitiara for this little one was
beyond Armavir, is beyond ne (and an incident before the
siege of the High Cerist's Tower was concl usive evidence:
see notes to lines 46-50). O course, humans ACGE a | ot

32. Qbviously, the line also refers to the abandoned "Star Wres"
project: a quest that, it should be evident, the poet never entirely
forgot.

33. CHRONICLES, |, pp. 436-437.

nmore qui ckly than elves, and though Kitiara was
i npressively arrayed, Tanis m ght have been enough of an

elf to look toward the long run. | don't think the decision
was political, like the self-righteous little farewell note
maintains. In fact, | cannot see how Tanis could even have
made that decision - indeed, any decision - wthout

consul ting his acconpanyi ng skull or using (wthout
paynment or gratitude) Armavir's considerable ghostwiting
skills.

Li ne 94: AN ANCI ENT WEAVER OF ACCI DENTS.

Fi zban. Al though not entirely unsynpathetic, his was a
figure blown conpletely out of proportion by the tendency
of many of the Heroes to nythol ogi ze. Though far too
taken in by Tasslehoff's deceptive charm apparently he was
a shrewd old con artist hinself, managing to parlay a
standard "w se old man" inage and an equal ly standard (but
cl everly engi neered) di sappearance and reappearance into a
cl ai m of godhood and, no doubt, all the benefits that m ght
accrue fromsuch a position, while conveniently m ssing



nmost - if not all - of the danger

About that di sappearance: it has never been enphasized
enough that Tassl ehoff was the sole witness of the
nmysteri ous event; whenever it has been nmentioned, the
reliability of the source has (incredibly) never been
guesti oned. Perhaps the greatest accident Fizban wove was
hi s own.

| always thought that the little speech he gave at the end of
the war (quoted at the end of the CHRONI CLES) was rat her
lane: all that theol ogical clap-trap did nothing but give the
surviving Conpanions an inflated sense of their own self-
i mportance (which, | suppose, is what nythology is for, and
why they were so willing to enshrine himon the spot). But
fromhis story we can draw one val uabl e | esson: soneti mes
an inportant individual drops out of a tale, out of history,
t hrough acci dent or design, but given time and the continua
hunger for truth, he shall return with an inmortality won by
his own cl everness, his own ingenuity. It is the tale of the
poet in brief, of the true "weaver of accidents,” if | have
ever heard that tale spoken

Line 95: Nor CAN WE SAY WHO THE STORY W LL
GATHER. O'ten taken to be a grammatical error on the
poet's part, a line that SHOULD read "Nor can we say
VWHOM the story will gather.” Not true at all! It was
Armavir's last insurance, his |ast hedge agai nst oblivion
For the line, as printed, nmeans grammatically, "Nor can we
say who will gather the story" The final version of the
poem marred by the neglect or ill intentions of the
chroniclers, proves Armavir a prophet.

V. Concl usion
Spared again, as the waters of the cell begin to recede

(could it, perhaps, be Raistlin's taunting, toying with ne
over the years and the mles, over Reorx knows what

boundaries, for a cormment made only in jest? If so, | am
properly instructed, and beg forgiveness. O could it al
have been an illusion of light and onyx, a damaged nenory

from a damaged chil dhood?).

True to his prenmpnitions, the poet fell fromthe story. In
the interest of truth, | have returned him For this service
ask only a small reward: that ny name shall be renenbered
as his, and that the day shall conme when pseudonyns are
t hi ngs of the past, and those who were truly at the heart of
the story shall be remenbered and revered, their names
echoed t hroughout the upper world, through helnets in the
val | enwoods, through the nmenories of all decent folk,
gnom sh or otherwi se, and finally, that sonething can be
done about these faucets. These things | ask for, and al so
that a sizeable sum of nobney be sent to the address
encl ose with the manuscript, for | have nore to say, and to
adopt the common m sreading of line 95 of the "Song,"

Nor can we tell WHOM the story will gather

Dagger - Fl i ght
NI CK O DONCHOE



It woke in warm darkness. A nusical voice, not

quite deep and not quite high, spoke. "I"Il get it for
you. "

The wei ght rocked.

A higher, childlike voice said alnpst sadly, "No. | don't
want it back. You can never get rid of the snell, you

know. "

The wei ght settled. Something wet and thick was

dripping around it, seeping a little at a time in through tiny

pits on the blade. "Blade," it thought, half-asleep. "I have a
bl ade. "
And a nonent later, nmore sharply, "I taste blood."

The bl ood was rank and bitter, laden with strange salts.
The thing knew, w thout knowi ng how, that it had tasted
better blood than this - better than this goblin bl ood.

As nore dripped on the blade, it suddenly thought
clearly, "I'ma dagger. |'m a dagger, stuck through a goblin's
heart."

A new voi ce that seemed to conme from everywhere
| aughed, each word chimng like a falling icicle. POOR
PET. YOU HARDLY KNOW YOURSELF. And it | aughed
agai n.

Though the voice sounded as if it could be anything - rock,
corpse, w nd, or weapon - the dagger thought of it as "she."

You CAN T SEE YOURSELF, CAN BARELY FEEL
YOURSELF, AND DON T KNOW YOURSELF AT ALL.

Her voice showed casual contenpt for weakness. YOU VE
ONLY JUST FED, AND I T WASN' T VERY GOOD, WAS

| T? She purred, SOON YOU WLL FEED AGAI N

PERHAPS MANY TI MES

The dagger quivered with pleasure and fear; somnething
about that voice ... As the dagger noved, the surface of the
congeal i ng bl ood broke, and fresh drops fell all the way to
the cross-piece. "Cross-piece,"” it thought uncertainly. "I
MUST be a dagger."

The voi ce, colder than goblin corpse, said, | H NTED
THAT YOU VERE NOT. MANY HAVE M STAKEN YQU
FOR A DAGGER MORE TI MES THAN YOU CAN DREAM
OF. FOOLS HAVE DI ED FOR THAT

The dagger strained to hear nore, its slow nmind
unconpr ehendi ng. Movenent was harder as the flesh
around it stiffened.

She went on, YOU LOX LIKE WORN, HALF-

TAM SHED S| LVER WORK. YOU HAVE A POMVEL
SHAPED LI KE THE HEAD OF A - she hesitated - A
SERPENT, FOR ONE THING YOUR CRCSS-PIECE IS A
PAIR OF TALONS, LIKE A FALCON S OR AN EAGLE' S,
AND YOUR TAIL IS A SCALE- CARVED, SI X-1NCH
BLADE. YOU FEED THROUGH THAT, NOT THROUGH
YOUR MOUTH. YOQU ALSO DO . . . OTHER THI NGS
WTH IT, PET.

She knows ne, the dagger thought, and ever so slightly
wagged its tail. The cooling blood stirred again. The dagger
dr ank.

| KNOW YOU WELL. YOU ARE NOT METAL AND
WERE NOT FORGED BY ANY HAND, NOT EVEN BY
MY OAN. LONG AGO, YOUR RACE WAS COMMVON.
YOU WERE BORN TO FEED ON THOSE WHO USED
YOU, OMNED YOU, OR HAD KI NSHI P. BLOOD



STI RRED YQU; MJURDER FED YQU; WAR

MULTI PLI ED YOU. | N SOVE AUTUWMN SUNSETS, THE
SKY WOULD DARKEN EARLY W TH YOUR NUMBERS,
AND THE BEATI NG OF YOUR W NGS WAS LI KE THE
ROAR OF BATTLE AS YOU SWEPT DOMN ON

VI LLAGE AFTER VI LLAGE.

Her tone changed. LATER THERE WAS . . . ONE WHO
KNEW MAG C, THOUGH NOT AS | KNEWIT. | SHALL
NOT NAME THAT NAME HERE. YOU AND YOURS
WERE PUT TO SLEEP, W THOUT FOOD, THROUGH
THE CENTURI ES. MOST DI ED. YOU ARE ONE OF THE
LAST.

A FEW YEARS AGO, A FOOLI SH PEDDLER DUG
YOU UP AND CARRI ED YOU FAR SQUTH, HOPI NG
TO TRADE YOU AS A RELI C FROM SOVE PRE-
CATACLYSM WAR. THAT WAS WELL, AND WAS WY
BI DDI NG BUT HE SOLD YOU TO A DWARF, A
LUWMPI SH, SI CKLY BRUTE WHO DOES NOT DO MY

Bl DDI NG
In the cold body, the dagger shivered at her voice.
When the | ady - she nust be at least that - conmanded,

one did her bidding and hoped to live. Its little mnd could
not inmagi ne di sobedi ence, or its consequences.

Now | BID YOQU, PET. THE DWARF MJUST DI E -

PARTLY TO FEED YOU, PARTLY FOR DI SOBEYI NG
AND PARTLY, she added indifferently, BECAUSE HE
Al DS ONE VWHO WOULD BE MY ENEMY, | F HE BUT

HAD THE POAER. THAT | S REASON ENOUGH FOR
THE DWARF' S DEATH, |F | NEEDED REASONS.

BUT | T WAS ANOTHER WHO STABBED YQU | NTO
THE GOBLI N, WHO W ELDED YOU JUST NOW | BID

YOU TOKILL HM TOO - HE AND THE DWARF -

BECAUSE | ASK I T. YOU NEED BLOOD TO DO WHAT

YOU NOW MUST; | NEED ALL BLOOD BECAUSE |

CHOCSE I T. FI ND YOUR OMER, YOUR USER, YOUR

FOOD;

DRI NK DEEP AND DO My BI DDI NG GO NOW The
Voi ce ceased.

The dagger strained to hear nore. After a nonent,

slowy and painfully, it curled its talons on the cross-piece,
grasping the flabby folds of the goblin's skin. Gadually it
worked itself free and pulled itself out from under the body.
Once in the open air, it crawed rapidly along the path,

nmovi ng and | ooki ng as though it were an injured |izard.
Ahead it heard the high, childlike voice of the user - the
dagger's next kill by right of use. The ruby eyes dimy nade
out curly brown hair, a fleece vest, and some sort of stick
that the short creature was wal king with, then spinning to
make noi se. The high voice was giggling. "Besides," he

sai d, "That dagger was Flint's!"

The dagger swiveled its short stiff body, the hilt with

Wi ngs, to peer at the squat figure who grunted in annoyance
next. He had nuscul ar arns and an age-lined sil houette,

and he carried an axe bound to his belt.

"Flint," the dagger thought. "The dwarf who owned ne.

Owner and user. Both ny food."

But the two, and a third one, their tall, bearded

conpani on, turned and clinmbed the steps that wound up the
trunk of a massive vallenwod tree. The dagger, attenpting
the first step, scuttled quickly aside as a great many people



st epped past, going up and down.

A less sinple, nore w de-awake m nd woul d have been
frustrated. The dagger had slept nore than a thousand

years; it lay in the brush and waited patiently for the three
to return.

After sone time there was a great deal of noise:

benches falling, bodies bunping or, nore likely, striking
the inn floor, a crowd gasping as a flare of blue Iight
illum nated the night even through the stained glass of the
inn"s wi ndows. A quavery old voice cried, "Call the guards!
Arrest the kender! Arrest the barbarians! Arrest their
friends!" The rest was lost in confusion. Soneone ran down
the I ong stairway, shouting for the guards and panti ng.

The dagger waited, but Flint and the others did not appear.
It heard a thunp and muttering fromunder the kitchen of
the inn, and then a ruckus nearby, but the dagger could not
i magi ne anyt hing so devi ous as a trapdoor

Shortly, there was the sound of heavy, clunsy feet
runni ng. Arnored goblins ran up the stairs and then back
down; they dispersed. A pair of feet stopped in front of the
dagger. "What's this?"

A voi ce as harsh said, "Sonebody dropped an old
knife. So what?"

The first voice chuckl ed. "You got no inagination
Gum" A hony hand lifted the dagger. "N ce piece." The
dagger, after being flipped over twice, found itself tucked

inside ill-fitting body arnor.
The goblin's body was rank, but it was flesh. The
dagger, still too weak to attack, lay hungrily beside the fat-

| aden rib cage, waiting.

It did not wait |long. There was the sound of a door
creaki ng open and of goblin voices. "The Seekers denand
right of entry."

The second voice: "This place is enpty. Let's nove on."

"You got no imagination, Gum Here's our chance to
pick up a few pieces of silver."

Anot her light flared, seeping around the arnor cracks.

Bot h goblins screanmed, and suddenly their bodi es seened

to |l eap together, then collapse. Fromthe floor, the dagger
heard a nuffled voice, then a deeper one say, "lI'mafraid
so. | hit themtoo hard."

After nore nuffled talk, the light died and there was
t he sound of feet running to and fro, furniture overturning,
and finally silence. The dagger waited as long as it could
bear, but even indoors the goblin's corpse was cooling.

Wth its talons stretched as far as they would go, it slid
itself bit by bit under the body's ribs, into the goblin's black
heart. This time it drank consciously, thirstily; each drop
br ought new awar eness.

First cane a greater sense of snell - no advantage j ust
now, but a world of sensation. The ruby eyes gl owed
dimMy, then grew brighter. Finally the entire dagger rippled
with new |ife and know edge.

"I amnot a dagger," it thought. "She spoke the truth.
am a feeder."

Craw i ng out from under the body was easier, but a



greater surprise waited as the feeder scuttled to the door
As it stumbled on the sill, its wings began to unfurl from
the hilt, beating once, then lifting the creature off the wood.

The dagger flew tentatively back to the goblin body and
dropped onto the neck with its full weight. After a noment
it wwthdrew and flew strongly into the night, scanning and
snelling for the dwarf, Flint, its owner, and - the kender
wasn't it? - its user.

The night was full of hurrying bodies; the feeder could
snell their warnth, and its appetite was grow ng. Though
it did not know why, the feeder knew it urgently needed
bl ood, and afterward there was sonmething it must do,
something inportant. As it circled between the village and
t he | akeshore, suddenly a very old, famliar scent cane to
it: the snmell of ownership. It flapped strongly toward the
sour ce.

But when the feeder reached the source, it wasn't the
dwarf or the kender after all.

Parris the trader shoul dered his duffel wearily, brooding
over a bad night. First he had been abused and robbed by
goblin guards. Wen he finally came to the inn, it was in
chaos - sonething about a dwarf, a m xed-race conpany,
and magi ¢ had the place upset. Then he was told to | eave;
the goblin guards had closed the inn to strangers. Sol ace
had never been good luck for him years ago he'd made a
very bad bargain with a sharp-eyed dwarf here.

He ranbl ed toward the | ake, |ooking for a sheltered spot
to spend the night. Suddenly, silhouetted agai nst the water
he saw a strange group: slender nman or elf, barbarian
kni ght, nore humans, kender, dwarf. The dwarf was
cl osest, hangi ng back fromthe water.

He squinted at the figure, who was argui ng about a
boat. The gruff voice was famliar; he squinted, trying to
thi nk where he had heard it before. He could al nbst hear it
agai n, wheedling, grunting, bargaining over a dagger.

"By all the gods the Theocrats sell," he breathed. "It's
hinself. It's Flint. Wat's he doing here, and that crew he's
got with hinP"

In a quick nental |eap, he connected the grunpy dwarf
and his party to the incident that had closed the Inn of the
Last Home, and realized that the goblins were | ooking for
Flint.

Parris sniled, not nicely. Surely he could tal k Dragon
H ghl ord Fewraster Toede into giving himsone reward.

Sol ace mi ght bring himluck after all.

Parris stretched his skinny neck, opening his nouth to
call to the hobgoblin guards

But something hit the back of his neck with an audible
thud. A second nmouth opened in Parris's neck, just bel ow
his chin. As it w dened, a pointed silver tongue protruded
fromit. It |ooked as though the second nmouth were
scream ng.

Above it, the real nouth was screanming. No sound cane
out. Parris dropped to his knees, then spraw ed forward in
the road. He just had time to grab at the back of his neck
and feel a strangely carved hilt he thought he recognized.

Hotter, thinner blood than the goblin's burst over the bl ade
and was absorbed. The ruby eyes burned brighter, and the
feeder thought suddenly, clearly, "I know why | mnust do



this. | amnore than a feeder. |I'ma nother."

And it remenbered: the |long-ago mating flight, once for a
lifetime; the search for food, and for hosts;

the red-filled nights of circling, seeking, diving into a host
body, drinking deep, and laying its young in the corpse. It
renenbered, dimy, its own long weeks in rotting flesh
eating and absorbing, growing until one day it and its
brothers and sisters crawl ed out of the holl owed body and
into the night, looking for fresher and nore lively food.
There had been many brothers and sisters. .

The feeder felt a rush of warnth fromhilt to bl ade
There woul d be many again. It was tine to seek a host.

Soon the race of feeders would darken the sky.

Suddenly fromthe shoreline cane cries and the twang of
bows. The feeder rose, its eyes bl ood-bright, and flew
straight for the noise, gaining height for another dive.

On the shore were goblins, shouting and shooti ng
arrows. The feeder ignored them noving over the boat and
its occupants. The kender, crouched at the oars, was too
wel | covered by the others, and Flint was struggling in the
wat er. The feeder hovered, waiting for a sure target.

"That does it!" The |l arge one, the deep voice the feeder
had heard before, pulled the dwarf hal fway into the boat.
Flint hung onto a seat, but his lower half was sticking out
over the edge of the boat, unprotected.

A vague nenory surfaced in the feeder: inside the biped's
legs was a large, rich artery that could enpty a body in
nmonents. The feeder, not hesitating as a human m ght
have for an eneny in such a vul nerable position, zeroed in,
pl umret ed, bl ade flashing in the starlight.

At the last nmonent the one dressed as a kni ght grabbed
the dwarf by the belt and dragged hi m aboard as the boat
rocked wildly. The feeder, unable to stop, inbedded itself
firmy in the seat of the vessel

The one with the deep voice noticed the feeder, stuck
and hel pl ess. He grunted with surprise, then pulled it free.
Before the feeder could nove, the stranger had slid it into a
t honged | eat her sheath, firmy binding the thongs around
cross-piece, ponmel, and hilt. He did it one-handed, as
t hough fromlong practice; his other hand was enbracing a
cl oaked man with strange, hourgl ass eyes. That one, who
had been casting a spell as the feeder dove in, pulled away.

The feeder could see, bound as it was, that the one with
t he hourgl ass eyes was | ooking at it. The feeder struggled
against its bonds, in vain. A skinny finger poked at the
feeder, traced its outline in the sheath. The cl oaked man
made a small surprised noise in his throat, and coughed
racki ngly.

A moment before, this nan had been casting spells,
strenuous ones fromthe | ook of him now, although he was
exhausted, his eyes were lit with recognition. The feeder
tensed. Any nonent, the mage would tell the others.

Just then there was a gasp of alarmfromthe only
woman in the boat; the feeder heard her but could not see
her. The big nman, who now owned the dagger, poked the
mage. "Raist, what is it? | don't see anything."

The mage stood up, out of the feeder's line of sight. A
nonent |ater he said, stricken, "Tanis . . . the constellations

The nusical voice said, "Wat? Wat about the



constel l ati ons?" So that was Tanis, the feeder noted. The
one who had shaken the feeder awake.

"Gone." The mage was racked with coughs, spasm after
spasm shaki ng the boat slightly. The feeder rel axed; for
what ever reason, the mage had forgotten about it for the
present.

Then Raistlin said shakily, "The constellation known as
the Queen of Darkness and the one called Valiant Warrior
Bot h gone. She has come to Krynn, Tanis, and he has cone
to fight her. Al the evil runors we have heard are true.
War, death, destruction . "

The mage and the others said nore, but the feeder did
not hear. "The Queen of Darkness," it thought wth
certainty. "The voice | heard. The Lady who ordered ne."

Then it thought as certainly, "These are the ones she
bade ne kill."

For now, however, there was nothing to be done unti
t he boat reached shore and the conpany found shelter. Al
but those on watch slept. The feeder nestled patiently inits
t hong- bound sheath, dreamnming of the blood and of its
children while it waited for rel ease.

The mage sai d nothi ng about the feeder, having
forgotten it anong nmore inportant things. In the moming
t he conpany of beings journeyed again through woods to a
road. On the way they called each other by nane, and the
feeder |inked nanmes and voices: River-w nd, CGol dnoon,

Tassl ehoff or Tas, Raistlin, Caranon, Sturm Tanis, Flint.
The way before themwas hard, and the feeder snelled
their sweat and, beneath it, their bl ood.

The feeder grew inpatient, then frantic. Sometine in the
night it felt the first novenents of its brood, grow ng and
dividing. By md-day the feeder was flushed with newlife
frompoint to cross-piece, and the tiny bodies were
expandi ng even into the hilt. It had fed well, and this would
be a large brood - if it found a host in tine.

Squi rm ng unconfortably agai nst the thongs, the feeder
di scovered new urgency, the reward of feeding and the
necessity of birthing. Its jaws on the snake's-head ponmel
were separating fromeach other, and it could feel its fangs
growing, filling with venom

Nat ure had provided well; once sated on dead flesh, its
children could kill any being on Krynn. The feeder
struggl ed hel pl essly, unable to control its need for birthing.

After sone tinme on the road, Caranon ran suddenly and
crouched in the brush. Tanis cane and whispered to him
"Clerics!"

Caranon snorted and repeated the word, but brushed
the feeder once with his hand. The feeder went rigid,
willing with all its mnd that Caranon woul d draw his
dagger. There was a faint, wonderful scent in the air.

Several people on the road spoke. The feeder |istened
intently to the strange yet famliar voices of the clerics, but
was di stracted: Carampon was undoi ng the thongs that
bound the feeder in the sheath. The feeder twisted its
ponmrel - head around, trying to find free flesh to bite, but
the man's chain mail left no gaps.

Still, sooner or later he would take the feeder in hand.



Tanis cried, "Caranon! Sturml It's atra -

Faster than the feeder could react, Caranon whi pped the
dagger into his left hand and held it at guard, facing the
clerics. The feeder opened its nouth wide, aimng its fangs
at the underside of his thumb where the vein would be.

A cleric junped forward and Caranon slashed him
| eavi ng behind a sickly green stain on the cleric's robe
following the line of the cut. There was a violent snell, and
Car anon gasped.

The feeder rolled helplessly in Caranon's hand,
overwhel med and on fire with the taste. It was ecstasy. It
was the blood of life. It was - the feeder trenbled - it was
like its own bl ood. The many children inside the feeder
struggl ed, aroused by the taste.

Preparing a spell, Raistlin called out, "Don't stab them
They' Il turn to stone!" Caranon dropped his sword and the
dagger.

The feeder, dizzy with the strange green blood so like its
own, lay on the ground, its mouth opening and cl osi ng.

Dmy, it saw clawed hands and reptilian faces. Before the
dagger could collect itself, the big man picked it back up
and threwit at the clerics. The feeder braced for the rush of
green bl ood.

It heard the warning in its mnd again: "Don't stab them
They' Il turn to stone.” The children would die in stone. At
the last nonment, it flipped a wing and wavered past the
clerics - draconi ans. They were draconi ans. The dagger
opened its wings and soared up, fast as a hawk, circling for
prey. It would never be nore alive, nore desperate and
deadly, than it was now

Tanis was on the road. He was no user, no owner, but he
had bl ood and a body for children, and the Queen woul d
want hi m dead. The dagger circled once and dove straight
down, its whole body hunming with the force of the dive.

Flames fromRaistlin's spell flared out. Tanis flung
hinsel f to the ground.

The feeder slamed into a boul der beyond Tanis and
gave a sharp, angry cry. Tiny flames cane fromits nouth.

In all the confusion, Tanis saw and heard not hi ng.

The feeder shook its head, then peered left and right.

Tani s had run on. The feeder spread its w ngs, rose, and
circled, trying to pick out its prey in all the confusion. The
clerics were distracting it.

Flint and Tassl ehof f, each standing over Sturm were
open and exposed; the dwarfs attention was riveted by an
oncom ng draconi an. The feeder raised itself up, folded its
wi ngs, and stooped toward the dwarf, who had his eyes on
t he sword-swi ngi ng, nmanlike creature.

The draconian's w cked, curved sword | ashed out in a
flashing arc, aimed for the dwarfs neck. Flint swing his
axe, but at that nmoment Tassl ehoff, his eyes on Sturms
sword, rose to his feet. The kender's hoopak staff struck the
dwarf in the back of the knees, causing Flint's legs to
buckl e beneath him The draconian's sword whistled
harm essly overhead as the dwarf gave a startled yell and
fell over backward on top of Sturm

The feeder shot hel plessly past with the sword sw ng,
nmovi ng too quickly for sight. By the time it stopped, it was
even with Tanis, who had caught up with Ri verw nd and
ol dnoon. Hissing with frustration, it beat its w ngs



swiftly and aimed at Tanis's heart.

Tani s | eaped toward the draconi ans and smote one of the
creatures from behind, using the flat of his sword, then
made a backhand swi ng at anot her

The feeder missed Tanis's heart but caught in his
clothes. Its red eyes glowed brighter as it twisted its head
si deways and back, ready to expose its fangs and sink them
into Tanis's side.

As Riverwi nd, [ow on arrows and | acking a sword,
bounded toward Tanis, the half-elf's hand brushed the
snmoot h back of the feeder's head.

Tanis let his enem es get past him fending off the
creatures with the flat of his sword. "Here, take this
dagger!" he shouted to Riverw nd. Riverw nd grabbed it.

Pulled from T Tanis's waist just prior to its final deadly
thrust, the feeder strained to reach Riverwi nd' s intruding
hand. The fangs were out; the Plainsman's thunb was in
reach. After all, now Ri verwi nd had possessi on

He reversed it and struck one of the creatures on the
jaw .

Too greedily, the feeder sank its teeth into the draconian
flesh. The taste was tangy, yet frighteningly famliar; there
was a bond here. The feeder's body struck agai nst a neck
ornanent on a thong, a silver copy of its own head.

The draconi an jerked forward in a poi son-induced
spasm and the feeder's fangs sank deeper. Even in the
frenzy of feeding, it thought calmy; there was plenty of
time to withdraw its fangs and pull back before the
draconi an turned to stone . .

Jabbi ng upward with the hilt, Riverwind broke its
neck.

The Pl ainsman grunted with the effort as the draconian
gasped and died. The feeder, trapped by its own bite,
spasned in Riverwind s hand. Startled, the Pl ai nsman
dropped it. The stone draconian fell forward heavily,
shattering the blade of the feeder. Tiny replicant daggers
the size and softness of earw gs fl opped on the ground,
dyi ng before birth.

The Queen's voice sighed across the broken feeder, al
but freezing it.

YOQU HAVE FAI LED, she said indifferently, BUT I
SHALL NOT, AND IF | NEED THESE LI VES, | CAN
TAKE THEM ELSEWHERE. DI E, THEN. The voi ce was
still, and the feeder knew it would hear no nore from her

Even so, the light in the pormel's eyes |asted sonme tine.



