CHAPTER
ONE

"It's alive! It's alive!"
"Darling... come to bed."

"Just a minute," replied Marvin Brewster, staring raptly

at the television set where Colin Clive, in the role of Dr.

Vi ctor Frankenstein, was gripped in a paroxysm of unholy

glee as his creation twitched to life on the | aboratory table.

"Darling..." Her voice was low and throaty with a
British accent. "I'mwaiting..."

"Umm " Brewster didn't turn around. If he had, he

woul d have seen a sight that woul d have reduced nost nen

to drooling idiots. His fiancee. Dr. Panela Fairbum was
standing in the bedroom doorway, dressed in nothing but a
slinky negligee that was so sheer, it |ooked |ike a soft m st
envel opi ng her lush, voluptuous curves. She stood in a pose
of cal cul ated seduction, one long and lovely leg bent at the
knee, one arm stretched out above her, pressed against the
door frame, her |ong auburn hair worn | oose and cascadi ng
down to her anple, perfuned cl eavage.. .

Whoa, wait a minute. Let ne catch ny breath.

Sorry about that. Narrators are only human too, you
1
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know. Ckay, now where were we? Ch, right. This gor-

geous, incredibly desirable woman is exuding premarita

lust all over the place and that fool, Brewster, is sinply
sitting there and watching a nonster nmovie on TV. Any

ot her red-bl ooded nal e woul d know exactly what to do,
right? You betcha. Hit that renmpote control and nmeke a
beeline for the bedroom Any normal, sensible man hearing
that incredibly sultry and seductive voice would turn around,
t ake one | ook, and experience the hornmonal equivalent of a
nucl ear neltdown. (And considering how beautiful Dr. Panela
Fai rbum was, a |lot of wormen would, as well.) However

Dr. Marvin Brewster was not exactly normal. O sensible.
That is to say, he was incredibly intelligent—a genius, in
fact—but he didn't have a |l ot of street smarts.

Nor was this just any novie. To Marvin Brewster, it was

the novie, the one that had the single npbst significant

i mpact on his formative years. The one that had nade him
realize exactly what he wanted to be when he grew up. He
first sawit at the age of nine and fromthat nonment on, he
knew. He was going to be a nad scientist.

It wasn't Boris KarlofiFs portrayal of the nonster that had
so affected him nor the idea of creating life from sewn-
t oget her pieces of dead bodies, it was that |aboratory. Al
t hat marvel ous equi pnent. The bubbling vials and beakers,
the intricate plunbing and wiring, the spinning dials, the



Jacob' s | adder arcing electrical current.... He took one

| ook at that wonderful |aboratory and he fell in love, a |love
far deeper and nore abiding than he would ever feel for any
worman, even a wonman as undeni ably womanly as Panel a

Fai r bum

She knew and understood this. Earlier that evening, when

she had spotted the listing for the film she'd realized what
was |iable to happen and she had hidden the TV Gui de, but
Brewster had just happened to turn on the tube after their
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| at e-ni ght di nner, and scanni ng t hrough the channels, he'd
stunmbled on the film Now Panela knew there'd be no
prying himaway till it was over

' She sighed with resignation and wal ked over to the couch
where he was sitting, settled down onto the floor beside
him and | eaned her head against his knee. Wthout turning
fromthe television, he offered her the bow of popcorn. She
took a handful and popped it in her nouth. Even in her

sexi est lingerie, she knew she couldn't conpete. She didn't
really m nd, however. She understood about obsession. She
had one of her own, and that was her career as a cybernetics
engi neer, which was how she had net Brewster.

It had been during a symposium at Canbridge. She'd

spotted himat once. He was the only American present, but
that wasn't what had made hi m stand out. There was j ust
somet hi ng about him about his runpled, tweedy, and horn-
ri mmed appearance, his curly and unkenpt blond hair, his
rat her shanbling and di stracted manner, and his total unself-
consci ousness that had struck her as incredibly endearing.
He was part little boy, part unmade t-?d. He had gotten to
her where she lived, where nbost wonen live, in fact. Right
smack in her maternal instinct. She wanted to pull himto
her breast and hug himto pieces.

She was later to discover that Brewster often had that

ef fect on wonen and part of his charmwas that he was
totally oblivious to it. He was sinply clueless. He was the
ki nd of man wonmen wanted to nother into bed, only he was

so preoccupi ed and absentm nded that if they succeeded, he
woul d probably forget why he was there. Panela Fairbum
could have had any man she wanted. She could walk into a
crowded room and every nman present woul d i mredi ately go

on point. Al she'd need to do to insure nost men's undyi ng
and sl avi sh devotion would be to flutter her eyel ashes and
act stupid. But with Marvin Brewster, she could be herself.

4 « Simnmon Hawke

Her intelligence did not intimdate him Mre often than

not, it was the other way around. She could tal k about her
work with him and he could easily follow the discussion

and make acute and often brilliant observations, but then his
eyes woul d suddenly go dreany and he'd | aunch into a

flight of technical verbosity that would | eave her absolutely
breat hl ess as his words tunmbl ed over one another until he



became hopel essly tongue-tied and had to resort to scrib-
bling conplicated equati ons on whatever surface was avail -
able. Even on the rare occasions when she was able to make
out his cranped scrawl, nmost of the tinme she could make no
sense of it.

Oten, it was because his mnd sinply worked so quickly

that it would outrace his witten cal culations and he'd | eave
t hi ngs out, junping on ahead, with no awareness that she
couldn't follow him H's brain would sinply shift into warp
speed and he would rocket off into that rarified atnosphere
where only geniuses and angels fly and he'd finish off with a
triunphant, "There, you see?" And, of course, she woul dn't
see at all, but she would sinply stare at him eyes shining,
and she would say, "I |love you."

They becane engaged one year after their first neeting.

She had proposed to him primarily because she'd realized

t he t hought woul d never have occurred to him He needed
her, but he was sinply too preoccupied to notice. The
ordinary details of everyday life were not Marvin Brewster's
strong point. He was the classic absentni nded professor

H s socks hardly ever matched. He wore | oafers because he
woul d often forget to tie his shoelaces. He was sinply
hopel ess about clothes. Until she canme al ong, he was
dressed by an understandi ng | ocal haberdashery. He woul d
cone in and sinply say, "I need sone ties," or a sport coat
or a shirt or two, and the hel pful female sales clerk would
pi ck out sonething appropriate for him
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It was the same with groceries. There was a young

worman who managed the | ocal market who would call from
time to time and say, "Dr. Brewster? This is Sheila. You
haven't been in for a while and | thought you m ght be
runni ng out." And he would wal k over to the refrigerator or
t he cupboard, stare into it absently for a nmoment or two,
then say distractedly, "Yes, | suppose | nust be." Sheila
woul d then take the shopping cart around during her |unch
break, pick out his groceries for him and have them
delivered. He never had to pay for them either. The branch
manager at the |ocal bank, also an attractive young wonan,
had seen to it that he had accounts everywhere and that the
bills were sent directly to the bank

The mul tinational congl onmerate that enpl oyed Brewster

for an astronom cal salary (that was still a pittance com
pared to the profits they took in fromthe dozen or so patents
he'd turned over to them) always deposited his checks

directly into his accounts, so that Brewster never had to dea
wi th the various mundane tasks of shopping and record

keepi ng and checkbook bal anci ng that plague nost |esser
nortals.

How does one get a deal like this? The answer is, one
doesn't. It's not the sort of thing you can manage to
arrange, unless you happen to be born with a certain
i ndefinabl e and hel pl ess charmthat wonen find sinply
irresistible. Ask any wonman in London who knows hi m how



she feels about Dr. Marvin Brewster, and whether she's
sixteen or sixty, she'll sigh and her eyes will get all soft
m sty and she'll say, "He's such a dear man...."

When Panel a di scovered just how many wonen felt this

way about her intended, she becane a bit alarnmed. She
seized the reins and took firmcontrol of Marvin Brewster's
life. If there was any nothering to be done here, by CGod,
she was going to be the one to do it! She noved in on
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Marvin Brewster |ike Grant nmoved in on Richnond. Now
all she had to do was figure out howto get himto the altar
He had al ready mi ssed three schedul ed weddi ngs.

The first tinme she'd been left waiting at the altar, the
weddi ng had conpletely slipped his mnd and a frantic
search that included a check of half the pubs and all the
hospital s in London eventually found himdeep in the stacks
of the science |ibrary—about eight hours too |ate. The
second tine, once again, all the guests arrived, and Panel a
once nmore donned her weddi ng gown, and once again, no
Brewster. This tinme, he had driven off to Liverpool, to an
el ectroni cs warehouse, to pick up some obscure part for a
pi ece of |ab equipnent that was "absolutely vital" and
somehow he got sidetracked and no one saw or heard

anything fromhimfor tw days. The last tinme—Shall we

try for three?" the mnister had wyly asked—they | ocated
himin his high-security, private |aboratory high atop the
cor por ate headquarters building of EnGul fCo International
only no one could get in past the retinal pattern scanner and
they couldn't even take the elevator up to the right floor
because t he special pal mscanner pad would only respond to
Marvin Brewster's hand. They had called and call ed, but
Brewster had been distracted by the ringing of the phone,
and absentnindedly, he had sinply turned it off. The | ast
time, when the wedding invitations were sent out, nost of
the guests sent back their regrets and their assurances that
they would be with themin spirit—whenever they finally

got around to getting married. Panela's father still wasn't
speaking to her. Still, she was undaunted. One of these
days, she'd get it done, only it would require proper

pl anni ng. Perhaps next time she'd hire some security guards
to baby-sit himand deliver himto church on tine.

She sat there with him mnunching popcorn while Boris
Karl of f | unbered through the filmin his built-up boots and
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makeup, and during the commercials, Brewster would be-
cone absorbed in double-, triple-, and quadrupl e-checking
some kind of circuit board and switch assenbly he had put
toget her on the coffee table.

Per haps, thought Panela, if she got pregnant, she could
conmand nmore of his attention. Marvin was al ways won-
derful with children. Probably because, in many ways, he
was still something of a child hinmself, she thought with a

and



snmle. The children in the neighborhood all idolized him
and |ike nost of Brewster's friends, they called him Doc.
Pamel a drew the line at that. She never called himDoc, it
seened too flippant. But whenever she introduced himas Dr.
Marvin Brewster, he would invariably add, "But my friends
all call me Doc." Wen they were finally married, she

woul d put a stop to that. A man of his position needed to be
treated with proper respect.

What did Brewster think of all this planning for his

future? Actually, he gave it very little thought at all. He was
nore concerned with the past. Not his own past, but the past

in general. As in time. Specifically, as in time travel

He did not really discuss this particul ar obsession with his
fiancee, nor with his coll eagues, because as any good nad
scientist knows, when you get into the sort of stuff that

"man was not neant to know," you're sinply asking for

trouble. It was one thing for theoretical physicists to debate
whet her or not Einstein was right, and to play all sorts of
fanci ful ganes (often in science fiction novels) w th hyperspace
and warps in the space/time continuum but when you

actually canme out and said that you could do it, and

reveal ed a working prototype, that was when they broke out

the torches and the pitchforks.

No, Marvin Brewster would not nake Dr. Victor
Frankenstein's mistake. First he'd do it and make absolutely
sure it worked, and then he would publish and take out the
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patent, which EnGul f Co woul d at once appropriate, since
he'd done it on their prem ses and with their funding, but
that was fine, Brewster didn't really mnd that. The noney
he woul d make woul d not be insignificant and noney

wasn't really what the whole thing was about. Proving

Ei nstein wong. That was what the whole thing was about.

If it had seened to Panela that Brewster was mnuch nore

than typically preoccupied during the past nmonth or two,

and letting little things (such as the occasional wedding) slip
his mind, then it was because Brewster was westling with a
problemthat had himon the threshold, as it were, of the
greatest achievenent of his life.

H gh atop the corporate headquarters building of EnCulfCo
International, in his top secret |aboratory where no one el se,
not even the EnCGul fCo CEQ, could gain adm ttance, Marvin
Brewster had built hinself a tinme nachine.

H G Wlls would have been proud. It even | ooked right.
About the size of a small helicopter, the front of the
machi ne was domi nated by a plastic bubble that had, in

fact, been lifted froma chopper. It had a door in its left
side, edged by a pressure seal, and the frame of the machine
was al so taken froma helicopter, so that it sat on skids.



Brewster had replaced the gearbox w th high-power alterna-
tors and a turboshaft engine, nounted vertically. The intake
for the turbine extended out the top of the nachine and j ust
behind it was a can for a ballistic parachute. The back of the
machi ne al so housed the tanks for fuel and |iquid oxygen

and environnmental gas. Flanking the power systenms were

the primary capacitor banks, housed in two cabinets on the

si des of the machine.

Externally, the time machine did not appear nuch differ-

ent froma helicopter with the rotor blades and tail renoved,
except for one particular, distinguishing feature. Encircling
the entire assenbly and the frame, positioned diagonally so
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that it ran around the top of the bubble and behind the back

skids, was a stainless-steel tube three inches in dianeter, a
torus encircled by | oops of superconducting wire, the interi-
or of which was filled with a snmall anount of a rare

subst ance known by the innocuous name of Buckyball s.

Not just anyone could play w th Buckyballs. The exist-

ence of this substance had first been postul ated by Buckni nster
Ful l er (hence, the name) and it was, in fact, an incredibly
dense bl ack powder conposed of a single atom of iron

surrounded by di anond, the ash froma supernova. Its

density rendered it extrenmely heavy. A nere handful wei ghed
about two hundred pounds. It was magnetic and conpletely
frictionless. Needless to say, this wasn't the sort of stuff one
could pick up at the I ocal Radio Shack. In fact, one couldn't
really pick it up at all without a forklift. It sort of had to fal
into one's hands—i ke, from outer space—which this partic-

ul ar batch had done, contained inside a neteor, a snall

pi ece of an asteroid that had been floating around in the Big
Empty for a length of time that had nore zeroes in it than

even Carl Sagan coul d i magi ne.

Brewster got his hands on this stuff with sone difficulty.
The neteor in question had fallen on a small Pacific |sland

t hat now had one very large hole. It had wi ped out a small
village, and a nunmber of small villagers who were descended
froma group of canoe-worshipers that had settled on this

i sl and some three thousand years ago and lived there in

abj ect poverty and squal or ever since. One of their |egends
had it that someday their wealth would fall fromthe skies. It
did. Now the survivors of this windfall were all living in

[ uxury apartnments and driving Mercedes-Benz converti bl es.
Thi s had, needl ess to say, cost En@ulfCo quite a bundle, but
they figured that if Brewster needed this stuff, chances were
that he was onto something that was |liable to be very
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profitable in the not-too-distant future. In the nmeantine,
t hey had obt ai ned exclusive offshore drilling rights.

What made this substance special was that if it was
started spinning on the inside of the tube, with magnetic
coils preventing it fromcontacting the sides, somewhat I|ike



in a cyclotron, theory had it that if the Buckyballs went fast
enough, at the speed approaching that of light, it would
create a warp in space/time. And whatever was inside the
field would drop through.

To where? Good question. This was what Brewster in-

tended to find out. You see, he had done this before. A
couple of tines, in fact. The first time traveler in history
was a | op-eared rabbit Brewster had purchased in a pet shop
and named Bugs. (What el se?) The experinent that Brewster
had set up went something like this:

(Actually, it went exactly like this, but it's conplicated,
so pay close attention.) He placed Bugs inside a cage and
then he placed the cage inside the tinme machi ne, which he
then programed to travel back in tine ten mnutes for ten
seconds. Before he did this, he used a forklift (which he'd
needed for the Buckyballs, renenber?) to nmove the tine
machi ne about fifteen feet to one side, so that when it
appeared ten mnutes in the past, it would not appear on the
exact same spot where it had been sitting earlier. (Confus-
ing? Wait. It gets worse.)

Theoretically (that is, assuming it all worked), Brewster
shoul d have wound up with two tinme machines sitting side

by side, about fifteen feet apart. Now, this mght seemlike
somet hing of a paradox, since if he sent the machi ne back
ten mnutes into the past, then it should have nade the
journey and appeared ten mnutes before it had ever left.

Whi ch neant that there would be two tinme machi nes and

two | op-eared rabbits named Bugs sitting on the floor of
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Brewster's | aboratory ten mnutes before he'd ever sent the
first one back.

But... wait a minute. That doesn't nmake sense. (At |east,

not | ogically, which doesn't necessarily have anything to do
wi th tenporal physics, but let's not get into that right now,
because you're probably confused enough.) Before Brewster

sent the nmachine back into the past, there had to be a past in
whi ch he hadn't sent it back at all. The nonent that he sent

it back, he would, in effect, have altered history. At least his

hi story, which neant that the nmonent he programmed the
machi ne and tripped the switch to send it back ten ninutes
for ten seconds, at the very instant that it di sappeared, he
shoul d have suddenly acquired a nmenory of standing in the

| ab and seeing two tine machi nes, standing side by side. At

| east, that's how he thought it would work. He was not
exactly sure. But then, in scientific experiments, one never
is, is one?

The problemwas, that wasn't how it worked in practice.
What happened was that Brewster had progranmed the

machi ne, entered the auto-return sequence, and tripped the
timer switch to send it back. And it had di sappeared. Only
Brewster did not suddenly acquire a nenory of having seen
two tinme machines sitting side by side, ten mnutes earlier
The machi ne had sinply di sappeared, conplete w th Bugs,



and reappeared on the exact sanme spot ten seconds |ater
Where had it been? Brewster had no way of know ng. He
had repeated the experiment with nore or |ess the sane
results.

This posed certain problens. Did this mean that there was

a sort of linear factor to tine, where there was now a past in
whi ch Brewster had, in fact, seen a pair of tine machines
sitting side by side, conplete with two rabbit passengers,

but he could not renmenber it because he only had that
experience further back along the tinmestrean? And since he
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had repeated the experinment, did this suggest that there were
now two past segnents of the timestream one in which he

had seen two time machines and two rabbits, and anot her
slightly further back, in which he had seen three tine

machi nes and three rabbits? The whol e thing gave Brewster
quite a headache. (And if you feel like putting down the

book right now and taking a couple of aspirin, your narrator
doesn't mind at all. Go ahead. "Il wait.)

The only solution to this dilemm that Brewster could

devise was to actually get inside the tinme machi ne hinself,
so that he could find out where it went after he tripped the
switch. (A video camera might have been an excell ent

solution to this problem but he had tried that and di scovered
that the tenporal field caused interference.) He had actually
pl anned to make the trip hinself all along, though he would
have |iked having sonme solid data before he made the

attenpt. However, Bugs seened none the worse for wear

after his two journeys, so Brewster felt the risk was justi-
fied. After all, nothing ventured, nothing gained.

He had set everything up again, carefully follow ng the
same procedure, and he had programmed in the sequence,
conplete with auto-return commands. He had then set the
timer, and turned around to pick up his notepad and his pen
before getting into the machine... only when he turned
around again, the thing had di sappeared. The troubl e was,
this time, it did not come back. This was why Brewster had
been so distracted during the past two nonths, while Panel a
had been trying to get himto the church. She wanted himto
say "I do," only he kept repeating, "I don't get it."

The first time he had m ssed the weddi ng, he'd been
sequestered in the library, conmbing through the work of

Al bert Einstein to see if maybe there was sonething he'd

m ssed. There wasn't. The second tinme he blewit, when

he'd nade the trip to Liverpool, he had gone to pick up the
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speci al mcrochip conponent that would allow himto as-
senbl e several nore circuit boards for the auto-return nod-
ules, so he could run tests to see where the thing night have
mal functi oned. The third tinme, the occasion of Panela's

br eakdown i n comuni cations with her father, he'd been

| ocked up in the lab, putting the circuit boards together and



assenbling the nodules. And so far as he could tell, there
were no problens in the wiring or the assenbly.

He found the whol e experience extrenely frustrating and

he had taken to carrying at |east one of the nodul es around
with him taking it apart and putting it back together again
repeatedly, running tests and scratching his head and gener-
ally being off in the ozone sonmewhere, which Panela found
rather trying. However, she was a patient woman and she
knew t hat as soon as Brewster managed to clear up whatev-

er problemwas presently occupying his attention, there
woul d be a space of tine, however short, in which he would
be receptive to new ideas. Such as getting married, for

i nstance. So Panela didn't press. But the nmoment he worked
out whatever it was that he was worki ng on, she was going

t o pounce.

The commrerci al ended and Brewster set the little black

box that he had reassenbl ed back down on the coffee table.

Al most absently, he tripped a little switch on it. And an
instant after he did it, it quietly clicked back to its origina
posi tion.

"Dam!" Brewster suddenly exclained, |eaping to his
feet and sendi ng popcorn tunbling all over the rug and
Pamel a's hair. "Thafs it!"

"Marvin!" Panela protested, brushing greasy kernels of
unpopped corn out of her hair, but Brewster was already
rushi ng across the room and flinging open the front door of
their apartment. "Marvin, where are you goi ng? Marvin!

Your shoes!”

14 « Sinon Hawkc

The door slammed shut behind him She sighed heavily.

A moment | ater he came barging back in his stocking feet,

swept up his brown tasseled | oafers, pecked her on the

cheek, and said, "l've just got to check this out, dear, but it
may take a while. Love you. Don't wait up."

" 'Marvin..."
But he'd stormed out again, carrying the little black box

under his arm only this tinme forgetting to close the door
behi nd hi m

"Ch, Marvin..." she said. Wth an air of resignation

she got up and cl osed the door. She was more or |ess
accustoned to this sort of thing, but this tinme, whatever it
was that had been frustrating himso, he nust have gotten it
i cked, because he had run out in the mddle of the novie,
and he'd never done that before.

"Don't wait up," he'd said. Like hell she wouldn't wait

up. If it took all night, she'd wait for himto return,



doubt| ess brinmming over with enthusi asm over whatever

gadget it was that he'd finally nmanaged to get worKking,

wanting to tell her all about it. She would sit there and she'd
listen and she'd share his pleasure and then, when he

stopped to catch his breath (by then it would be dawn, nopst
likely), she would put a tie and freshly | aundered shirt on
him take himby the hand, and | ead hi m down the nearest

ai sl e she could find.
She picked up a handful of spilled popcorn fromthe

carpet and popped it in her nmouth, then glanced at the clock
atop the mantel piece. Alnmost two AM It was |ate.
Too late, in fact.

Brewster rode the elevator up to his private |aboratory
atop the corporate headquarters building of EnGulfCo Inter-
national, all the while thinking. God, it was so sinple!

A faulty counter in the timng switch, that was all it was.
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He was certain of it. He had tried everything else that he
could think of in an attenpt to reproduce the mal function
that had sent the first time machine off on the journey from
which it had never returned and now he was certain that he
had it. Everything el se had checked out perfectly, with each
and every one of the duplicate circuit boards for the auto-
return nodul e he had assenbl ed, but this one had a faulty
timng switch. The moment he tripped it, instead of the
counter sequentially going backward from"30" to "Q"

the settings he'd selected, it went from"30" directly to
"O " wthout going through all the nunbers in between, so

no sooner had he tripped the switch than it clicked back
again to its original position. That nust have been what
happened with the original machine. Sone of the swi tches

had been faulty and the auto-return had sinply turned itself
off an instant after he'd activated it. Dammed English el ec-
tronics, he thought, should have gone with Japanese conpo-
nents. No wonder the dam thing hadn't come back. It had
departed on a one-way trip!

He passed the scanner and entered his | aboratory, where

the second tinme machine, the one he'd painstakingly re-
created during the past two nonths, sat waiting in the center
of the room He stood there for a nonment, staring at it and
chewing on his lower Iip. He had to be right this time. He'd
used up the very last of the Buckyballs in putting the second
one together. If it didn't work right this tine, that would be
the end of it, at least until another obliging neteor containing
fragnents of a supernova from sone other gal axy happened

to smack into some unsuspecting piece of earthly real estate.
And that could take a while.

"It has to work this tinme," he nmunbled to hinself, "it

has to!"



Just to make sure, he double-, triple-, and quadrupl e-
checked all the other switches for the duplicate auto-return
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nmodul es he had assenbl ed. He found two nore that had the
same mal function, but all the others worked properly.

"That's it," he said to hinself. "That's got to be it."

So sinmple. He had thought something had gone wong in

the assenbly of the board, and he had done it over and over
and over again, and all the time, it had just been a faulty
Swit ch.

He rechecked all the working switches several nore

times, just to make certain, then. he selected one and
snapped the nodule into the control panel. That's all there
was to it.

"Ww, " he said. He turned to | ook at Bugs, sitting in his
wi re cage, looking fat and healthy and munchi ng cont ent ed-
ly on a piece of lettuce. "Now we find out where you' ve
been off to. Bugs, old buddy. And we go back and get the
first machine... wherever the hell it is."

That thought brought himup short for a monent. Certain-

ly, that first machine had to be sonewhere. Only where? It
shoul d have nerely travel ed back into the past ten mnutes,
fromthe time he'd sent it off, right in that very selfsane
| ab, and only been gone for ten seconds. Only, of course,
since the auto-return nodule had switched itself off, it
hadn't returned ten seconds |later and was undoubtedly stil
there. Wiich nmeant he had to work out the precise settings
so that he would go back into the past exactly ten minutes
fromthe tinme he had originally sent the first machi ne back
O did he?

If it was still in the lab, and tine was sort of |inear, and
t he new past he had altered by sending back the machi ne

was running about ten mnutes behind him then it was
probably still there, only ten mnutes ago.

Unless |'ve noved it, he thought. Only why would | do
that? If | sent it back and the past nme saw it appear, and not
return, then obviously the past ne in that new, altered |inear
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past woul d have figured out that sonething had gone w ong
and woul d undoubtedly be waiting for the future ne to
figure it all out.

"I's that what |1'd do?" he asked hinself al oud. "Well

yes, of course, since | thought of it, then that's exactly what
I'd do, since I"'mnme and | know how | think, whether |'m

the present ne or the past me. Right?" He glanced at Bugs



and nodded. "Right. O course. That makes sense, doesn't
it?"

Bugs nerely conti nued nunching on his lettuce |eaf.

"The past ne nust be getting very inpatient with the

present ne, or fromthe past ne's viewpoint, the future ne,
to figure it all out and fix it. And all this time, it was so
obvi ous. When | get back there, 1'll have to give nyself a
good talking to."

The thing to do, he decided, was duplicate the origina
settings exactly, without attenpting to conmpensate for the
time lag fromthe date of the original experiment. Just
repeat everything exactly the sane way and travel back into
the past ten nminutes earlier fromthe present. That way, the
first time machi ne woul d undoubtedly still be there, and he
woul d be too, since he'd arrived at the | ab considerably
nmore than ten minutes ago.

He frowned and scratched his head. He hadn't seen

hi nsel f when he cane in, so clearly, that seened to support
his new theory that time ran in a sort of linear fashion
rather like the current of a river. He tried to visualize it

If he were sitting on a riverbank and he narked a certain

pl ace on that bank with a stone, then took a flower petal, for
i nstance, and dropped it in the river sone di stance upstream
of the stone, then he could watch the flower petal as it
drifted downstream past the stone- That was the normal
flow of time. A few seconds in the past, the flower petal had
been upstream of the stone, now it was downstream of it.
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If he now fished that flower petal out of the water, carried
it back to the spot where he'd originally dropped it in, and
went back a nmonent or so in the past and dropped it in
again, there would now be two fl ower petals floating down-
stream side by side, toward the stone. However, since there
had to be a space of time in which there had only been one
flower petal floating down the river, that space of tinme was
now represented by the volunme of water from which he had
fished out the flower petal before taking it back upstream
and traveling back into the past with it.

Consequently, the two flower petals now floati ng down-

stream side by side would be aware of each other (assum ng

awar eness on the part of flower petals), but the flower petal
in the original, unaltered space of tine represented by the

vol ume of water between the place where he had originally
tossed it in the river and the place where he had fished it out
woul d have no awareness of a second flower petal, because

in that particular tine frame, its past had not been changed.
The past had been changed behind it.

Brewster figured this was why he was unaware of having
seen hinmself when he wal ked into the |aboratory a short
whi | e ago. Because he was still existing in that space of
ti me where the past had not yet been changed. The nonent



he went back, he'd see hinself entering the |lab, but he
couldn't renmenber that now because it hadn't happened yet.
It had happened—er woul d happen—about ten ni nutes

earlier.
He | ooked at the rabbit. "I sure w sh you could talk,
Bugs," he said. "It would help clear up a lot of things."

He entered the settings into the console on the panel
programming his trip, and wondered what it would feel Iike
to nmeet hinmself. About ten minutes ago, he'd find out.

He took a deep breath, wondering why he didn't feel a
sense of incredible elation. He was, after all, about to
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become the first man in history to travel back through tine.
Even if it was only ten minutes. The el ation, he supposed,
woul d probably cone | ater, when he published his discovery
and EnCul f Co got behind himwith its nassive public

rel ati ons machi ne.

There woul d be lectures at universities, interviews in

magazi nes and newspapers, appearances on tal k shows,

perhaps even a filmabout his life, all culninating, certainly,
in the awardi ng of the Nobel Prize. Doubtless, that would
bring it all honme to himand he would feel elated then

Right now, all he felt was a slight tension, an anxiety mat

al ways cane just before an inportant project was success-

fully conpl et ed.

He t hought of Panela. She would be so proud of him

This woul d make up for his having mssed all those wedding
dates. After this, they could finally get married and then he
could take her oh a wonderful honeynmoon. Perhaps to

Victorian London, he thought, or to Paris during the reign

of the Sun King.

"Well, Bugs, here goes," he said, and flipped the switch
CHAPTER
T™D

M chael Tinothy O Fallon was, on the whole, having a

very pleasant afternoon. The sun was bright, the sky was
clear, his pipe was full, and he had absolutely nothing to do.
He had filled all his orders, and for once, there were no
annoyi ng custoners to deal with. He often wi shed there was
some way he could conduct his business w thout having to

deal with the public, but unfortunately, he had not yet found
a way around this necessary evil. In order to sell the fruits
of his labors, he required custonmers to buy them and M ck

O Fall on regarded custoners as an irritating inconvenience.
They were al ways pestering him always haggling, always

i npatient, and always trying to | ook over his shoul der as he
wor ked—whi ch was not very difficult to do, as Mck was

only three feet tall.



He was, however, alnost equally as wide, with an im

nmensel y powerful upper body and short, rmuscul ar |egs,

whi ch often |l ed people to mistake himfor a dwarf, some-

thing that infuriated himno end. As far as he was concerned
dwarfs were obnoxious little cretins who dressed in |oud and
clashing colors, had little intelligence to speak of, and were
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only good for relatively undemandi ng, mnenial |abor. The
finer aspects of any sort of real craft were utterly beyond
them though they were industrious, Mck had to give them
that. G ve them sonme sinple, mndless physical task to
perform and they'd happily pitch in, singing and whistling
whi |l e they worked. Neverthel ess, being mstaken for a

dwarf was rather insulting, especially if one happened to be
a | eprechaun.

M ck was not especially sanguine on this issue. Wenev-

er some custonmer made this mstake, Mck would start to

turn crinmson, all his facial muscles would get tight, and
using all his self-control in an effort to keep his tenmper, he
woul d pointedly and firmy correct themin no uncertain

terms. Then he woul d go out behind his shop, snarling and
trenbling with fury all the way, clanp his massive arns

around the trunk of some tree, and, with one nmighty heave,
uproot it. In this way, he had systematically cleared a | arge
section of the woods around his shop

However, on this bright and sunny day, there were no
custonmers around to irritate himand he had fulfilled all his
conmi ssions, so he had packed his tobacco pouch and pipe

and hiked up the trail to the top of Lookout Muntain, to
simply bask in the sun and snoke and | aze away the day

whil e he enjoyed the view It wasn't an especially tal
mountain, but it was an especially nice view

He was enjoying the peace and quiet and the solitude

when the air above himsuddenly becane filled with static
di scharges and an extrenely | oud and hi gh-pitched whining
sound. He gl anced up and saw a very strange-| ooking
contrapti on suddenly appear out of nowhere in the sky about
twenty feet above him to an acconpanying clap of thunder
and proceed to fall at an alarmng rate directly toward the
spot where he was sitting.

Wth a yelp, he threw hinself out of the way, just in the
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nick of tine, as the nysterious object struck the ground
with a jarring crash, barely mssing him and proceeded
to slide down the grassy nountain slope on what | ooked
like sled runners, picking up speed as it went. It plowed
t hr ough bushes and jounced over rocks protruding from

t he nmountai n sl ope, sending off sparks as it careened
precariously down toward the bottom M ck wasn't sure,



but for a nonment, it seened as if he'd heard a voice
i ssuing frominside the peculiar-1ooking object, crying,

“Hel I111p!"

"The devil!" Mck exclained as he dusted hinself off

and watched the thing go crashing down the nountai nside,
goi ng faster and faster, slipping sideways and tipping from
one runner to the other, mracul ously w thout overbal anci ng,
kept nore or less right side up by sone kind of |arge and
shiny ring that encircled it diagonally.

"Faith, and |'ve never seen the like of it!" he said,

wat chi ng thunderstruck as the strange object hurtled down
the mountain slope until it finally came to a crashing halt
agai nst the trunk of a huge tree. The object struck the tree
with a resounding inpact, shooting sparks all over the

pl ace. The tree shuddered, cracked, then splintered and,
with a |l oud and agoni zi ngly drawn-out creaking sound,

canme crashing down onto the ground, narrowy m ssing

Robi e McMurphy's prize bull, which had been grazing
peaceful ly at the edge of the wood.

"Ch, dear," said Mck. He picked up his pipe and
hurried down the trail as quickly as his short, nuscul ar | egs
could carry him

Brewster was stunned by the inpact and he bl acked out

for a short while, but fortunately, his seat belt and his air
bag safety system had prevented any serious injury. Never-

t hel ess, Brewster was badly shaken up. Dazed, he tried to
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focus his vision and figure out what had happened, but
everything seenmed to be shrouded in a thick, white mst. (In
fact, his face was enveloped in the air bag, but he hadn't
quite figured that out yet.)

H s head was throbbing, he felt dizzy, and his entire body
ached. Wth a high-pitched, whiny-squeaky sound, not un-
like that of air escaping froma set of bagpipes, the air
bag slowy defl ated and Brewster gratefully gulped in a
deep lungful of air. Then he heard a dull clunk, followed
by a soft whunp, as the emergency parachute was auto-
matically deployed—a trifle late. It settled down over the
cracked and shattered cockpit, obscuring everything from
Vi ew.

For a nonent all was still, save for the crackling and
sparking of the ruined control panel and electrical systens,
then the entire framework of the tine machi ne rocked as
somet hing struck it a trenendous bl ow. Brewster was thrown
sideways in his seat, but the belt restrained himas the
machi ne shuddered under the inpact. He heard a | oud crack
as somet hing gave way and the entire cockpit becane filled
wi th sparKks.

There was a |l oud, angry, bellow ng sound, followed by
t he sound of gall opi ng hoofbeats, and then the nachine



shuddered once again as Robie McMirphy's enraged bul

plowed into it, head down, with the speed of an express
train. O course, Brewster didn't know exactly what was
happeni ng. He was still dazed and stunned, and he coul dn't
see anyt hing because of the red and white striped parachute
draped over the cockpit. However, in the dimrecesses of his
m nd, perhaps pronpted by the instinct for self-preservation,
a thought managed to formitself and squirmthrough the

haze that enshrouded his consci ousness.

"The LOX!'

As Robi e' McMurphy's bull smashed into the tine ma-
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chine once again, Brewster realized that with all these
sparks, if the liquid oxygen tanks ruptured, there was |iable
to be a very big bang, indeed. Panic and adrenal i ne coursed

t hrough himas he funbled with his seat belt. The bul
attacked the of fendi ng nachi ne yet again and Brewster was

al nost thrown out of his seat.

"Oh, Cod," he said, "the LOX! The LOX!"
He shielded his eyes against a fresh burst of sparks from

the arcing control panel

"Hall o!" a strange voice called out. "I say, is soneone

in there?"

"CGet me out of here!" Brewster shouted, desperately

trying to force open the damaged door of the cockpit. "The
LOX! The LOX!'"

M ck frowned. Locks? he thought. Faith, the poor chap

nmust be locked up in there. He couldn't get out. He started
tuggi ng on the parachute, trying to pull it free. The contrap-
tion was sputtering and sparking and there was a strange
snell in the air around it. He sidestepped quickly as the bul
made anot her naddened charge and slamed into the peculiar-

| ooki ng object, sending forth a fresh shower of sparks as it

bel | owed wi th rage.

"Bugger off, you great big stupid thing, you!" Mck
yelled at it. He resumed tugging at the parachute as the bul

backed of f for another go.
Brewster saw daylight as the chute was pulled away. He

al so saw flanes start licking fromthe control panel and
started kicking at the door with all his mght. It wouldn't



budge.
"Hold on now, |I'Il have you out in a flash!" the voice

called, and then, with the sound of ripping nmetal and
cracking plastic, the door was torn right off the cockpit
hi nges. Brewster made a dive for the opening.

"Quickly, quickly!" he said as he scranbl ed out, drag-
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ging his energency supply kit with him "W've got to get
away! The LOX..." and then he saw the chargi ng bull
bearing straight down at him "Jesus!"

He was suddenly swept off his feet and thrown over a

shoul der (a very |ow shoul der, it seenmed) and he gasped

with surprise as his rescuer started running with himas if he
didn't weigh a thing. Behind them the bull' smashed into

the tine machine for the final tine. It was the final tine
because, just as Brewster had feared, the |liquid oxygen

tanks ruptured and the mixture ignited. The resulting

expl osion hurled themboth to the ground, where bits of

machi nery and very wel | -cooked beefsteak rained down on

t hem

Brewster covered his head and | ay there on the ground,
the wi nd knocked out of him For what seemed like a |ong
time, he didn't nove. And then he heard a voice say,
"Great bl oody |eaping toadstools! \What the devil was

t hat ?"

It was the voice of his unknown benefactor, whom Brewster
hadn't even caught a clear glinpse of yet. He raised hinself
up slightly and turned his head, then his eyes grew w de at
the sight of his rescuer. He did a doubl e take.

At first glance, it |ooked |like a snmall boy, albeit a rather

| arge and powerfully built small boy, but at second gl ance,

he realized it was a full-grown nan. Well, perhaps "ful

grown" was not quite the proper term but an adult, at any

rate, with a bushy beard, shaggy brown hair that was

beginning to turn gray, and a chest and arms |ike a bodybuil der—
on a mniature scale.

A dwarf, he thought (and it was probably fortunate that

he only thought this rather than saying it out |oud), then he
mental ly corrected hinself when he saw that the nman, while
very small, was neverthel ess perfectly proportioned, which
made himnot a dwarf, but a midget. Alittle person,
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Brewster mentally corrected hinself again. They don't |ike
to be called midgets, they like to be called little people.

"My bull!" a new voi ce suddenly cried out. "Wat have
you done to mny prize bull?"



A man was running toward them across the field, shaking

his fist and, in his other hand, brandishing a very nasty-

| ooki ng pitchfork. He was dressed in a peculiar fashion,
tight bl ack breeches and what appeared to be a brown potato
sack belted around his waist, with a hole in it for his head
and arms. He was wearing high, soft |eather noccasins and

he had | ong, shoulder-length hair. For that matter, the little
man who' d rescued himwas dressed in a peculiar fashion

too, thought Brewster. He had on sonme kind of belted,

brown | eather jerkin cut in scallops around the hem and

sl eeves, baggy green trousers tucked into high, |aced |eather
boots, and a | arge dagger at his waist. Brewster wondered if
he hadn't sonehow transported hinself to sone sort of

hi ppie cormmune in the country. O perhaps these were

circus people. In fact, he wondered, where had he transport-
ed hinsel f? He should have been back in the lab, but this
nost definitely was not his |laboratory. He gl anced around.

It wasn't even London. Sonething had very definitely gone

wr ong.

"Mck OFallon!" said the farnmer as he came running

up. "I should have known you' d be at the bottom of this!
You and your bl asted al chenmical m xtures! Now | ook what
you' ve gone and done! You've killed ny bull!"

"S'trewmth, and I didn't touch your bleedin' bull, Robie
McMurphy, " the little nman said as he got up to a sitting
position. "And have a care, or can you not recognize a
wi zard when you see one?"

The farmer's eyes grew wi de as he gazed at Brewster. "A
wi zard!" he excl ai ned

"A master sorcerer, | should think," said Mck, "judgin'
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by the way he bl asted that great, big, foolish bull of yours.
You' d best show proper respect, else you're liable to find
yoursel f gettin' sone of the sane.”

"Beggi n' yourpardon. Good Master," said MMirphy,
| owering his gaze and dropping to one knee. "I didn't
know "

"Dropped right out of the sky, he did," said Mck, "in
some kind of magic chariot. Faith, and didn't | see it
nmysel f 2"

Brewster blinked at themw th confusion. "Were am

| ?" he asked, |ooking around him The countryside didn't
| ook fam liar, but then again, he hadn't spent rnuch tine
out si de of London. Then his gaze fell, on the bl asted,
snol deri ng weckage of his time machine. "Oh, no! Ruined!
It's absolutely ruined!"

"Your stupid, bloody bull attacked his magic chariot,"”
Mck said to the farmer, by way of expl anation



McMur phy | ooked chagrined. Mre than that, he sudden-

ly |l ooked terrified. "Forgive nme. Good Master!" he pl ead-
ed. "I beg of you, don't punish nme! | shall make anends,
sonehow, L swear it!"

Brewster wasn't paying very close attention. Now that the
fireworks were over, it was dawning on himthat he nust
have seriously mscal cul ated. Sonehow, he had transported
hinself right out of the city and, worse still, the machine
had been utterly destroyed. Now he would have to find out
exactly where he was and call Pamela to cone and pick him
up. He sighed heavily. She was bound to be very nuch
annoyed. He'd have to ask these people if he could use a

t el ephone.

Then it suddenly occurred to himthat he hadn't even
thanked the little man for pulling himout of the tine
machi ne before it expl oded and thereby saving his life. He
turned back toward him sonmewhat sheepishly.
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"I"'msorry," he said to the little man, "I'mforgetting ny
manners. |'mvery grateful for your help. The door was
stuck and if you hadn't forced it open..." He swal |l owed
nervously as he considered his narrow escape. "Allow ne to

i ntroduce nyself. The nane is Brcwster. Dr. Marvin Brewster.
But my friends just call ne Doc." He held out his hand.

The little -man reached out and cl asped hi mby the
forearm rather than the hand. Brewster assuned this was
some sort of new countercul ture handshake and he politely
did the sane.

"Honored to be nakin' your acquai ntance, Brewster

Doc," the little man said. "As it happens, | do a bit of
brewin' on the side nyself, y' know. O course, I'mstrictly
a layman, a dabbler, as it were. | ama craftsman, by trade
an arnorer."

"You don't say," said Brewster absently. "Listen, do you
mnd if | use your phone? I'll make it collect, but | need to
call London."

The little man frowned. "Fone?" he said quizzically. He
shook his head. "Faith, and | have no such thing, | fear
And | know of no Lunden hereabouts."

Now it was Brewster's turn to frown. "You don't know
London?"

"I know of no one by that name. Good Brewster," M ck
replied.

"No, no, | nmean the city," Brewster said. "London, the

city."

The little man and the farmer exchanged puzzl ed gl ances.
"I know of no such city," said Mck. "Is it very far?"



"I don't know," Brewster replied. "lI'mnot quite sure
where | am you see. | seemto have niscal cul ated, some-
how. What is this place?"

"My farm" MMirphy said, trying to be hel pful

"No, no, | mean what townT' said Brewster.
" "Town'?" McMurphy said. He | ooked around, uncertainly.
"But.. .there is no town here, Good Master. The nearest
village woul d be Brigand's Roost, | suppose.”

"Brigand' s Roost?" Brewster frowned again. He had
never even heard of it.

"Well," said McMurphy, "until the brigands cane, it
used to be called Turkey's Roost, but the brigands shot nopst
of the turkeys and ate them™

Brewster was having sone difficulty foll owi ng the con-
versation. " 'Brigands'”~. What do you nean, 'brigands'?"

"He neans Bl ack Shannon's brigands,"” Mck said. "They

used to live in the forest, and then they were called the
Forest Brigands, only Shannon decided the forest |acked
certain anenities, so they took over Turkey's Roost, which
is now called Brigand's Roost, you see."

Brewster didn't see at all. "What, you nmean they actually
took over a town?"

"Only a small village, really,"” said Mck, "and not
much of one, at that."

"\What are they, sone sort of notorcycle gang?" asked
Brewster.

McMur phy and M ck both | ooked bl ank. Cearly, they
had no i dea what he was tal ki ng about.

Brewster began to have an unsettling feeling about al
this. They didn't know about London, they didn't seemto
have tel ephones or know what notorcycles were, they had
bri gands, and the clothing they were wearing was either
very hip or very out-of-date.

"What.. .year is this?" asked Brewster.

They both | ooked bl ank agai n. They exchanged puzzl ed
gl ances. McMirphy | ooked at M ck and shrugged. M ck
shook hi s head.

"Forgive me, Brewster," Mck said, "I don't understand."

"Ch, boy," said Brewster
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Mck stiffened and drew hinmself up to his full height, al

three feet of it. "I amno boy, Brewster," he said with
affronted dignity. "I amone of the little people.”
"What ?" said Brewster. "Oh. No, |I'msorry, you m sun-
derstood. | know you are a little person, | was nerely

saying 'Ch, boy' as an expression.”

"An expression of what?" asked M ck

"Dismay, | think," Brewster replied.

The full inmport of what had happened to himwas only
beginning to register. (It would take a while yet, but let's
bring himalong slowy, shall we? He's a nice enough fella,
even if he doesn't have a lot of street smarts, and we don't
want to give it to himall at once.) Now |l et nme think, he

t hought, and proceeded to do just that.

He had set the machine to take himback ten mnutes into
the past, at the exact sane |ocation from which he had
departed. Obviously, this was not the exact sanme |ocation
from whi ch he had departed, so it stood to reason that it
probably wasn't ten minutes in the past, either

The reason he had crashed, he deduced, was that he had

been | ocated on the top floor of the headquarters buil di ng of
EnGul f Co International when he had left. He had arrived at
some point in space and time where that building did not
exist. Ergo, he'd had a bit of a drop. Fortunately, he
happened to arrive over a mountain, otherw se, the drop
woul d have been a great deal nore significant. Fortunately,
al so, that the steel torus had kept the machine fromtum
bling, otherw se the tanks night have ruptured on the way
down the mountain slope and the results would have been
fatal. And it was fortunate that the little man named M ck
had been there to force the door |oose, but right about there,
the few fortunate things about this entire epi sode ended.

He had clearly traveled a lot further back into the past
than he'd intended. He wasn't quite sure how. In the initial
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experiments he had conducted w th Bugs, everything seened

to have worked perfectly. But then, for all he knew, Bugs had
al so travel ed back further into the past than he'd thought.
The encouragi ng thing was that Bugs had made it back, and

i n one piece. The discouraging thing was that unlike Bugs,
Brewster no | onger had a ride. Unless..

There was still that first time machine, the one that had
departed on a one-way trip, thanks to the faulty switch in
the auto-return nodul e. The settings on both machi nes had
been the same. Therefore, it stood to reason that the first
machi ne was here, as well. Werever "here" was. At |east,
Brewster earnestly hoped that was the case; otherw se, he
was st uck.



Brewst er approached the still-smoki ng weckage of what
used to be his time machine and stared at it disconsolately.

"I amtruly sorry about your chariot, Good Brewster,"

said McMurphy uneasily. "If there is any way that | can
make amends, you have but to ask and | shall do it, if "tis
wi thin my power."

"Hmm " said Brewster. "Perhaps there is. You woul dn't
happen to have seen another, uh, chariot |ike that around
here anywhere, would you?"

McMur phy frowned. "I do not think so. Good Master
What did it ook Iike?"

"Ch, yes, of course, you didn't really see it, did you?"
Brewster said. He turned to Mck. "K>« got a good | ook at
it, though, didn't you? Wuld you recogni ze one that was
just like it if you sawit?"

"Aye, that | would," said Mck confidently.

"So then you' ve seen one before?" asked Brewster
eagerly.

"I can say with certitude that | have not," Mck replied.
"Ch," said Brewster, his spirits falling. He sighed. Now
what ?
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* * *

"Well, "tis not nuch, but 'tis hone," said Mck as
Brewst er ducked down low to get through the tiny doorway.
"Bit close for sonmeone your size," added M ck apol ogeti -
cally, "but I don't get much conpany, you see."

"Ch, it's... charming," said Brewster, bent over al nost
conpl etely double to avoid banging his head on the ceiling.

The little thatch-roofed cabin in the woods | ooked |ike a
child's playhouse, set in a clearing next to a somewhat

| arger structure nmade of stone that housed Mck's forge and
shop.

"You'd likely be nmore confortable in the smthy," Mck
said, "but I'lIl have to clean it up sonme. Still, at |east there's
roomfor a human to stretch out in there."

"You're very kind," said Brewster. "l really appreciate
your hospitality. | wouldn't want to put you to any trouble."

"Ch, '"tis no trouble at all. Good Brewster," M ck
replied. " Tis not every day | have the privilege to entertain
a great personage such as yourself."



"I wish you'd call nme Doc,"
friends call ne Doc."

said Brewster. "Al ny

"Well, 'tis a privilege, indeed," said Mck. "Doc it shal
be, then. My fall name is Mchael Tinothy O Fallon, at
your service, but nost people call me Mck. Are you a
drinkin' man?"

"Yes, | think | could use a drink," said Brewster, sitting
down cross-1legged behind a large, albeit very low, table.

"I have just the thing," said Mck, producing a pair of
tankards, which he filled froma |large ceramc jug. Brewster
noticed that although nost things in the little cabin were on
a mniature scale, the tankards were certainly man-sized.

M ck raised his tankard solemly and offered a toast.
"May your path be free of dragons, and may your life be
| ong. May you never lack for nmaidens that will fill your

heart with song. May your courage never waver and your
bl ade be ever true, and should your eneny be braver, may
he not run as fast as you."

He | ooked at Brewster expectantly.

"Uh... over the lips and past the guns, |ook out, stom
ach, here it cones," Brewster said rather |anely.

M ck beaned and drained his tankard at one gulp, then
smacked his lips, patted his mddle, and said, "Ahhhhh."

Brewster took a sip and gagged. It felt as if he'd swall owed
drain cleaner. The noxious liquid burned its way down his
esophagus |ike sul phuric acid spiked with white phosphorus.

H s eyes bugged out and he nade a sound like the death
rattle of a horse as he clutched at his throat and fought for
br eat h.

"Good, eh?" Mck said, grinning at him " 'Tis ny
special recipie. Brewed fromthe root of the peregrine bush.
'"Tis a lengthy process, unless you don't count the tine it
takes to chase down the damm bushes and westle "emto ne
ground. Thorny little bastards, too."

Brewster was turning an interesting shade of nottled
pur pl e.

"OfF course, 'tis the agin' process that nmakes all the
difference," Mck continued, refilling his own tankard. He
held the jug up and raised his eyebrows, but all Brewster
could manage was a viol ent shake of his head and an
enphysem ¢ wheeze.

"So then," Mck continued, taking another hearty swal -

| ow of the odious brew, "if | understand correctly, your
chariot has brought you here froma distant city known as
London, but there was sonethin' to the spell that went

am ss, as this was not the intended destination of your
journey, aml right, then?"



Brewst er gasped for breath and nodded weakly. His
vi sion was starting to blur.
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" Tis the sort of thing that happens, sonetimes, with a
spell," said Mck, nodding synmpathetically. "Even to the

best of w zards. It's happened to nme, y'know, with sonme of

my potions, not that | claimto be an adept, of course. Far
be it fromme to do any such foolish thing. I know the law, I
do. I"'mmerely a student of the art of alchenmy. 'Tis a hobby,
bein' as I'"'mone of the little people and therefore fey,
though '"tis a shane we're not permtted to join the Guild."

While Mck | oquaciously warmed to his subject, Brewster
sinmply sat there with his eyes glazing over. He didn't really
hear what M ck was sayi ng because of the |oud buzzing in

hi s ears.

"Not that I'mconplainin', mnd you," Mck continued.
"I"'msure the directors of the Guild know best, and I would
never gainsay them but | do think we little people have
somethin' to contribute. Tisn't true, y'know, that we're al

m schi evous and devious tricksters. |'ve no idea how that
runor got about, for there's not a grain of truth to it. Still
there you have it."

Brewster's pupils had beconme extrenely dilated. He coul dn't
nove a nuscl e.

"My custonmers come to nme because they know ny

reputation as a craftsman,” Mck went on. "You'll not find

a better blade in these parts than one forged by M ck

O Fallon, nind you, yet each and every one of them cones
thinkin' that I'lIl cheat them 'Tis what they've been brought
up to expect fromleprechauns, y'see. Malicious gossip. Not

a word of truth init. Don't ask me how it all got started,
haven't the faintest clue. Unless it was the elves. | wouldn't
put it past them Never did trust elves. Bloody great |ot of
troubl emakers, if you ask me. Never did a lick of honest

work in their lives. Spend all their time sittin' '"round in
cof f eehouses, playin' their guitars and tal kin' about phil oso-
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phy and whatnot. Ever try to have a conversation with an
elf? "Tis like openin" a book in the bl oody mddle."

Wthout a word, Brewster slowy keeled over and crashed
to the floor.

"Ch, dear," said Mck, staring at his inert formon the
floor. "Poor chap nmust've been tired fromhis journey, and
here | am talkin' his ear off. Well, we'll make up a nice
straw bed for you in the smthy and | et you have a nice rest,
shall we? Then in the nomin', perhaps if you' re not too



busy, you m ght take a |l ook at my al chemical |aboratory."

He got up fromhis chair, went around the table, and
effortlessly picked Brewster up in his arnms. He was as stiff
as a dead carp.

"Never had the benefit of a real sorcerer's advice, y'know, "
said Mck. "Always had to muddl e through sort of on ne

own. Still, if you're stuck here till you can build anot her
magi ¢ chariot, well then, perhaps you m ght consider takin'
me on as an apprentice. |I'ma good worker, | am Leam

fast, too. Never can tell, if | get good enough, | might even

convince the @Guild to let ne join, though of course, that's
probably too nmuch to hope for."

He smacked Brewster's head against the door frame as he
carried himout of the house to the snithy.

"Qoops. Sorry about that. Feelin' no pain, are you?
Good. Be a bit of a bump though. Tell himhe got it when
he fell over. Aye, that's what 1'll do."

He carried Brewster into the snmithy and prepared a straw
bed, well away fromthe forge, just to be on the safe side.
Then he laid himdown gently and covered himwth a

frayed and faded bl anket.

"There, | guess that'll do you proper. Sleep well, Brewster

Doc. In the mornin' we'll see about gettin' you settled. W
haven't had a sorcerer in these parts for quite a spell, no pun
i ntended. Folks will be right pleased and excited. Never
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know, you m ght even consider stayin'. | imagine there's
many adepts in a big city like your London. What's one
| ess, eh? Sure, and they'll never mss you."

Brewster awoke in the norning to something rubbing up

against him It felt scratchy. He grunted and rolled over onto
his other side. He frowned. H s bed felt funny. He had

al ways |liked a hard mattress, but the bed felt very soft for
some strange reason and it crackled when he noved. It al so
felt somewhat bristly. He frowned and lay still for a no-

ment, still on the edge of wakeful ness. Something rubbed

up agai nst himonce again and he felt a pricking sensation

"Quch! Panela, stop that," he nmunbled. "Your nails are
[ ong. "

He shifted in bed and once again felt it crackle beneath
him It also snmelled strange, he suddenly noticed. He
sniffed several times experinentally. The scent was not
unpl easant. He opened his eyes and found that he was |ying
on a bed of straw.

Straw? For a nonent he felt disoriented. And then

somet hi ng started rubbing up agai nst himonce again, with a
rustling sort of sound, and he felt that sane scratchy,
prickling sensation.



"Panela..."

He roll ed over and got a faceful of |eaves and sharp little
mons. He cried out with pain and surprise, recoiled, and
rolled out of the straw bed onto the floor. Wth a convul sive,
rustling novenent, the small bush recoiled in the opposite
direction, scuttling off toward the wall, where it seenmed to
huddl e fearfully, it's reddi sh-gold, heart-shaped | eaves trem
bling slightly.

"What the hell..." said Brewster, staring at the little
bush, wi de-eyed.

Tentatively, the little bush scuttled forward, noving to-
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ward hima few feet. Brewster backed away, crablike, across
the floor. The little bush stopped, its leaves rustling. Then it
started noving toward hi m once agai n.

Al ar med, Brewster scooted back agai nst the opposite
wal | . "Get back!" he cried out.

The little bush scuttled backward a few feet, its | eaves
trenbl i ng once again.

"Ah, so you're up then," Mck said. He picked up a

straw broom fromthe conmer and urged the little bush away.
"Go on now, off with you! Go on, get! Stop annoying the
conpany, you foolish thing, you!"

Bewi | dered, Brewster watched as the little red-gold bush
retreated fromthe broomw elded by the little man. "What
is it?" he asked, astonished.

"What, this useless thing?" Mck jerked his head toward
t he bush, now cowering uncertainly in a coner, its |eaves
trenbling violently. "Wy, 'tis a peregrine bush. Doc."

"A peregrine bush?"

"Aye, you'll recall I was tellin'" you last night how y' have
to chase the damm things down to make the brew? Peregrine
wine, | call it."

The bush started to trenble even nore violently.

"Ch, calmdown, you silly thing," Mck snapped at it.
"I"'mnot for cookin' you up yet, though if you don't behave

yourself, | just mght toss you in the pot for good neasure."
He turned to Brewster. "Wuldn't do much good, really.
This one's still too inmmture. Make the wine taste bitter and

it wouldn't be nearly so potent, y'see.”

Brewster rubbed his head. "It seened pretty potent | ast



ni ght," he said, though strangely, he didn't have anything
resenbling a hangover. Only a slight bump on his head he
must have got fromfalling over. Just the same, that one
swal | ow had been enough to paral yze him

"Ah, well, it takes some gettin' used to," M ck expl ai ned.
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"I"ve never heard of a bush that could nove," said
Brewster, "except for tunbl eweeds, and they're bl own by
the wind."

"Are they, now?" said Mck. "Well, |'ve never heard of

t hese tunbl eweeds mnysel f, but there's nore peregrine bushes
than you can shake a stick at in these parts. Mst of the
time, they just stay planted in the soil, as any decent,

sel f-respectin' shrub shoul d do, but sonetimes they just
uproot thensel ves and take to wanderin' about. Every year
around this time, they pull up their roots and start travelin
like a great big thorny herd, from Bi mam Wod all the way
to Dunsinane Hill. Faith, and | don't know why. They j ust
do, that's all. Bimamto Dunsi nane, Dunsinane to Bi mam
back and forth, Iike a bloody, great anbul atory hedge. Like
enough to drive you mad, and there's no tumin' 'em You

get yourself caught in their path and you're liable to get
sliced to ribbons."

"That's incredible," said Brewster. "|'ve never heard of
such a thing! Mgratory bushesT

"Aye, silly, isn't it? But there you have it. This one's just
a wee sprout. | keep it about to anuse ne, and so's | can
learn a bit about their habits, the better to catch 'em when
their roots are ripe, y'see. But it's a bloody stupid thing.
Harm ess, really, but always gettin' underfoot. Still, it kind
of grows on you. Grows on you! That's a good one, eh?

Grows on you!" M ck cackl ed and sl apped his ruscul ar

t hi gh.

Brewster eyed the little thorn bush apprehensively. Its
| eaves seened to be drooping dejectedly.

"I don't seemto remenber very nuch about |ast night,"
he said. "Did you bring me here?"

"Aye, that | did, after you passed out. Never did see it hit
anyone quite so hard before, but | suppose if you' re not
used to it, the wine can have a bit of a kick."
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"I"ll say," said Brewster

"You'll say what?" asked M ck

"That it can have a bit of a kick," said Brewster.
"Strange, though, | feel particularly refreshed this norning."

"It has that effect on you," Mck replied, nodding. "You



have to be careful, though. Drink enough of the stuff and
you'll want to be takin' on an arny all by yourself. The
brigands buy it fromne by the cartload, they do. Use up
just about every batch | brew each year. Drink so rmuch of
it, they're all a bit touched in the head." M ck tapped his
crani um for enphasis.

"Brigands," Brewster repeated. "Brigands and m grat o-
ry bushes. What sort of place is this? Were aml, exactly,
M ck?"

"S'trewth, and this London of yours must be terribly far
off. Well, to be exact now, you're in Mck O Fallon's
smthy, next to Mck O Fallon's cottage at the edge of the
Redwood Forest, by the Gulfstream Waters."

"That sounds vaguely fam liar, for sone reason," Brewster
said, frowning, "though | can't for the life of me remenber
why." Wthout realizing it, he humed hal f a bar of "This
Land I's Your Land." He shook his head and shrugged.

"Can't place it. W are still in England, though, right?"

"Ing Land?" Mck said, frowning. "Faith, Doc, 'tis not

Ing Land. S'trewh, and |'ve never heard of this Ing Land.
You are in the Kingdom of Frank."

"The Ki ngdom of FrankT' said Brewster.

"Aye, the Kingdom of Frank. It used to be the Ki ngdom

of Corwin, y'see, only Frank the Usurper had hi m nurdered
and then usurped the throne, bein' as that's what usurpers
do. He issued a decree that had the name changed to the

Ki ngdom of Prank. 'Twas a long tinme ago, and all the kings
since then have been nanmed Prank, y'see, because 'tis easier
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than changin' the nane of the kingdom every tinme a new
heir to the throne comes al ong."

Brewster | ooked as if he wasn't sure if Mck was pulling

his leg or not. "Are you pulling my | eg?" he asked.
"Well, now why would I want to do a thing |ike that?"

asked M ck, puzzl ed.

"We are in the Kingdom of FrankT

"Aye, the Kingdom of Prank, in the Land of Dam"

" "Dam ?" said Brewster, |ooking totally confused.
"You nmean to tell ne you've never heard of Dan?" said

Mck with surprise. "Faith, and y' nmust have cone a fair
l ong way, then. Aye, | suppose you nust have, for | have

never heard of Ing Land, neither."
"Where is DanP" Brewster asked.

"Why, on the edge of the Qulfstream Waters, of course,”



Mck said. "Tis named for Dam the Navigator, who first
di scovered it, y' see."

"Dam the Navigator?" Brewster said, staring at Mck

bl ankl y.

"Aye. He discovered it by m stake. He was |ost, y'see.”

Brewster closed his eyes. "This isn't really happening,"

he said. "I'mjust having a dream None of this is real. |I'm
going to wake up any mnute now and Panela will be lying

ri ght beside ne, wearing her green face mask."

"You sleep with a wench that wears a nmask?" said M ck
"S'trewmh, and if she was that ugly, why did you take up
with her? O is it that she cane with a grand dow y?"

"Nope," said Brewster, shaking his head. "Nope, this
isn't happening." He glanced toward the comer. "Cone

here, bush."

The bush rustled slightly.
"Come on, | won't hurt you,'

Brewster cajol ed. "Cone
over here."
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Hesitantly, the bush rustled over toward him Brewster
reached out and stuck his hand into its thorny branches.

The bush rapidly retreated to its coner, where it huddl ed,
guaki ng.

"Well, now what did you want to go and do a thing like
that for?" Mck asked, frowning at him

Brewster stared at the scratches on his hand. They weren't
very deep, because the bush was small and its thorns

weren't very long, but it had hurt just the sane. He watched
as thin lines of blood welled up in the cuts.

"I"'mnot dreanming," he said in a dazed tone, "unless
I"'mdreaming this, too." He tried to recall if he'd ever
dreaned of feeling pain.

M ck canme over and stood before him staring at himw th
concern. "Sure, and it's no dreamyou're havin'. Doc," he
said. "l can see you're troubled, what with your magic
chariot bein' broke and all, but in time, you can build
yoursel f another. In the neantinme, 'tis not as if you're al
al one, y'know. You've got Mck O Fallon to stand by you."

Brewster sighed. "You don't understand, Mck," he said
norosely. "lIt's not that easy. You' ve been very kind, and



appreci ate your hospitality, but my, uh, magic chariot is
beyond repair, and | doubt 1'll ever be able to build another
one. I'll sinply never be able to find the necessary materials
here. The conditions seem nuch too primtive. |I'mafraid

|'"ve traveled a great deal further than |I intended. And there
may be no way back."

"Well, the journey may be long," said Mck, "yet each
journey begins with but a single step, y' know. In due tineg,
after you' ve rested and we' ve nmade sone plans, you can

make your way to the coast and find a ship that'll take you
across the @ul fstream Waters, back to your London, in the
Land of Ing."
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"I"'mafraid it's not that sinple, Mck," said Brewster

"Where | need to go, no ship can take nme, unless it's a ship
that can travel across time."

M ck frowned, puzzled. "I don't understand," he said.
Brewster took a deep breath. "Well, it'll take sone

expl aining," he said. "And, quite frankly, | don't think
you'll believe me. It's a long story."

"I's it now?" said Mck with a smle. "Well, it just so

happens that I'"'min the nood for a good story. Come on
then. You can tell me all about it over breakfast."

CHAPTER
THREE

Brewster had never been in the habit of having nuch

nore for breakfast than a cup of coffee and a piece of toast
or two. Yet, despite the fact that he was rather hungry for a
change, Brewster knew he could never even nake a dent in

all the provender that Mck had laid out on the table. He

now knew where the phrase "groaning board" had cone

from

"There, now, | think that should do for a wee nomn'

snack," said Mck, surveying the table with pleasure and
smacking his lips over the snoked nmeats, the huge circul ar
bread | oaves, the jars of preserves and jans and jellies, the
basket of hard-boil ed eggs, the sausages, the vegetables, the
roast turkey, the fruits, the flapjacks, the pot of tea, and of
course, the jug of peregrine wne.

"Dig in, Doc, before your belly starts a-runmblin'.

Brewst er wat ched, astonished, as his host tore off a |large
turkey |l eg and devoured it in less tinme than it took himto
put honey in his tea.

Breakfast with a | eprechaun can be a rather disquieting
experience if you're not used to it, as only dwarfs and
43
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dragons are known to have greater appetites. Dwarfs, how
ever, are slightly larger in stature than nost |eprechauns,
and dragons are considerably larger, but Brewster didn't

know about either dwarfs or dragons yet. In fact, he didn't
even know about | eprechauns, exactly, because he stil

hadn't fully realized what sort of situation his tinme machi ne
had popped himinto and he thought M ck was a m dget.

To be perfectly fair, Brewster's ignorance up to this point
was not entirely inexcusable. Wile Mck had made a poi nt
of mentioning that he was one of the "little people," the
term al so happened to apply to nmidgets in the world that
Brewster canme from so Brewster had not connected it with

| epr echauns. Perhaps he night have noticed that Mck's ears
were unusually large and slightly pointed (unlike elves,
whose ears are in proportion, but are very pointed), only
M ck wore his hair rather |Iong and shaggy and Brewster
never really got a good | ook at his ears. And the previous
night, while M ck had been discussing things |like elves and
such, Brewster had not been in any condition to pay very

cl ose attention

Now, the peregrine bush did, indeed, cone as a bit of a
surprise to him and you m ght think that woul d have cl ued
himin to the fact that he wasn't in Kansas anynore, as a
little girl named Dorothy once put it. However, if there's
one thing scientists know, especially the very bright ones,
it's that there is an awful lot they don't know This is why
they're scientists.

Bot any was never Brewster's field of expertise. Though

he had never heard of migratory bushes, he knew that didn't
necessarily mean such things did not exist. Quite obviously,
they did exist, for he had seen one. And been scratched by
one, no less. Had Brewster been a botanist, he would have
known there was no record of any such plant as a peregrine
bush. However, in that case, rather than i mediately | eap-
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ing to the conclusion that he had sonehow been transported
to another world, chances were he woul d have t hought he'd
made a new di scovery. He woul d undoubtedly have becone
tremendously excited, with visions of publication and Latin
nanes such as Phil odendron Brewstoricus dancing through

his head. But Brewster was not a botanist, and as is often
the case with scientists, he was not terribly concerned with
any new devel opnents outside his chosen field. He found

t he peregrine bush nmerely a peculiar curiosity and nothing
nor e.

For the nonment he had a rather nore pressing problemon

hi s hands. Nanely, trying to figure out where the hell in

space and tine he was. This is how scientists are, you

under stand. When they're working on a knotty probl em

they tend not to let little distractions |ike anbul atory bushes
get in their way.

H story was not Brewster's chosen field of study, either



and while he was not entirely ignorant of the subject, he
couldn't for the life of himrecall if there was a part of
Engl and that had once been known as Dam w th a kingdom
init ruled by a succession of nmonarchs named Frank. He
knew t hat there had been a bunch of Richards, and a George
or two, so it did not seementirely unreasonable that a few
Pranks mi ght have slipped in there somewhere.

He al so knew that little was known about the very early

hi story of Engl and, when there were Celts and Picts and

Druids and various other bogtrotters in the nei ghborhood.

(Even Franks, for that matter, which probably only added to

his confusion.) Wat little was known about this period had

cone down fromthe Romans, in the witings of people such

as Julius Caesar, and unfortunately, Caesar had spent |ess

time describing the various tribes and cultures he'd encountered
than he did in describing how he butchered them While this
general lack of know edge nade for a good deal of |eeway
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for witers of fantasy novels, it was not much help to
Brewster. There were lots of |egends, but unfortunately,
little in the way of cold, hard facts.

Brewster believed that he had sonehow travel ed a | ot

further back in tine than he'd intended, and that he was
now stranded (tenporarily, he hoped) in the early pagan
days of Engl and, when people had believed in such things

as sorcerers and magic. As a result, Mck had erroneously
assumed he was a sorcerer and Brewster had decided it

woul d only conplicate things unnecessarily if he attenpted
to di sabuse himof that notion. (This was not, as it would
turn out, a very wi se decision, for it would lead to nore
conplications than Brewster could inmagine, but let's not get

ahead of the story.)
As he sat there at the large, albeit very low, table in

M ck's cottage, watching Mck wol fi ng down enough gro-
ceries to feed an average famly of six for a week, Brewster
did the best he could to give his host an explanation of his
situation—er, at |east, what he thought his situation was.
(Now this was not an easy thing to do, so there's not nuch
point in trying to reproduce the dial ogue. To begin wth,
there was a ot of hemm ng and hawi ng and nervous t hroat
clearing, as nost scientists are not very good public speak-
ers, and the conversation was interspersed with many inter-
esting, if totally irrelevant, digressions, and expl anati ons of
t he expl anations, which in turn had to be expl ained, all of
whi ch was punctuated by the occasional rafter-rattling belch
fromMck. Quite aside fromall this, you saw what happened
when we discussed tinme travel in Chapter One, and |I'm sure
you woul dn't want to go through that again.)

Suffice it to say that this discussion took a while, because
time travel is difficult enough to explain to someone who's
read science fiction novels and seen Steven Spiel berg fil ns,
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but Mck was a product of his world and of his time and, as
such, did not possess those cultural advantages.

Wl |, you can probably guess what the result was. Aside
fromthe fact that Mck becane hopel essly confused, by the
time Brewster was finished, the | eprechaun believed nore
firmy than ever that Brewster was not only a master

sorcerer, but quite possibly one of the greatest w zards of al
tine.

This is not an uncomon phenomenon. As nost politi-

ci ans, evangelists, and coll ege professors know, if you
really want to inpress people with the magnitude of your
intelligence and the scope of your abilities, the best thing
you can do is to confuse them I|f they can't make any sense
of what you're saying, they're likely to assune it's way over
their heads and that, consequently, you nust be a genius, or
at the very |least an expert in your field.

M ck was no exception. He was pretty bright, and for a

| eprechaun, that's sayi ng sonething, because while |epre-
chauns don't have nuch in the way of formal education

they are the all-time chanps at street smarts. Since Brewster,
intrying to explain things to him nade no attenpt to

di stingui sh between sorcery and sci ence, M ck cane away
fromthis discussion with a slightly distorted view of the
actual facts. And the actual facts could be confusing enough
all by thensel ves. (Remenber when we covered Buckyballs

back in Chapter One? You thought your narrator made that

up, didn't you? Well, | didn't, but don't take nmy word for
it. Ask Isaac Asinov about them he knows everything.

Anyway, imagine how it must have sounded to soneone

who had never even heard of science.)

To Mck, the whole thing clearly smacked of al cheny,

whi ch was his great passion, and even though he had

trouble follow ng Brewster's explanations, he was enornmously
i mpressed. Awed, in fact. For Brewster, as he now per-
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ceived him was obviously not only a sorcerer of the first
rank, but a naster alchemist, as well. And if he was a
mast er al chemi st, that meant he had attained the goal that al
al chem sts devote their whole lives to pursuing—the secret

of the Phil osopher's Stone.

The secret of the Phil osopher's Stone, you understand,

was the alchemist's Holy Gail. (Actually, this is a rather
faulty anal ogy, since the Holy Gail was the chalice used by
Christ at the Last Supper and this is another universe
entirely, so Mck wouldn't know the Holy Grail froma

Di xie cup.) In the universe that Brewster cane from

al chem sts were w zards of a sort who played with rather
primtive chem stry sets and sought the secret of changing
base netals into gold. This was known as the secret of the
Phi | osopher's Stone. (Don't ask why they referred to it this
way, your narrator hasn't the faintest idea. Perhaps they



t hought that if they found just the right rock to toss into the
athanor, this would turn the trick. Who knows?)

In any case, in this particular universe, gold was so

conmmon as to be relatively worthless. It could be found

lying around all over the place, in alnpbst every streanbed
and rock formation, and while it was rather pretty, it wasn't
valuable at all. It was often used for plates and goblets and
worren sonetimes used it for junk jewelry. (If Brewster had
been | ess preoccupi ed, he m ght have noticed that his plate,
his utensils, his teacup, and his saucer were all made of
hamrered gol d, but then he hadn't noticed that the sun rose
in the west and set in the east, either, which was definitely
not the way things normally occurred.

The point being, in Mck's universe, the secret of the

Phi | osopher's Stone did not refer to turning base netals into
gold at all, because there was already plenty of the stuff
around. The secret was jealously protected by the elite of
the Sorcerers and Adepts Guild (comonly known as the
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@Quild or, sinply, SAG. It involved a series of rather crude
| aboratory procedures and a whol e slew of conplicated
incantations, die result of which was the creation of the
nost val uable nmetal in all the twenty-seven ki ngdonms—ni ck-
allirium

Ni ckal liriumwas nme rarest and nost precious of all

netals, since only sorcerers who were master al chemists

could make it. Its chief virtues were that it was very light
and strong, resistant to corrosion, and could easily be
worked. It had a silvery color and was used chiefly as a
nmedi um of exchange. The coins made from nickal lirium

were very light, a serious consideration in an econony

based entirely on cash and barter, and since only die elite of
me Sorcerers and Adepts Guild had the secret of the

Phi | osopher's Stone—that is, me secret of making nickallirium
from base metal s—they consequently had a |l ot of pull.
(Monarchs had a tendency to be polite to wizards who coul d
not only cast nasty spells at them but who held the reins of
t he econony, as well. The conbi nati on was al nost as

dangerous as a congressman who al so happens to be a

lawer.) As a result, the Guild was the single nost powerful
body in all the twenty-seven kingdons, rather |ike ne
Teanst er s.

The @uild was very protective of its power, and because

of this, they had a certain way of doing things. Only
dues-payi ng nenbers of the Guild were entitled to represent
t hensel ves as sorcerers or adepts, and not just anyone could
join. To begin with, a GQuild nenber had to be human.

(This was not actually witten in the byl aws, as SAG did not
wi sh to be accused of prejudice, but in practice, that was
how it worked.) A prospective @iild nmenber had to denon-
strate a worki ng knowl edge of magic. (There was a test,
conplete with rmultiple choice and essay questions, at (he
end of which there was a lab quiz.) A prospective Guild
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menber al so had to have a sponsor who was al ready a
dues- payi ng nenber of SAG and he or she had to have

served a period of apprenticeship with said sponsor, the

duration of which was up to the sponsor's discretion. (In
ot her words, you couldn't take the test until your sponsor
deci ded you were ready.)

Ranking in the Quild was deternmi ned solely by the Guild
Council, elected by master menbers of the Guild for life.
(Rather like being a Supreme Court justice. Elections were
hel d only when there was a vacancy, and a vacancy occurred
only when there was a death. However, that happened fairly
frequently, as the master menbers of the Guild were nothing
if not conpetitive.) And the nost jeal ously guarded secret
of the Guild was the secret of the Phil osopher's Stone.

The only way to leamthe secret was to discover it for
yoursel f and denonstrate it to the Council's satisfaction
which resulted in elevation to the rank of master al chem st
and an appointnment to the Ways and Means Conmmittee.

Only a nere handful of people knew the secret and M ck
realized that if he was able to discover it, then according to
their own bylaws, there was no way the Guild coul d deny

hi m menbership, even if he wasn't human. And nore than
anything, Mck longed to be a master al chem st.

The way Mck sawit, if he could convince Brewster to

take himon as an apprentice, then he would have a sponsor

and that would get himover the first hurdle. Once Brewster
accepted himas an apprentice, then perhaps he'd help him

| eamthe secret of the Philosopher's Stone, which Mck was
certain Brewster knew. And, in fact, he did. Brewster knew
what nickalliriumwas, you see. He nerely knew it by

anot her nane.

Al um num

VWhi ch expl ai ns why M ck was now staring at himw th
absol utely stunned, slack-jawed astoni shnent as Brewster
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renoved a splinter he'd picked up in his palmfromthe
rough surface of the wooden table. Mck was staring at his
little tweezers, you see. Little tweezers made out of pure
nickallirium the rarest and nost precious netal in the
uni verse. (Mck's universe, that is. The m nd boggl es at
what his reaction mght have been if he could have seen a
recycling conpactor.) Moreover, these little tweezers had
been produced out of a peculiar object the Iike of which
M ck had never seen before in all his life. The peculiar
object was Brewster's trusty little Swiss Arny knife.

Now, to those of you who night be anobng the uninitiated

few, those poor, deprived souls who have never had the

pl easure of owning a genuine Swiss Arny knife, it should

be said that a Swiss . Arny knife is unquestionably one of ne



crowni ng achi evenments of human civilization. (They nake
neat little Christmas presents, too.) However, this is the sort
of realization one cones to gradually.

A gift of a Swiss Army knife to sonmeone who has never
owned one before is quite likely to result in raised eyebrows
and a somewhat awkward, "Oh. Gee... thanks. I've... uh

al ways wanted one of these." To which the correct
response should be, "You're very welcome,” and a know
ing little smle. Because, you see, such an individual has
not yet been enlightened. But enlightenment will cone,
don't worry. It may conme soon, or it may take a little tine,
especially if the recipient of this bountiful gift thoughtlessly
tucks it away inside a purse or a desk drawer and forgets
about it for a while. However, it will come eventually, for
sooner or later, that Swiss Arny knife will be renmenbered
and its skills brought into play.

Perhaps, as in Brewster's case at the nonment, it will take
a splinter that one needs tweezers to renove. Perhaps a cord
on a package will need cutting, or a screwwll require

ti ghteni ng when there is no tool box handy, or a toothpick
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wi || be needed when there aren't any around, or there will
arise a need for a handy pair of scissors and there will be no
scissors to be found... but wait! Wasn't there a scissor

bl ade on that Swiss Army knife? And then, once a person
realizes just how useful this marvelous little piece of cutlery
can be, they will never want to be without it.

They m ght even go out and buy a second one, with a

di fferent set of blades, because the one they've got doesn't
have a saw or a nmagnifying glass, and there may arise a

need to keep another in the tool box or the kitchen drawer,
one for the office, a tiny one to keep on a key chain, and so
forth, until one is the proud owner of several of these
wonder ful contraptions and comes to a true appreciation of
just how practical and useful they can be.

And then, when the ultimte stage of enlightennent is
achi eved, that individual starts handing out Swi ss Arny

knives as gifts to friends and rel atives, who will probably
respond with rai sed eyebrows and an awkward, "OCh.
Cee... thanks. I've... uh... always wanted one of these."

But then, such is the nature of the benefits of advanced
civilization. One doesn't always recognize themat first.

(You m ght think the preceding was a rather |ong and

poi ntl ess expository lunp, but rest assured, it wasn't. Actu-
ally, it was an intrusive narrative aside, but we'll |eave such
technical ternms for graduate students and people who wite
literary criticism The point is, it had a purpose. Qite aside
fromthe fact that your narrator happens to be fond of

kni ves, due to a rather troubled childhood, Sw ss Arny

kni ves and the enlightening effect they have on peopl e play



an inportant part in Brewster's story. Renenber, always
trust your narrator.)

Now, where were we?

Oh, right. Brewster is sitting at a deci mated snorgasbord
and trying to remove a splinter fromhis palmwth his trusty
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little pair of tweezers, while Mck is watching with anaze-
ment. Onward. ..

"There, that's got it," Brewster said, plucking out the
splinter with his tweezers. He glanced up at Mck, saw the
expression on his face, and frowned. "Wat is it?"

"Faith, and | was about to ask you that very thing," said
Mck. "A wee pair of tongs, is it?"

"Ch, you nean these?" said Brewster. "They're called
tweezers. "

n W]y?ll
Brewster frowned again. "I'mnot sure, exactly. Perhaps
because wonen used themto pluck out their eyebrows."

M ck raised his. "Wat?"

"It was called tweezing, | think," said Brewster, uncer-
tain because etynol ogy was not his field of expertise,
either. It occurred to himthat for a scientist there was an
awful lot of stuff he didn't know, but then, for a scientist,
that sort of thought tends to be reassuring.

"Winen actually do that in your Ing Land?" Mck said
wi th amazenment. "Watever would a woman want to pluck
her eyebrows out for?"

"Well, it used to be the fashion," Brewster replied. "But
eyebrows are back in style again." He frowed. "O at | east
they will be, in another few thousand years or so."

"Faith, and |I've never heard the like of it!" said M ck.
"But why is it that you have such a | arge sheath for such a
wee little pair of tongs?"

"Hrmm?" said Brewster. "OCh, you nean this thing?"
He smiled. "It's not a sheath. It's a Swiss Arny knife."

He passed it across the table to M ck.

Now, this wasn't one of the cheaper nodels, but a del uxe
one, with two regular knife blades, a screwdriver, a can
opener, a bottle opener, a saw, a nagnifying glass, a

scissors, an awl, a corkscrew, a toothpick, and, of course,
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tweezers. In other words, the whole shebang. It had red
pl astic handles with the authentic Sw ss cross enbl em on
one side that marked it as the genuine article. Mck
naturally, took it to be Brewster's crest.

He turned the knife over and over in his hands, and being
both an arnorer and a | eprechaun, as well as an amateur

al chemi st (in other words, a fairly clever fellow), it didn't
take himvery long to figure out how it worked. He opened

it and stared at each bl ade with speechl ess wonder.

One of the reasons for his speechl essness was the sheer

i ngenuity of the thing. As an arnorer, he was i mediately
able to grasp its practicality. The other reason for his
astoni shment, aside fromthe tweezers made of nickallirium
was the material the bl ades were nade of. Being an arnor-

er, Mck knew a great deal about blades of all sorts. Most of
his were made of iron, sone were nade of bronze, and a

few-a very fewwere nade of steel. However, this was

steel of a sort known in Brewster's universe as Danmascus
steel, highly prized for its strength and ability to hold an
edge, and because it was so difficult to make. It took a
mast er swordmaker, and a great deal of time, involving

endl ess folding of the netal and |ots of hamrering and
guenching and stuff like that (put it this way, it was conpli-
cated), and the result was a thing of beauty, a tenpered

bl ade that had colorful ripples running through it, due to the

fol ding and | ayeri ng process.

However, Brewster's knife was nade of stainless steel

and consequently, there were no ripples in the surface of the
bl ades. They were bright and snmooth and sharp and shiny,

whi ch baffled Mck conpletely. No matter how cl osely he

| ooked at the metal, he could not detect the slightest ripple
or discoloration. He was thunderstruck

"Truly, '"tis a thing of beauty!" he said with awe as he
held the knife up to the light com ng through the w ndow.
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"See how it gleanms! |I have never seen such craft in all ny
days! Who made this wondrous many- bl aded knife for
you?"

"Victorinox," said Brewster absently, taking a sip of tea.

"Then, truly, this Victorinox nust be the greatest arnorer
inall the world!'" said Mck as he stared at the knife with
reverential respect. "Nay, no mere arnorer, but a true artist!
Ch, would that | could | eam how to craft such a wondrous

bl ade! "

"Ch, it shouldn't be really all that difficult," said Brewster
casual ly.

Mck stared at himw th disbelief. "Not difficult! Meanin'
no of fense, Doc, but | do not think you understand what it
means to forge a blade. And a bl ade such as this..." Mck



shook his head with hunble admration. "I know of no
arnorer anywhere in the twenty-seven ki ngdons who coul d
make such a bl ade!"

Brewst er shrugged as he poured hinself another cup of

tea. "Well, I"'msure you're right, Mck, but it's just a
matter of knowi ng how, you see. It really wouldn't be that
conplicated, actually." He pursed his lips, thoughtfully.
"OfF course, mass production would be rather difficult, but
on alimted scale... why, yes, | don't see why it couldn't
be done. The work would all have to be done by hand, of
course, so it would be somewhat nore tine consum ng, but
not at all inmnpossible.”

M ck | ooked very dubi ous, but he al so suddenly | ooked

very interested. "You nean to tell ne. Doc, that you would
know how t o make a many- bl aded knife such as this?"

"Well, I"'mnot an arnorer,"” Brewster adnmitted, "but
then again, you are, and what | lack in specific know edge

of that craft, you could undoubtedly supply. Actually, it

shoul d prove rather interesting, as we would each bring

certain skills to the project that the other could benefit from
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Hmmm As to making the steel itself, we probably couldn't
match it exactly, because the manufacture of stainless stee
woul d require a certain percentage of nickel, nolybdenum
and chrom um which | rather doubt we could get our hands
on, frankly, but although the technology of this erais
primtive and crude, we do have the essentials."

Brewster scratched his head absently as he considered the
problem while Mck watched and |istened with grow ng
i nterest.

"You already have pig iron," said Brewster, "I saw

plenty of it in your smthy. And you have the basic know -
edge, if you work with iron and bronze, and you have a
forge... well, for our purposes, we'd need to nmake sone
nodi fi cations."

He scratched his head again and thought about it for a
monent. "We would require, | think, a double action

bel | ows, which we would need to power sonehow... perhaps

if there's a river or a stream nearby, we coul d harness water
power. O course, the bellows would have to be quite |arge,
so we'd probably need nore roomthan you've got in your
smthy at the nonment, but once we've got that, we could

use the bellows to punp air by piston through a pipe up to
the crucible. W'd have to construct sone sort of ceramc

pi pe, | should inmagine... And using coke for fuel, we

shoul d be able to nmelt the pig iron at fairly high tenpera-
tures, then add lime to remove the,inpurities, blow air over
it to renove the carbon, pour it out into the proper nolds... |
i magi ne a wood nold woul d work reasonably well, not



i deal , perhaps, but it should do... and then it would be
nmerely a matter of finishing the blade, which nmeans we'd

have to polish and sharpen it before it's tempered, that way
you woul dn't break the crystals when you sharpened it, you
see, and it would hold an edge better. Then we heat it up
again and drop it in oil, followed by a final polish to renove
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the oil fromthe top layer... which neans we'd probably

need a wheel, | suppose .. . and what we'd get should be a
pretty good grade of steel. OF course, it would rust unless it
were properly taken care of, but otherwi se, it would be just
about the sane. We'd sinply use different nolds for the
desired bl ade shapes and flat springs, then rivet the pieces
toget her, cone up with sone kind of suitable material for

the handles... and there you'd have it."

Mck stared at himw th new respect as Brewster, the
problemtheoretically solved, renoved his pipe fromhis
j acket pocket and started filling it with tobacco.

"You never said you were a smth, as well!" said Mck
with amazenent.

"Well, I"'mnot," said Brewster, "but we're really only
dealing with sone basic principles here. You d know about
the smthing part, and the rest of it would sinply be a
matter of sone el ementary engi neering.”

"And you could show ne how to performthis... engi-
neerin' ?" Mck said, thinking it nust be sone sort of spell

"No problem" Brewster said. He patted his pockets for
his lighter, but apparently, he had either forgotten it or |ost
in the crash.

"Allow ne," said Mck, who was picking his teeth with

a sharpened twig. Wiile Brewster continued searching his
pockets for the lighter, Mck held the twig out, munbled a
fire spell, and the twig burst into flane.

"Ch, thanks," said Brewster absently, draw ng on the
pi pe as Mck held the burning twig to the tobacco.
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CHAPTER
FOUR

By now, you're probably thinking. Now wait a mnute..

Doesn't Brewster realize that by introducing technology into
the past, much less into an entirely different universe, he's
interfering with history and incurring all the risks that

i mplies?

Well, in a word, no.

For one thing, Brewster still hasn't figured out that he's in
anot her universe. (Gve himtinme. He's actually doing pretty

it



wel |, all things considered.) For another, scientists often
tend to be rather literal-m nded, and when presented with a
problem they sinply consider that problemin ternms of a
solution. (Remenber the Manhattan Project?)

Scientists |ove problens, and Brewster was certainly no
exception. He becane caught up in Mck's enthusiasm and

did not really pause to consider all the ram fications of what
he was about to do. This is not at all unusual. It is
extremely doubtful that Dr. Victor Frankenstein, for in-
stance, paused to consider all the ram fications of creating
life before he enbarked upon his fanbus project. (For that
matter, sone people argue that the Creator did not really
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pause to consider all the ramfications of creating life. Such
peopl e are call ed phil osophers.) In any case, it never even
occurred to Brewster that he nmight be meddling with histo-

ry, or playing around with things "nan was not meant to

know," or any of that negative existential stuff. Like count-

| ess scientists and tinkerers before him who night have

t hought tw ce had they paused to consider what innovations
such as television, nuclear energy, or nicrochips night |ead
to, he sinply considered the problemin terms of a solution
scratched his head, and solved it.

In theory, that is.

In practice, of course, it was sonewhat nore conpli cat-

ed, and the nonment Brewster realized that Mck was seri -
ously interested in actually doing it, why then, it becane
anot her interesting probl em+the problemof putting theory
into practice, which is sonething else scientists dearly |ove
to do. They will blissfully go through Iife solving problem
after problem sonething they have in comon w th engi-
neers, and as long as they're kept busy, they'll be happy.
(Trust nme, you really don't want to have scientists with

not hing but time on their hands. Wen that happens, they
start witing novels.)

The i medi ate probl em of course, was finding a suitable
| ocation for the project, as Mck's smthy—despite being
built to accommopdate his nornal -sized customnmers—was nuch
too small. Mck, however, had a perfect solution to the

pr obl em

"I know just the place," he said as they wal ked the trai

| eadi ng out frombehind his little cottage to the foothills.
"As it happens, |1'd already considered offerin' its use to

you. "

He paused to yank on the rope he held in his hand.

Tethered at the other end of the rope was the little peregrine
bush. Brewster had never seen anyone wal k a bush on a
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| eash before, but Mck explained that he did it every day.

Most of the tine, he kept the bush inside the snmithy, where

he was afraid it did not get enough light. Taking it for walks
hel ped, but Mck had to use the | eash, not so nuch because

he was afraid the bush woul d wander off, for it didn't nove
too quickly, but because it had a tendency to burrowits

roots into the ground if left alone and then it was a pain to
dig it up again.

"You never know," said M ck, once he got the bush

nmovi ng again, "it mght take a while to find this other

m ssin' magic chariot of yours, and while | would be

honored to have you for a house guest, mny hunble cottage

is really nuch too small for your proper confort and the
smthy wouldn't do at all, y'see. Nay, | have just the place
in mnd. My |aboratory would suit our purpose admrably, |

t hi nk."

Brewster's ears perked up and he stopped on the trail.
"Excuse me, but did you say... |aboratory?"

"Aye," Mck replied, stopping as well. "I'ma student of
the art of alcheny, y'know | thought I'd nmentioned that."

"Ch. Well, you probably did," said Brewster. "You'l
have to excuse nme, | tend to be a bit distracted sonetines."

"Sure, and | understand," said Mck. "A man |ike
yourself has a great many inportant things to think about."

There was a scratching sort of sound and M ck gave the

rope another violent tug. "Don't you start!" he snapped as
t he bush started burrowing its roots into the ground. "Stop
that, you m serable shrub!"

The bush stopped its burrowing and its | eaves seened to
dr oop.

"I"ve never seen anything like that," Brewster said,
wat chi ng the peregrine bush with fascination

"Bl oody stupid sprout,” Mck nunbled irritably, giving
t he rope anot her tug.

Unaccount ably, Brewster found hinself feeling sorry for
the bush. "There, that's all right," he said in a soothing
tone as he | eaned over the bush. "He didn't really nmean it."

"Sure, and you don't think it understands you?" M ck
said, looking at Brewster with a puzzled expression. "It's
just a bloody bush, y'know "

"Well, nmaybe not," said Brewster, "but Pamela al ways
speaks kindly to her plants and they seemto grow very
nicely for her."

"I never heard of such a thing," said Mck. "Panela. Is
she your wench?"

"Aye," said Brewster. "Uh, that is, | mean, yes, she's



nmy fiancee."

"Well, fancy or not, |'ve never nmet a wench yet who
spoke to plants and trees and such, unless she was a dryad.
Is she a dryad, then?"

"No, she's Protestant."”

"Faith, and I don't envy you, if she goes around protestin'
and wearin' masks and speakin' to shrubbery. Still," he
added hastily, not wishing to give offense, "I'm sure she
has other fine and admirable qualities."

"Uh...yes," said Brewster, deciding to change the
subj ect. "Look, when you say 'laboratory,' what exactly do
you mean? What sort of |aboratory?"

"Ch, y'know, the place where | keep all my al chem ca
apparatus,” Mck replied. "My athanor, ny potions, ny
tinctures and instrunents and furnace, all that sort of thing."

"Ah, | see," said Brewster, not really seeing at all. "But
you do have a furnace?" That part, at |east, he understood.

"Ch, aye," said Mck. "And there's a stream runnin’
past it, out back, which you said you required."

"Hmm " said Brewster, nulling this information over
as they wal ked the path through the tiny woods. The bush
rustl ed al ong behind them and perhaps Brewster only
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imagined it, but it seemed to himthat its | eaves had perked
up a bit after he'd spoken nicely to it. "Exactly how far
away from your |aboratory is this strean"

"Ch, it's right there, as soon as you poke your head out

the back door," said Mck. "At one tinme, a w zard nust

have made his hone there, for when | found it, the al chenica
apparatus was still there, only all put away inside a storage
chanmber where it was gatherin' dust. At sone tine after the
wi zard left, y' see, sonebody came al ong and deci ded t he

pl ace would make a fine location for a mll, so they took al
t he al chemi cal apparatus and put it away. Probably afraid to
muck about with it too rmuch. Then they went and built

t hensel ves a water wheel and set up the grindin' stone

and—~

"What's that? You say there's a water wheel ?" Brewster
interrupted with sudden interest. He'd been getting a bit |ost
with all this talk of al cheny and w zards.

"Ch, aye," said Mck. "Geat, big, bloody thing. Had to
be big to turn the nillstone, y'see.”

"Hmm What kind of condition is it in?" asked Brewster



"I mean, is it still in a decent state of repair?"

"Ch, aye, that it is," said Mck wth an enphatic nod.

"I open up the sluice gate and give it a go when it cones
harvest tine. McMurphy and the other farners hereabouts
bring me their grain to mll in exchange for some of their
produce. Woever built it did a right proper job, they did.
Redwood construction, through and through. Good crafts-
manshi p, and that redwood |asts forever, y'know "

"Hmm " said Brewster. "How nuch farther is it?"

"Ch, it's right up ahead," said Mck, "just around the
next bend."

They turned a bend in the trail and came to a | arge
clearing. Brewster stopped short and sinply stared. "Good
Lord,"” he said. "WII you |l ook at that?"

"Aye, but 1've already seen it, y' ' know," Mck replied
somewhat puzzl ed.

Standing at the far end of the clearing, not quite fifty
yards away, was an ol d stone keep built somewhat in the
Norman style. There were remants of a wall running

around it, but nost of the wall had |ong since crunbled, or
per haps been battered down at sone point in the past. The
ruins of it were not nuch nore than wai st high except in
one or two places. Beyond the wall was the keep itself,
domi nated by a square stone tower that stood four stories
high, with crenellations at the top

Attached to the tower was a | ower structure only one

story high, also constructed of stone, with a flat roof. The
shape of the entire keep was that of an "L" lying on its
side. Built onto the side of the |ower structure, where the
stream had been channeled to run past it, was a gigantic
wooden wat er wheel. At one tine, there nust have been a

nmoat around the walls, drawing its water fromthe stream

but it had been filled in at some point, perhaps when the
keep had been converted to a mll and there was no nore

use for it.

"Why, it's wonderful!" said Brewster, thinking that it
| ooked rather like a snmall-scale version of Frankenstein's
castl e.

M ck beaned. "I'm pleased you like it," he replied. "O
course, 'tis a wee bit tunble-down in spots, but some fixin'
up and it should be as good as new. | haven't put nuch
work init, y'see. Still, the tower would make a right fine

residence, it would. Runnin' water, nice property, and a
pretty good view, to boot. Care to have a | ook inside?"

"Ch, absolutely,"” Brewster said, his enthusiasm nmounting.
They crossed the clearing and went through the space in

the ruins of the wall where the gates nmust have once been
Brewster could see fromthe unevenness of the ground
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where the noat had been filled in. Mich of the grounds of

the keep were overgrown, with tall grass and bushes and a

few young saplings here and there. As they approached,

Brewster could see that the structure, while obviously neglected
for sone years, neverthel ess appeared to be quite sound.

The stream runni ng past the keep and around behind it

was actually a good-sized creek running down fromthe
nmount ai ns, and the water babbled swiftly along the rocky

st reanbed. The huge wooden wat er wheel stood still and
Brewster could see that the sluice gate controlling the fl ow
to it was closed. But what struck him nost was the col or of
the wheel itself.

"Why is it red?" he asked, puzzled.

M ck raised his eyebrows. "Wy, because 'tis redwood,"
he replied. "I thought I'd nentioned that."

Brewster frowned. "So you did," he admitted

He noved up for a closer |ook and saw that the wheel

was neither stained nor painted, for neither would have held
up over tine, but that the wood itself seened to be naturally
red. A sort of bright crimson color, and rather attractive,

t 0o.

"Redwood, " he munbl ed to hinsel f.

"Aye, sure," said Mck, noticing the way Brewster was
staring at the wheel. "We're in the mddle of a whole forest
of it. Ymean to tell me that you' ve never seen redwood

bef ore? Doesn't redwood grow in Ing Land?"

Brewster frowned. "No, conme to think of it, it doesn't."

He scratched his head. It seemed to himthat the only

redwood forest he had ever heard of was in California. He

had been to California only twice, the first time to visit Los
Angel es for a conference at UCLA, and the second to visit

the Jet Propul sion Laboratories. He had never actually seen

a redwood tree, except in photographs. He recalled the trees
bei ng seriously huge, and while the trees around t hem were,
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i ndeed, extrenely large and very tall, they | ooked nore |ike
Engl i sh oaks than redwoods.

He coul d not recall the wood underneath the bark of

redwood trees actually being red in color. Certainly, not that
shade of red. He was reasonably sure that it was only

vaguel y reddi sh. This was quite a different hue, nuch
brighter, alnost as red as bl ood.



"Hmm " said Brewster, scratching his head sone nore.
"Strange."

"What ?" M ck asked.

"Ch, nothing, | was nerely thinking out |oud," Brewster
said, deciding to mull things over for a while. He had
| earned I ong ago that this was a good way to keep from
| ooki ng foolish.

Clearly, there were sonme puzzling aspects to this predica-
ment, but there was a lot he didn't really know yet. Such as
where he was, exactly, and what year it was, little things

i ke that. Make no conclusions until all the facts are in, he
rem nded hinself, recalling the words of his high schoo
physics teacher. Still, nmigratory bushes and redwood trees

in England? It certainly was puzzling. It made no sense

what soever. Perhaps he was in Irel and.

They went inside the keep for a | ook around and Brewster

felt as if he'd stepped onto a nmovie set. The first floor of the
tower was taken up by a large, open chanber that was a sort

of great hall, only it wasn't very great. It was rather

smal lish. It had a beaned ceiling and a stone floor, and the
wal | s were al so nade of stone, of course. It had a huge
fireplace and a thirty-foot ceiling, taking up the first two
stories of the tower.

There was a second inner wall constructed about twelve

feet in fromthe outer wall, formng a corridor running al
the way around the main chanber. A large archway led to

the lower structure attached to the tower. The inner corridor
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gave access to two flights of stone steps, one near the front
and one at the back, which led up to a gallery that ran al
the way around the main chanber, where the second fl oor

woul d have been. There were several small archways | ead-

ing fromthe corridor on the first floor to the main chanber.
The archways on the gallery were roughly in line with the
smal |, high windows in the outer wall, allow ng sone |ight

to reach the main chanber. Still, it was rather dark and

gl oony. There were sconces in the wall for torches, with the
wal | s above and behind them bl ackened by fl anes.

The furnishings were rather Spartan, nmerely a coupl e of

| ong, heavy wooden tabl es and benches made from pl anks,

with a third, smaller table and bench on a slightly raised
stone dais near the far wall. Brewster ran his finger through
the thick layer of dust on one of the tables.

"As | said, |I haven't really done nuch to the place," said
Mck. "Hardly ever come in here. Spend nmpost of my tine
in the laboratory, y'know "

"Can we see that next?" asked Brewster.

"Sure, and |I'd be proud to showit to you," M ck said.
They went through the large archway into the | ower
structure, which was divided into three snaller chanbers.



The first and largest held the nmillstone, which was driven
by a prinmitive pair of |arge wooden gear wheels. One

wooden gear wheel was nounted vertically, on a |large

wooden shaft that was turned directly by the water wheel
Its heavy wooden pegs neshed with the second gear wheel

whi ch was mounted horizontally on the shaft that turned the
mllstone. It was engineering at its nost basic, Brewster
noted, but it worked.

The second chanber held M ck's | aboratory, which bore

no resenbl ance what soever to any | aboratory Brewster had
ever seen. There were several |ong wooden tables nmade of

pl anks, with benches and small stools behind them and the
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wal s were lined with crudely constructed wooden shel ves
that held small ceranic pots, cloudy glass jars of various
shapes and sizes, and a wi de assortnment of metallic vessels.
There were gl ass pipettes and bl ocks, a stock of bronze and
pig iron, some gold and silver ingots, and a w de variety of
m neral sanples of all sorts. One entire section of shelving
appeared to be full of nothing but rocks and crystals.

The tops of the tables were cluttered with nore of these

m neral sanples, nore glass and ceramic jars, blackened

iron pots and kettles and various utensils, and iron dishes in
whi ch the residue of partially burned substances resided |ike
solidified sludge. There were several small hand bell ows for
puffing air onto the flanes of whatever noxi ous m xtures

M ck burned in those pots and kettles and there were

nortars and pestles for grinding things up into a powder.

The floor of the "laboratory," aside frombeing littered
with the debris of Mck's experinents, was al nost conpletely
covered with wooden buckets and wi cker baskets full of
dirt-encrusted rocks of all kinds, scumy water and broken
gl ass and pot shards. There was a crude, heavy furnace in
one comer and a small witing table with a slanted top and
little cubbyhol es containing rolled up vellum scrolls. There
was al so a | arge, iron-banded wooden chest with a crude-

| ooking lock on it placed against the back wall. It |ooked
just like the chests pirates often used for buried treasure.

"Well, what do you think?" asked M ck, picking his way
through the clutter to the center of the room where he stood
proudly and possessively, with his hands on his hips.

Brewster wasn't quite sure what to say. "It's, uh... certainly
i mpressive."

M ck beaned.

"I't looks lIike you've been busy," Brewster added.

"Haven't had all that much success, really,"” Mck said.
"Still, | cone here every chance | have and putter about."
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"\What have you got | ocked up in the chest?" asked
Brewster.

"Don't really know," Mck replied with a shrug. "I've

never had it open. Don't have the key, y' know, and 'tis a
shane to break open a perfectly good | ock. Aside fromthat,
you never know what might be in there. If a wizard goes
and | ocks sonething up, perhaps it should remnain that

way. "

"Mmm " said Brewster, thinking that the primtive
lock really wouldn't be very difficult to pick

"You'll most likely find all you need here," Mck said
proudly.

Brewst er gl anced about dubiously. "No doubt," he said,
not wishing to hurt Mck's feelings. "Should we see the rest
of the place?"

The third and final chanber was largely enpty except for
a nunber of |arge wooden casks stacked up against the wall
and a huge, flane-blackened iron kettle.

"This is where | store the wine," Mck explai ned. "Not
much | eft now. These casks are nostly enpty. Brigands took
alnost the entire last batch | brewed. Seenms | can never
make enough. "

"How do you nmake it?" Brewster asked

"Ah, well, | cook up the roots in that big kettle there unti

| have a good mash," Mck explained. "Then I let it coo

and add a bit o' the last batch to get things started. | put it in
the casks and store it in a root cellar | have out back, by the

stream where it keeps nice and cool. In the winter, | take it
out and open up the casks, so | can skimthe ice off the top
each momin' till it doesn't freeze, and then 'tis done."

"Hrmmm your basic cold brewi ng," Brewster said. "It

nmust be very tinme consum ng."
"Aye, but 'tis the only way," said M ck

"Well, actually, there's a much easier way," Brewster
replied. "You could make a still."

"A still what?" asked M ck

"No, still is what it's called,” Brewster explained. He

saw M ck's frown and added, "It's short for distillery... an
apparatus for brewing. It would greatly speed up the process
and allow you to have a greater yield."

"Would it now?" said Mck with interest. "And how
does one construct such an apparatus?"

"Well..." Brewster scratched his head and thought a
monent. "l suppose we could nmeke a fairly primtive



al beit functional, still without too nuch difficulty. W'd
need a big nmetal pot... like that big kettle there... and
then we'd need a smaller pot that could fit inside it, with
pegs to keep it off the bottom and a heavy lid, so we could
put water in the big pot around it. Nowin this lid, we'd
have to have a piece of copper tubing... well, that could
pose a problem but | suppose we could fashion some, if we
had the copper..."

"Aye, | have plenty of copper,"
"Co on. \Wat then?"

M ck said excitedly.

"Well, we'd nake a tube rising up fromthe Iid for, oh
about a foot or so, maybe a little nore"—Brewster indicat-
ed the approxi mate measurenent by hol di ng his hands
apart—and at the top we would attach a second pi ece of

tubing that's been wound in a coil. W would have water

pouring over this coiled tubing... | suppose something as

sinmple as a couple of |eaky buckets would do the trick... and

at the bottomof the coil, we'd stretch it out and run it into a
container. You'd heat the water in the big pot, only you

woul dn't want it to boil, you understand, just keep it warm

and steam ng, so it condenses out. That way, you could
make your brew anytinme you wanted, and you could make a
ot nore of it, and in a lot less tine."
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"S'trewmth!" said Mck. "And you could show me how to
make such a still apparatus?"

Brewster shrugged. "I don't see why not. It really isn't
very conplicated."

"Sure, and 'twould be a great boon to me if you could
teach ne this thing," Mck said with wonder. "And we'd
split the profits, of course.”

"Well, I"'mnot really interested in that," Brewster said.
"It's the least | could do to repay you for your hospitality.
And if you can help me find my other, uh, magic chariot...."

"I"ll see to it the word is spread,"” Mck assured him
enphatically. "In the nmeantine, you'll need a proper place
to stay. Cone on, then, |I'll show you the rest o' the place.”

They went back into the main chanber, where Mck tied

t he bush to one of the bench legs. Brewster followed himup
the flight of steps to the gallery, then on to the third floor
There wasn't very much to see. A large roomw th a wood

pl ank floor laid over the beans, another fireplace, another
crudely made wooden table and two benches, and sone

ancient, torn, and noth-eaten tapestries hanging on the

wal I s. There were nmouse droppings on the floor and | ots of
cobwebs.

"Very nice," said Brewster with a wan gri mace.



"Ch, perhaps 'tisn't nmuch now," said Mck placatingly,
"but a bit of cleanin' up and some new wal |l hangin's and
you' d be surprised at what a difference 'twould make."

"I"msure," said Brewster dubiously.

"And now, the top floor," Mck said, heading for the
stairs.

"Pent house suite," Brewster munbled as he foll owed

M ck.

The fourth floor of the tower was also a | arge, open room
simlar to the one below, only with one difference. It had a
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bed. O rather, what was left "of one, which was little nore
than a crude, dil api dated wooden frane.

"Al'l the conforts of hone," Brewster nunbl ed.

"I can fix up that bed as good as new, never fear," Mck
assured him "But | ook at the view, eh?"

Brewster | ooked out the wi ndow. "Very nice."

Tis even better up top," said M ck.

"Up top?"

"Aye, come on," said Mck, going up a narrow flight of
stone steps at the back of the room

Brewster followed himup to the top of the tower and out
onto the battl enent.

"Well, it is a rather nice view," Brewster adm tted,
| ooki ng out over the wall. "And | can see company comi ng."

"Aye, you can easily see anyone approachin' from up
here," said M ck.

"No, | nean | can see conpany coning, right now, "
Brewster said, pointing.

M ck | ooked in the direction he was indicating, where
two figures had just come out of the woods and were
crossing the clearing.

"Sure, and 'tis Robie McMiurphy, as | live and breathe,"

he said with a frown. "And that great, big, lunberin' oaf

wi th himcan be none other than Bl oody Bob. Ach! He'll be
needin' a new sword again, I'll wager. This'll be the fourth
tinme since last winter."

The two figures stopped just inside the ruins of the wall
and the man M ck identified as Bl oody Bob put his cupped
hands up to his nouth and called out in a deep basso voice



that was | oud enough to raise the dead, "Ey, Mck! M ck
O Fallon!"

"Come on, then," Mck said with a sigh. "W'd best get
down there before that great oaf's yellin' makes the nortar
crack. "
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They hurried downstairs.

"Best let ne do nmbst o' the talkin'," Mck said as they
descended the stairs. "Bobby's got hinself a nasty tenper,
he has. Tis on account of his infirmty, y' see. Best make no
nmention of it."

"What sort of infirmty?" asked Brewster.

"He's blind as a bat, he is,” Mck replied. "Bob was a
fearsone warrior in his time, y' see, but now Tie's with the
brigands. Still strong as a bull, but he's gettin' on and he
doesn't see so well now, though he flat refuses to admt it.
Goes around squintin' all the time and knockin' into trees,
then challengin' themto fight him Can't see rmuch past his
big red nose.™

"So then he's nearsighted?" Brewster said.

"Aye, | suppose 'tis one way you can put it," Mck

agreed, having never heard the termbefore. "Sees only
what's near him and that none too well. But mnakin'

mention of it only goads himto a bloody fury, and that's
ri ght dangerous. But he'll suffer nmore from me than others,
on account of | make wine for the brigands and they need
nmy services as an arnorer, y' see. Especially old Bob. He's
one of ny best custoners, though 'tis a cryin' shane the
way he keeps losin' the perfectly good swords | make for
him"

By this time, they'd reached the ground floor and cone

out through the front door. Standing a short distance in front
of them were Robi e McMurphy and the biggest, nopst

f earsone-| ooki ng man Brewster had ever seen

Bl oody Bob stood close to seven feet tall and wei ghed

t hree hundred pounds or nore. Hi s chest was nassive, his
arms were huge, and his girth was considerable, as well.
H s physical dinmensions were form dabl e enough, but his
appear ance nmade hi m| ook even nore frighteni ng. Most of
his face was covered by a huge gray beard and his graying
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hair was worn down to his shoul ders. He had a weat hered
ruddy conpl exion and a |l arge scar on the side of his face,
partly hidden by the beard. H s hands were huge, easily
twice the size of Brewster's, and | ooked perfectly capabl e of
crushing skulls. He wore chain nmail over a leather jerkin, a
metal helmet with a spike on top, old buckskin trousers, and
knee- hi gh, | aced | eather noccasins. Brewster thought he



| ooked like a cross between a Viking and a Hell's Angel

"McMur phy said you mght be here, Mck," runbl ed
Bl oody Bob.

"Aye, I'mhere," said Mck. "What is it you'll be
needin' from nme?"

The huge man | ooked a bit enbarrassed as he towered
over little Mck. He shuffled a foot and cleared his throat, a
sound simlar to that made by a bear with a | ousy di sposition

"I'"l'l be needin' a new sword, Mck."

"And what happened to the last one that | nade for
you?" M ck asked, a touch belligerently.

"Uh... sonebody must have stolen it."

"Stolen it, you say? And who, might | ask, would have
the tenerity to steal froma great, big, overblown bear such
as yoursel f, eh?"

"I dunno, Mck. If I'd have caught the blackguard, 1'd
have torn himlinb fromlinb, | would have, but 'twas
some dastardly footpad nade off with it."

"A footpad, was it? The last tine 'twas a burglar, was it
not ?"

"Aye, a burgler," the big man said, noddi ng enphatically.

"And what night be the difference 'twi xt a footpad and a
bur gl ar ?"

Bl oody Bob frowned. "Well, uh... one's a footpad... and
one's a burglar.”

"Aye, and the last tinme before that 'twas-a thief."

"Uh ... | believe 'twas, aye.
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"Athief, and then a burglar, and then a footpad," M ck
said sarcastically. "You seemto be plagued by crimnals

t hese days. Faith, and | don't know what the world is
comn' to when you can't even trust your fellow brigands."

"Aye, 'tis a terrible thing," said Bob, nodding.

"Ch, cone on now, Bobby, tell the truth," said Mck
"You lost it again, didn't you?"

"Uh, no, Mck, '"twas a thief..."

"You nean a footpad."



"Aye, a footpad."

It seened strangely incongruous and al nbst comical to
Brewster that such an inposing and fearsone-| ooki ng gi ant
shoul d be so deferential to a man who barely stood higher
than his kneecaps, and yet Bl oody Bob stood there, squinting
down and shuffling his foot in the dirt and | ooking very
nmuch abashed.

"A footpad, ny buttocks,"” Mck repeated wyly. He

sighed. "I don't know what I'mgoin' to do with you

Bobby. | keep nmakin' great big blades for you and you keep
losin' them You know how much work goes into nmaking a
sword for a great big oaf the likes of you?"

"I know, Mck, | know, " Bl oody Bob said apol ogetically.
"I"'mright sorry about this, I am But |I'mneedin'" another
sword, M ck. Please?"

"Pl ease, he says." Mck glanced over at Brewster with a
| ong-suffering expression. "Wiat's a body to do. Doc,
eh?"

Bl oody Bob peered around, squinting hard. "There sone-
body with you, Mck? Were's he hidin'? Tell himto cone
out, I won't be hurtin' himif he's a friend of yours."

"Why, he's standin' right in front of you, you great ox!"
said Mck with exasperation

"Ch, so he is," said Bloody Bob, squinting even harder
and obvi ously not seeing a thing.

r
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Mck rolled his eyes. "Say hallo to nmy friend, Brewster
Doc, Bob. And be civil about it, mnd you."

"Pl eased to neet you," Bl oody Bob said, sticking out his

hand. The effect was somewhat spoiled by the fact that he
held his hand out in a direction about two feet to one side of
where Brewster was standi ng.

Brewster obligingly moved to where he coul d shake the

big man's hand. Once again, he was cl asped around the
forearminstead of by the hand, and he returned the grip.
"He's a sorcerer," MMirphy whispered.

| mredi ately, Bloody Bob stiffened, and probably by

reflex, his grip on Brewster's armbriefly tightened to the
poi nt of pain before he let go abruptly.

"A sorcerer!”

"Aye," said Mck, "so you be on your best behavior
hear ?"



"Call me Doc," said Brewster. "Could | ask you to bend
over a bhit?"

Bl oody Bob | ooked puzzl ed. "Bend over?"

"Yes, just bend down toward nme a little."

"You won't be puttin' a spell on me, will you?"
"No, no, | just want to see something."

"Do as the man says, Bobby," Mck said, cleariy wondering
what Brewster had in mnd

Hesitantly, the big man bent down toward Brewster, who
reached into the inside pocket of his jacket and took out his
homri med gl asses. He was nearsighted, as well, but

t hough he often wore contacts because Pamela Iiked him

better without his homrinmed franes, he never went

anywhere without his glasses. He'd lost his contacts on

nore than one occasion

He slipped the gl asses onto Bl oody Bob's face. "Try
that," he said.

The big man's eyes suddenly grew very wi de and Brewster
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could see that they were a startling bright blue. Bl oody
Bob' s jaw dropped i n amazenent.

"S'trewmh!" he exclained
"I's that any better?" Brewster asked him
"I can seel" said Bl oody Bob, glancing all around him

"How wel | ?" asked Brewster. "I nean, is your vision
sharp now or are things a little vague and bl urry?"

The big man gazed at himwith awe. "I can see you well
enough. Sorcerer," he replied, "but in the distance, things
still look as if I'd had too much to drink. Yet, truly, | never

t hought to see this well again! Tis a wonder to behol d!"

He took off the glasses and held them gently, staring at
themreverently, then put them back on again and held his
breath with astoni shrment.

" '"Tis a magic visorV he said. "I would give anything
for such a wonder!"

"Well..." said Brewster, "that, uh, 'nmagic visor' is
m ne, but | think we m ght be able to nmake you one of your
own. | saw sone glass blocks in Mck's |aboratory back



there, and if we could nmake the right sort of wheel, | could
try grinding up sonme lenses for you. It would have to be a
process of trial and error, you understand. We' Il probably

have to nmake several pairs before we get it right, because
I"mnot an optonetrist and there's no way | can establish a
prescription. Still, with your help and a bit of luck, |I'msure
we coul d inprove your vision beyond what it is now"

"And what woul d you be askin' of me for such a
wondr ous boon?" asked Bl oody Bob. "Name your price,
Sorcerer, and | shall pay it if it takes alifetinme!"

"Well..." said Brewster, "I'ma stranger here and, uh,
could use sonme help..."

The gi ant dropped down to one knee and bowed his head.
"I will serve you faithfully, Geat Wzard, if you would
help ne to regain ny sight."
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"Sure, and | think you' ve nade a friend for life, Doc,"
M ck sai d.

There was a clattering, banging sound and they turned to

see the peregrine bush cone rustling out through the front
door, still tied to the wooden bench and dragging it along. It
cane up to Brewster, stopped, and raised its branches

toward him

"Two friends," said Mck wyly. "An ox and a shrub."

"Three," said Brewster, putting his hand on Mck's
shoul der.

"Nay, four!" said McMirphy.

Brewster grinned and cl asped forearns with the farmer.
"Well, now we're getting somewhere,"” he said. "Cone
on, then. W've got a lot of work to do!"

CHAPTER
FI VE

Arthur C. darke once said that any sufficiently advanced
technol ogy would seem li ke sorcery to those who didn't
understand it. (That was only a paraphrase, of course.

Clarke said it a lot nore el egantly, which is why he gets the
big bucks.) And it's quite true. It is an inescapable fact of
human nature that we often tend to fear that which we do

not understand, or at the very least, we respond to it with a
di squi eti ng uneasiness. And it was with a disquieting uneas-

i ness that Brewster's newfound friends regarded him for
whil e he seemed to be a nice enough fella, he was al so one
heck of an adept, as far as they were concerned. They knew
enough about adepts to treat themw th respect. Even to fear
them Sorme of themwere downright terrifying

Brewster didn't know it yet, but he was not the only
sorcerer around, even if he was the only one in the genera



vicinity. (He had yet to | eam about the Guild, but we're
getting ahead of the story again.) Mck, as we have seen
has some slight skill with nmagic, but not because he is a
sorcerer (which requires years of disciplined study and
staying up nights cramm ng for exanms). It's because he's
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fey. This is a characteristic shared by all |eprechauns and
nynphs and fairies (and to sone extent, by elves), and it
does not, as is often supposed, refer to campy manneri sns,
but to being touched by enchantnment. (If you don't believe
me, look it up. I'"lIl wait.)

When a human is said to be fey, it means that person has

a sensitivity to things that are magi cal —-whi ch, perhaps, is
why sone peopl e see such things as ghosts and others don't.
O herwi se, the termneans that enchantnment is inherent in
the creature itself. Mck, being a | eprechaun, possessed
some inborn magical abilities, but his abilities were little
nmore than parlor tricks conpared to what a real sorcerer
could do. (Natural talent is all well and good, but it's no
substitute for hard work, training, and experience. So stay
in school, kids, do your homework, and don't goof off in
study hall. The preceding has been a public service nessage
fromyour narrator.)

Si nce he was unable to distinguish between sorcery and
sci ence, Mck was convinced that Brewster's know edge of
the thaumaturgic arts was quite extensive. Robie MMirphy
was equal ly inpressed, but no one was nore overwhel ned
than Bl oody Bob, for in |oaning himhis glasses—er, as

Bl oody Bob put it, his "magic visor"-Brewster had tem
porarily restored to himhis sight. As it happened, while
Brewster's prescription | enses were not exactly right for
Bl oody Bob, they did inprove his vision significantly. O
course, in Bloody Bob's case, just about anything short of a
bl i ndf ol d woul d have been a significant inprovenent.

Now, while Bl oody Bob was not the brightest brigand in
the forest, by any stretch of the inmagination, he was
undoubt edly the biggest and the strongest. In his younger
days, he had been a very famous warrior, feared and
respected throughout all the twenty-seven ki ngdons. How
ever, that was a long tinme ago and peopl e have short
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menories. (Just ask Mark Spitz.) The days when Bl oody

Bob was eagerly sought after by every ki ngdom and duke-

dom and of fered substantial salaries, profit sharing, great
benefits, and Beltane bonuses were | ong gone and now only
the old-tiners renmenbered who he was. And nost of them

t hought that he was dead. He wasn't dead, but he had
foolishly neglected to put anything aside for his retirement.



This meant he had to work. Unfortunately, there wasn't

much work avail able for a man his age (which was probably
around sixty or so, he wasn't sure hinself), nor for a man
who couldn't see the broad side of a bam nmuch less hit it.

This dearth of enpl oyment opportunities had left him

with few options. He had tried working as a bouncer in a
series of seedy little taverns, but due to his failing eyesight,
he kept bouncing the wong people and was, in turn

bounced hinself (which resulted in a nunber of taverns
being forced to close down tenporarily for renovation). Bob
had sl owed down sone in his old age, and he couldn't see
wel |, but he was still as strong as an el ephant and he
angered quickly and easily. Pretty soon, word got around
and no one wanted to hire this nearsighted, albeit highly
dangerous, old nman. So, having run out of options, Bl oody
Bob turned to a life of crine.

He fell in with the Forest Brigands (back when they stil
made their headquarters in the forest) and finally found a
situation where his abilities were properly appreciated. It
wasn't a great job, but it was okay. There wasn't very mnuch
nmoney to be made in the brigand trade, at |east, not unti

Bl ack Shannon took over and brought her managerial skills
to the operation, but Bob was able to get by and he enjoyed
the camaraderi e.

Bri gands have al ways been, by nature, a rather rough-
and-tunmbl e lot, and many of themwere ex-warriors |ike
Bob, who were getting on in years, so they were able to

trade lots of old war stories. (In some cases, they'd fought
for opposing sides, but it was only business, so no one had
any hard feelings.) The younger brigands were generally
warri or wannabe types who'd failed to nake the grade for

one reason or another, but they knew enough to show proper
respect to the old troopers. (And if they didn't, they general -
ly learned fairly quickly.) So, all things considered, Bl oody
Bob was pretty happy with his lot in life. He could have

done much worse. However, his failing eyesight had been a
source of considerable anguish to him (1 magi ne how you'd
feel if you could once bend a | ongbow and hit the bull's-eye
every time froma hundred yards, only now you coul dn't

even see the target unless you were close enough to touch

it.)

Wrst of all for Bl oody Bob was the enmbarrassnent, the

sheer nortification, of losing his swords. To a true warrior
not hi ng was nore inportant than his sword. He ate with it,

he slept with it, but he never, ever msplaced it. It was the
wor st possible sin. And Bob had done it nore than once. He
couldn't help it. He'd put his sword down somewhere and

then be unable to find it again because he couldn't see well
enough. The other brigands had | earned to be considerate

and if they happened upon his m ssing blade, they'd
surreptitiously place it within his reach and then arrange for
himto notice it.

(" OCoops! Sorry, Bob. Didn't nmean to trip over your



sword. Didn't see it lying on the floor there, right next to
your chair. Nay, on the other side of your chair. Bob.")

However, when it happened in the woods, or on the trail

or while he was taking a bath in a stream there was no hope
for it. He'd craw about on his hands and knees, desperately
feeling around for it, racking his brain to renmenber where
he'd put it down, but alnost invariably, he'd never find it,
even if it was only a few feet away. The humliation was
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unendur able. He could take growing old. He could take
getting fat. He could even take irregularity and the painfu
itch of henorrhoids, but he could not take having his
eyesight fail him Then, suddenly, out of nowhere, Brewster
had conme and shown hima niracle.

If Brewster had saved his life, if he had fixed himup wth

t he nobst gorgeous wonan who had ever lived, or if he'd

given himthe winning ticket to the Irish Swmeepstakes, he
could not have inspired greater devotion. Fromthe nonent
Brewster placed his homrimed gl asses on Bl oody Bob's

red nose, he became the center of the old warrior's universe.

The keep soon becanme the hub of frenetic activity. First,

of course, it was necessary to clean up me place and nmake it
a suitable residence for a sorcerer of Brewster's stature

M ck busied hinmself with the construction of new furniture
whi | e Bl oody Bob and Robi e McMurphy pitched in to help
sweep out the cobwebs and the nmouse droppi ngs.

McMur phy was eager to get in on the ground floor, so to
speak, because M ck had shown himthe Swiss Arny knife

and told himabout their plans. McMrphy knew a good
nmoney- maki ng opportunity when he saw one. They had a
working mll, and a soon-to-be-expanded brewery, a snithy
and an arnory busi ness, the proposed nany-bl aded knife
manuf acturing facility, and the opportunities presented by
wor ki ng as apprentices to a master sorcerer. MMirphy
didn't know what the word "congl onerate" meant, but he

had an instinctive grasp of the concept.

Bl oody Bob didn't really have a head for business, but for
a magi c visor of his own, he would have sold his soul. His
brawn cane in very handy. While the others worked, Brewster
supervi sed and drew up plans and concentrated on making a
suitabl e pair of spectacles for Bob. It proved to be a bit
nmore difficult than he'd expected.

He had never thought it would be easy. He understood the
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he had realized that this was not going to be one of those
"get-your-glasses-in-one-hour" jobs. He had access to gl ass,



because M ck kept a stock of crude glass bl ocks and pipettes
in his laboratory, but he didn't have access to any nodem
grinders, and so he had to inprovise.

It had been necessary for Mck to make two wheel s,
constructed to Brewster's specifications, one for grinding
and one for polishing. They were essentially simlar in
design to potter's wheels, but grinding and polishing on
them took forever. To grind the |l enses, Brewster had to use
fine sand and water fromthe stream and to polish them he
used hi de and sheepskin. The result was hardly conparable
to a nodem pair of |lenses, but in tine, he was able to cone
up with sonething nore or |ess serviceable, even if it did
take a | ot of el bow grease.

It was al so, unavoidably, a trial-and-error process, nost
of it sinmply guesswork. He woul d make one pair of |enses,
try mem out on Bl oody Bob, see how well they worked—er
didn't work—and then go back to the drawi ng board. (O,
nore properly, the grinding wheel.) There was al so the
problem of testing them Initially, he had prepared an eye
chart, handprinted on a board, only to discover that the
letters neant nothing to Bl oody Bob because he coul dn't
read. McMurphy came to the rescue, however, and drew

anot her sort of eye chart.

Brewster would point to one large picture at the very top.
"What's this, Bob?"

"Uh...'tis a cow. Doc."

"Ckay. Good. Now, let's nmove on to the next line, with
these smaller pictures here. What animal is this?"

"Uh... a rabbit?"

"CGood. Now how about this one?"

"Apig."
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"Well, no, actually, this one's a sheep.”
"Looks like a pig."

" Tis a sheep. Bob," MMirphy would put in.

"Still looks Iike a pig. You drew it wong, MMirphy."
"You think a farner can't tell the difference 'tw xt a
sheep and a pig?"

"I say 'tis a pig!" (Rasp of a new sword bei ng drawn

fromits scabbard.)



"Ckay, okay, 'tis a pig!"
"Uh, maybe we'd better try this again later,'

Br ewst er
woul d say.

Eventual ly, he was able to nake a pair of |enses that

al | owed Bl oody Bob to see reasonably well, even if his

vision was still a little blurry, but to Bloody Bob, this was a
mracle. And the fact that it took so | ong obviously neant it
was a very conplicated thaumaturgic process, indeed.

Then there arose the problem of meking frames for the

| enses. Plastic, obviously, was out of the question, so they
woul d have to be netal franes. And while netal franes

coul d be fashioned without too nmuch trouble, soneone |ike

Bl oody Bob woul d require sonething pretty strong and
durable. Wre rims sinply wouldn't do. It was Bl oody Bob

hi nsel f who finally gave Brewster the solution to the prob-
lem He had referred to Brewster's glasses as a "magic
visor," so what Brewster cane up with and had M ck nmake

was, in fact, a sort of visor, made fromtwo pieces constructed
out of bronze and riveted together, between which the |enses
could be sandwi ched. In fact, the finished product bore a
strong resenbl ance to the sort of waparound gl asses that
were popul ar for a time anmong nusicians and surfers.

Bl oody Bob was ecstatic. Not only did they help him see
better than he had in years, they were al so a uni que fashion
statenment that gave himan even nore fearsonme appearance
When he first put themon, he did so with as nuch
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reverence and solemity as a king putting on his crown.

From that noment on. Bl oody Bob was Brewster's | oyal

friend and stalwart chanpi on, which he declared formally

by dropping to one knee and swearing his |ifelong allegiance.

Al this took tinme, however, and as the keep slowy

started to shape up, there were other projects in the works,
as well. Mck and McMirphy undert ook the construction of

me still, working under Brewster's supervision. They fashi oned
copper tubing by using iron rods fromthe smthy, wapping
copper sheets around them then heating them and beating
theminto solid tubes, which they then pulled off tHe rods.
Sol der was nmade froma blend of tin and gold, which

Brewster thought rather extravagant, but M ck disnissed his
concerns by telling himthat he had plenty of the stuff and it
wasn't really worth anything, anyway.

This was yet one nore tidbit of information that gave
Brewster pause, for gold had al ways been val ued t hroughout

hi story and he could not think of a tinme when it had been
consi dered essentially worthless. He did not know what to
make of it. He watched as the nmolten blend of gold and tin
was poured into a nold, so that it canme out in the shape of a
thin rod, and then all it took was an iron rod heated in the
furnace to make a crude yet effective soldering iron. Slowy,
but surely, what he thought had to be the npbst expensive



still in history started to take shape.

Anot her project they devoted tinme to was the construction

of a Franklin stove, to heat Brewster's new residence in the
tower. Brewster drew up the plans and M ck fashioned a
square box of iron plate, with a hole in the top and bricks
inside it to hold the heat.-Then they nmade a pi pe to conduct
t he snmoke out through the chimey of the fireplace, which
wor ked just fine once they cleared out all the squirrels’
nests.

The next project they began was the construction of a
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cistern to be placed atop the tower. The plan was to run it
of f the | arge wooden water wheel by devising a set of three
smal | er wooden wheel s, one of which was nounted on the

outer wall beside the main water wheel, while the other two
were nounted on the exterior wall of the tower, one at the
bottom and one at the very top. These were all connected by

a crude belt drive system nade fromrope and wooden pegs.

The large, main water wheel turned the first smaller wooden
wheel mounted beside it. This wheel was connected to the
second smal |l er wheel by a horizontal belt, and that second
wheel, in turn, was connected to the third wheel by a

vertical belt that ran up to the top of the tower. Between the
pegs of the vertical belt drive, wooden buckets had been
mounted to Iift water fromthe sluice to the cistern at the top
of the tower, where a tipover allowed the buckets to auto-
matically dunp the water in a small wooden trough that

filled the cistern. There was an overflow trough that all owed
the excess water to drain back down to the sluice.

To inprove this operation even further, Brewster had

redesigned the sluice itself, so that instead of the gate being
opened at the channel which diverted water fromthe stream

to the bottom of the wheel, an el evated wooden sl uice was
constructed, starting a short distance upstream of the keep

whi ch brought water to the top of the wheel —+n principle,

much |i ke a Roman aqueduct. This allowed the nmain water

wheel to turn faster and operate nore efficiently.

The purpose of the cistern was to provide fresh drinking

water for Brewster's residence and, he hoped, eventually a
flush toilet. To this end, Brewster drew up plans for a septic
tank and a | each field. The excavati on woul d be | ocated

about thirty feet downstream of the keep

Al'l of these projects were somewhat |abor intensive, and
woul d certainly have been a | ot of work for just four people.
However, they had hel p. Each day, as work progressed, new
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vol unteers were added to the | abor force. The first had been
Fuzzy Tom who showed up the day after Bl oody Bob to

nmeet the new sorcerer and see this interesting construction
project Bob had told him about.



Fuzzy Tom was one of the brigands, a retired warrior |ike

Bl oody Bob, with a rotund body and a thick mass of wavy,

bl ack hair that fell down to his shoulders. He had a | arge
and bushy bl ack beard that started at his cheekbones and
grew down to his chest, so that all anyone could see of his
face was a short expanse of forehead and two tw nkling
brown eyes. He possessed a rather pleasant, |aid-back dispo-
sition that under any other circunstances woul d have prevented
hi m from doi ng anything that even remptely resenbl ed

wor k. However, M ck explained that this was sorcery, not
wor k, and Fuzzy Tomfell for it. He pitched right in, and
when he canme back the next day, he brought Froggy Bruce,
Mal i ci ous M ke, and Pi kestaff Pat.

Froggy Bruce was a quiet, soft-spoken brigand with |ong,
fine, sandy-blond hair, a w spy beard, and |arge, sad-

| ooki ng eyes that gave him sonething of the aspect of his
nanesake. He al so happened to be very fond of frogs. Not
eating them collecting them He owned dozens and dozens,
all of which he kept in his roomat the tavern in Brigand's
Roost. He liked to entertain and his place, one m ght say,
was al ways j umnpi ng.

Mal i ci ous M ke was a dark and broodi ng young man who

al ways dressed in black and apol ogi zed politely whenever
he crushed sonebody's skull. He could not abide rudeness
in a person and always said "please" and "thank you"
whenever he robbed someone. Sone peopl e thought he was
being maliciously sarcastic, hence his name, but the fact
was that M ke sinply believed in good nmanners, regardless
of the circunstances.

Pi kestaff Pat was al nbst as thin as his weapon of choice,
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a long, slimpikestaff that he always carried with himon his
shoul der. He had dark red hair and a neatly trinmed beard.
What he | acked in size conpared to the other brigands, he
made up for with aggressive energy and a sharp wit. He was
one of the few nmarried brigands and he never went any-

where without a lunch wapped in a kerchief and tied to his
pi kestaff by his wife, Calanmity Jane, who relentlessly pur-
sued the fruitless task of trying to put some nmeat on his

bones.

Calamity herself showed up on the third day, partly

because she was curious and partly because she wanted to

make sure her husband had enough to eat. An intense,

vol upt uous, young woman with short dark hair and a perpet-

ual squint, she arrived in a cart |oaded with provisions for
t he boys. She stood up to wave at Pat and pronptly

executed a near-perfect half gainer off the cart, ending with
a face-plant in the nud. Over the next few hours, she

tri pped over everything in sight, knocked over tables, fel
fromladders, and took no |l ess than three inmpronptu dips in
the creek. She caused such consternation that M ck suggested
she stop trying to help with the construction and concentrate
on cooking for the hungry crew, which effort she took up



wi th enthusiasm She only scal ded herself six tines.

As word of what Brewster was doi ng began to spread,

nore people showed up to see these wonders for thensel ves
and wound up volunteering for the project. It was |like an
old-time frontier house-raising. Everyone pitched in unti
there were over forty people bustling about, which constitut-
ed al most the entire popul ation of Brigand s Roost and al

the surrounding farms. M ck assigned tasks to everyone, so

t hat some people worked only on the still, while others built
the el evated sluice, the cistern, the wheels, and the belt
drive for the water lift, and so on. Each of themtook great
pride in what they were doing, and set to with enthusiasm
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for it was both an opportunity to help get a sorcerer settled
in their neighborhood and participate in inmportant nagica
wor ks.

The grounds of the keep soon had awnings erected on

them beneath which the | abor force could rest during their
breaks, and the brush and tall grass were soon tranpled
down by all the activity. Small pits were dug for cookfires,
and as night fell and work ceased, the kettles were renoved
and | ogs were added, nmaking for cheery canpfires around

whi ch people gathered to tell stories and sing songs.

Storytelling, Brewster soon discovered, was by far the

nost popul ar form of entertai nment, and nost of these

stories were built around the actual experiences and exploits
of the storyteller, usually enbellished considerably for dra-
matic effect. There were al so | egends, which were stories

t hat had been passed down through the generations, and

made for a kind of historical record, though not a very
reliabl e one, as each individual storyteller usually added
something to the tale.

Brewster's presence at these canpfire tales was especially
appreci ated, as nost sorcerers had a tendency to hold

t hensel ves al oof fromthe conmon throng and avoi ded
socializing with the general popul ace. Each storyteller tried
to top the others for his benefit, and the audi ence was
nothing if not critical. Each tale was followed by a chorus of
"Well told! Well told!" or "Bah, |I've heard it better!" or
"Nay, you forgot the part about the virgin!"

Brewster heard "The Tale of Frank the Usurper and How

t he Kingdom Got Its Nane," an abbrevi ated version of

whi ch he'd already heard from M ck; "The Tal e of the
Undef | ower ed Whore, " which was apparently a very popu-

lar one; "The Life and Times of Bl oody Bob," told halting-
Iy by Bloody Bob hinself, in which nost recall ed encoun-
ters ended with the phrase "And then | snote hi m good!"
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and "The Lament of Handsone Hal ," who was driven nad

by a nynph who fell in love with him a story Brewster
t hought was a marvelously witty fairy tale, never suspecting



for a noment that it had really happened, which it had.

"Pat, tell the tale of The Werepot Prince," said Calanity,
nudgi ng her husband sharply in the ribs with her el bow.

"Jane, they've all heard it a dozen times or nore,"
protested Pikestaff Pat.
"Perhaps Doc hasn't," Calamty replied. "And anyway, |
like the way you tell it."

"Yes, I'd like to hear it," Brewster said.
"Mke tells it better," Pikestaff Pat replied.
"Nay, go on, you tell it. Pat," Malicious Mke insisted

And after a bit nore coaxing. Pikestaff Pat stood and
enbar ked upon his tale.

" '"Tis 'The Tale of the Werepot Prince,' " he began, "and
they say it happened hereabouts, a. long, long time ago.
Per haps" —he paused significantly and gl anced around—at
this very place where we are gathered on this night."

There was a coll ective "CQooh!" and someone rennarked,
"Ni ce touch, very nice touch, indeed."

"The prince | speak of was a handsone, bold, and

strappi ng young chap nane of Brian," Pat continued, "sole
heir to his father's throne. Now, bein' an only child, Brian
was a wee bit spoiled by his folks and allowed to have his
way in nost things. If he wanted to have hinmsel f a brand-
new puppy, why 'twasn't good enough that he had one, but

he was given three. If he wasn't up to finishin' all the
veggi es on his plate, why no one nmade himdo so, never

mnd that kids was starvin* off in India."

"I ndi a?" said Brewster.

"Aye, well, no one knows quite where this Kingdom of
India was, y'see, and ain't no one anybody knows what's
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ever been there, but 'twas gen'ral know edge that kids was
al ways starvin' there," said Pat.

"I see," said Brewster with a puzzled frown.
"Anyways, " continued Pat, "Prince Brian ain't never

had to do no chores around the pal ace, never had to nmow

the lawn or clean his room nor even make his bed. Had
servants for all that sort of thing, y' know, provided by his
mum the queen. And he never said 'please" nor 'thank

you,' neither," Pat added with a glance at Mlicious M ke,
who nodded in acknow edgenent that he hadn't left that

i nportant part of the story out.

"Prince Brian the Bold was his proper, officially sanctioned



appel I ati on," Pat continued, "but to nost folks in the

ki ngdom he was nerely Brian the Brat, and a bit of a royal
pain, to boot. The young girls of the kingdom I oved him
dearly, they did, for he was conely to | ook upon, what with
his curly golden | ocks and pleasin' form and word had it he
was right properly endowed, as well, though 'twas only
hearsay, mind. Y know how young girls talk.

"Many's the time our Brian hopped a fence and had

hinself a |l ovely noonlight interlude with some fair young
village maid, but he was never caught, y'see, so either he
was very much adroit or else the lad was bl aned for every
other swollen belly in the kingdom |ike as not to protect a
boyfriend who wasn't royalty, y' see, and therefore not

i Mmmune to parental retribution. But either way, by the tine
our | ad was sonme twenty sunmers old, there was nore

lovely little gold-haired rug rats in the kingdomthan you
could shake a stick at, and a surprisin' nunber of them was
named Brian, too.

"Yet one day, there canme a tine when our Prince Brian

cast his wanderin' orbs in a sonewhat unfortunate direction
Unfortunate for him as 'twould turn out. He got hinself

ri ght bent out of shape over a young maid name of Katherine,
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who was as pretty a wench as you could ever hope to see.
Fifteen sumers old, she was, a ripe bloom n' young thing,
with big blue eyes and | ovely bosons and a saucy | ook
about her what nade you want to throw her down and

mount the pony- Leastw se, she had that effect on Brian
whom she di sconmpbded sonethin' awf ul

"Now Brian, used to havin' his own way, went and set

his cap at her, and some other parts what were |ocated | ower
down, as well. He started sendin' her |love notes and fl owers
and the like, which gifts the wench did not refuse, but she
went and showed 'ena to her father, which was when the
troubl e started.

"Saucy Katherine's father, as it turns out, was the |oca
sorcerer, a fearsome wi zard name of Catrack or Hatrack or
some such thing—=

" 'Twas Catrack," Malicious Mke said.

"Nay, 'twas Hatrack," Fuzzy Tom di sputed.

" 'Twasn't neither, 'twas Canac," soneone else called
out, and a loud and vociferous argunment ensued, which
ended abruptly when Pi kestaff Pat put two fingers in his
mout h and whistled |oudly and piercingly.

"As | was sayin'," he continued, "there seens to have

been sone dispute as to his name, but whatever in bloody
hell his name was, he wasn't pleased with this attention
bein' royally bestowed on his one and only child. He went
to the king and said, 'Now listen here. Your Mjesty, boys



will be boys and all that sort of thing, but 1'd kindly
appreciate your tellin' your young whelp to keep his royal,
hony little mtts to his own self, if it please Your Mjesty.
I'd sorta had ny heart set on Katherine marryin' an adept

and keepin' to the famly tradition and all that sort of thing,
and while |I've nothin' against royalty, y' understand, |'d just
as soon she not go marryin' beneath her station, if '"tis al

the same to you.'
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"Now, such remarks ain't gen'rally considered proper

prot ocol when speakin' to your basic nonarch,"” Pat expl ai ned,
"but be that as it may, the king had no choice but to

swal low it, or else risk bein' turned into a toadstool or
havin' hinmself struck with a spell what nakes his |oins go
dry, and so he grinned and bore it and nodded that he
understood and told the wi zard, 'Aye, indeed, | quite see
what you mean. 1'Il have, a word with ny young royal son
and see to it that it won't go happenin' again.' Wereupon
the wizard left and Hs Majesty the King turned to Her

Maj esty the Queen and said, 'CGo tell Brian to | eave young
Kat herine alone or he's liable to cock everything up.' "

A collective groan went up around the canpfire.

"Well," said Pat, as he resuned the tale, "the queen

spoke to Prince Brian about young Katherine, but young

bl ood runnin' hot and all that, our |lad was not di ssuaded.
He pursued his suit, and one night after Katherine's dad set
out for a neetin' of the GQuild, he pressed it hone. Her
father was not expected back for quite sone tinme, y' see, as
the journey woul d have taken many days and then there was
the neetin', what with banquets and speech-makin' and
activities and all, and then the journey back, so Katherine
and Brian made the nost of Daddy's absence and frolicked
with great vigor every night he was away.

"The troubl e cane nuch |ater, after Katherine's dad

cane hone. One day, he noticed that his daughter was

puttin' on a little weight, y see, and then she started feelin'
sickly in the nornin', and fairly soon it all came clear that
Kat heri ne was carryin' a child. She confessed all to her
father, who flewinto a frothin' rage and retired to his

wi zard's chanbers, from whence he did not energe for

many days and ni ghts."

Pat paused for dramatic effect, |ooking around at his
audi ence, who waited eagerly for the tale to resune.
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"In the meantinme," he continued after a noment, "Prince

Bri an was hangin' about the palace with his falcons and his
hounds, dashin' off on huntin' expeditions and carousin'
with his mates, little suspectin' that he was about to be a
father... nor that Hatrack—=



"Catrack," Mlicious Mke corrected him

"Kat herine's dad," said Pat pointedly, "was gatherin’

his powers to cast a nasty evil curse, a spell nost horrible
and frightful. The way he saw it, his daughter had been
spoi | ed, her honor and her dignity besm rched, and nothin’
woul d do but for Prince Brian to suffer the sane fate. So, in
t he darkness of his wi zard's chanbers, the sorcerer conjured
up a spell, usin' a lock of hair that Brian had carel essly

given to Katherine as a keepsake.

"And as the legend has it, one day, the servants cane to
tidy up Prince Brian's roomand make his bed, and what
they found betw xt the sheets, and not beneath the bed,
where such contrivances are usually kept, was a bright and
shi ny gol den chanberpot, emnbellished with sone eneral ds
and rubies, nuch like the ones that Brian al ways wore on a

chain around his neck."

He paused again and | ooked around, noddi ng significantly.
"Well, need it be said, there was no sign of Brian, and

t hough the king sent men to search throughout the | and, no
trace of himwas ever found. The chanberpot, 'twas said,

had di sappeared as well, stolen by a servant who thought to
prise the jewels fromit and sell 'em but when he tried, lo
and behol d, the chanberpot cried out! The frightened ser-

vant |left well enough alone and sold it to the first trader he
cane across, and what becane of it after that is anybody's

guess.
"However, legend has it that when the moon is full

Prince Brian wal ks again as his normal self, such bein' the
nature of the curse, so that he can al ways renmenber how it
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feels to be human, a cruel and brief reminder to tornent him
when he turns back into a receptacle for human waste,

which is what Katherine's father considered himto be, and
had thus condemmed himfor eternity. So if you should ever
find yourself in some strange hostelry or tavern, take care if
you should feel the call of nature in the mddle of the night,
especially if the noon be full. For should you reach down
under neat h your bed and happen to pull a gol den chanber pot
with gens set in it, have a care... for you never know, it
just might turn out to be a royal pain in the arse.”

"Well told! Well told!"
"Bah, |'ve heard it better."

"Nay, | liked the bit about the starvin' kids in India. And
the frolickin' with vigor, 'twas a nice touch."

And so it went, with critical appraisals being exchanged
and argued back and forth, until the evening started to grow



cold and they all retired to the great hall in Brewster's keep
They built a big fire in the hearth and M ck broke open a
fresh cash of peregrine wine. Torches were lit and placed up
in the wall sconces. Brewster sat in the honored place at the
table on the dais, with Mck on his right and Bl oody Bob on
his left, while all the other brigands and a few of the
farmers in the crowd packed the other tables, drinking
heartily and | aughi ng boi sterously, poundi ng each other on

t he back and | ooking very much Iike a scene froman Erro

Rynn mnovi e.

And what of poor Panela, waiting patiently in London

for her fiance to return? Well, Brewster had not forgotten
about Pamel a and was concerned that she m ght be worried
about him but under his current circunstances, there was
really nothing he could do. He was stuck until he could

| ocate the missing tine nmachi ne, and though he had sal -
vaged what he could fromthe one that had expl oded,

i ntending to use sone of the parts for his project in the
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keep, there was no hope what soever of rebuilding it. The
best he could do was to nake hinself as confortable as
possible in his new and unfamiliar surroundings, and hope
that word woul d spread about the mssing time machine and
t hat someone would turn up sone information

M ck had announced to everyone that Brewster Doc had

| ost a magic chariot and then Brewster gave themall a brief
description of it, asking that if anyone should see or hear
about such a device, they should inmediately I et himknow
However, no one had stepped forward, though they al

prom sed to keep their eyes and ears open

Al'l of them except three of the younger brigands, that
is—+tong Bill, Pifer Bob, and Silent Fred, who | ooked at

each ot her nervously when Brewster described the appear-

ance of the mssing time machi ne. However, Brewster

didn't notice this, nor did anybody else. (Nor will the
narrator explain at this point why they did not step forward,
for they obviously knew something. This is a techni que of
storytelling known as foreshadowing and all will be nmade
clear at the proper tinme. Don't worry, remenber, always

trust the narrator.)

Anyway, where were we? Ch, right, we're in the mddle

of this rowdy, boisterous banquet scene in the great hall,
with Brewster sitting in the place of honor at the table on
the dais, Mck on his right. Bloody Bob on his left, torches
flickering, fire burning in the hearth, peregrine w ne flow
i ng, food being thrown, and a good tine generally being

had by all... but wait. Wat's this? The sound of hoof -
beats rapidly approachi ng, unheard by the revel ers because
they' re maki ng so much noi se. Unheard, that is, until the
horse and rider cane bursting into the great hall with a



noi sy clattering of hooves on the stone floor

A tabl e overturned, and people scattered, and the hand-
some, jet-black stallion reared up dramatically and nei ghed
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as it was reined in by the black-clad rider in the center of the
hal I .

Sil ence descended like an anvil... only much softer
Sil ence that was not broken by a single whisper or a
murmur, save for a very quiet "Uh-oh" from Bl oody Bob

The bl ack-cl ad rider di smounted and dropped the reins,

and the stallion obediently remained standing still as the
rider took several steps forward and stopped in the exact
center of the room sweeping it with her snoldering gaze as
she stood, |egs braced wide apart, one hand on the dagger in
her belt, the other on her sword hilt.

"What the devil's going on here?"

"Who is that?" Brewster asked with awe.

"That," Mck replied in a soft voice, "is none other than

Bl ack Shannon. "

CHAPTER
SI X

Sone entrance, huh? The funny thing is. Shannon did not
think of it that way at all. Wiich is not to say she |l acked a
sense of drama. Under nost circunstances, she was very

good at thinking things out in advance, which was one of

t he reasons she was the | eader of the brigands. She knew
how to plan a job, and she often planned themquite
dramatically, indeed. However, when she | ost her tenper

(and it didn't take much), it was |like a case of spontaneous
conbustion. She rode her horse into the great hall of the
keep not so much for effect, but because it was the quickest
way to get there. She had never been one to waste mnuch

time, especially when she was angry.

She had been away, casing a few jobs and doing a little
cruising on the side. She often did this sort of thing. She
woul d | eave her trademark, black |eather, |ace-up jerkin,

and matchi ng, skintight, |eather breeches and high boots, in
Brigand's Roost, then ride off to sonme town or village,

| ooking quite denure in a |l ong, sweeping peasant skirt and

| owcut blouse, with dainty little slippers on her feet. Once
there, she would circul ate and keep her eyes and ears open
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on the | ookout for any gossip about trade shipments and the
l'ike.



Oten, she would take a job for a few days, working in a

| ocal tavern, where one could hear all sorts of things. Wth
her stunning | ooks, she never had any trouble getting hired
or getting nmen to tal k about their business, the better to

i npress her. VWile she struck up conversations and remai ned
on the | ookout for incone-producing opportunities, she kept

a | ookout for possible romantic opportunities, as well.

To say that Shannon was beautiful would be an under -
statement. Ordinary adjectives sinply wouldn't do her jus-
tice, only superlatives sufficed. She stood five feet seven
inches tall and was perfectly proportioned, with the kind of
body that could only be described as |uscious. Her face was
breat ht akingly |l ovely and deceptively angelic. She had pal e,
creany skin and bl ue eyes that were so bright, they al nost
seened to glow. Al the usual cliches applied—ips just nmade
for kissing, raven tresses that sinply begged to be caressed,
etc., etc.—-enly nore so. However, these were only her

nost obvi ous and superficial attributes.

What nost men failed to note was that she was astonishingly
fit. Her arms were slender, but they were firmand hard, and
if she were to flex, disconcertingly devel oped bi ceps woul d
stand out. Her shoul ders were lovely, but they were al so
broad and well defined. And if her waist did not betray an
ounce of fat, it was because she had stomach nuscles |ike a
washboard. The way she held herself, and the catlike way

she noved, revealed to the observant eye that this was no
ordi nary peasant girl, but a young woman who had trai ned

I ong and hard, and not at waiting tables.

What nost men also failed to see (because they were too

busy | ooki ng el sewhere) was that behind those coyly fluttering
eyel ashes, her eyes were not only blue enough to get |ost in,
but alert, direct, and penetrating in their gaze. Men al so

100 ¢ Si nmon Hawke

never noticed now easily she led theminto tal ki ng about

t hensel ves, about their business, their plans, their persona
lives, their foibles, and how much noney they had. They

were so busy trying to inpress and flatter her that they were
never aware of being cleverly manipul at ed.

Men, however, have al ways had a tendency to see that

whi ch they want to see in wonen, and then to act, often
conpul sively, on their inpressions. This was sonet hing
Shannon | earned while she was still quite young, and she

had al so | earned how to take advantage of it. Men, so far as
she was concerned, were really only good for two things—
sex and lifting heavy objects. Beyond that, she didn't have
much use for them However, as Shannon saw it, just

because nen were rather limted in their uses was no reason
not to use them At |east once.

Shannon had started early and | earned quickly. At the age
of thirteen, she had been seduced by the handsone, eighteen-
year-old son of a very wealthy merchant. Wthin about six
weeks, that merchant gradually lost a significant proportion
of his inventory. Shannon sold the goods her ardent swain



had stolen fromhis father and turned a tidy profit in the
bargain. The profits, she had told the nmerchant's son, would
be used to start a brand-new |ife. She somehow negl ected to
nmention that this newlife did not include him

Thus Shannon had enbarked upon an ever-escalating life

of crime. At one tine or another, she had been called an
evil bitch, a soulless heartbreaker, an acconplished liar, a
crafty thief, a merciless killer, and an anoral slut (which
rai ses the question of what a noral slut would be, and the
answer is, of course, an honest one). Though Shannon

woul d have reacted quickly and decisively had anyone the
foolishness to call her any of those things to her face,
privately she would admit to all of them for she was not
given to hypocrisy. Men had taught her what she knew and
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she nerely paid them back in kind. She was not, she often
told herself, conpletely without scruples. If a man cane
al ong who treated her with civility and honesty, she would
treat himlikew se. However, she had |l earned that such nen
were in very rare supply.

Not even the brigands whom she | ed knew nmuch about

her history, though by the tine her path crossed theirs, she
had al ready devel oped quite a reputati on. She was known to

be a swordswonan of extraordinary skill, and when she first
took up with the brigands, a few of them had this confirnmed
for themthe hard way. This gave her no small neasure of
respect. By virtue of her abilities and her intelligence, she
soon becane their |eader and they prospered under her
direction.

Though Shannon was a woman of |usty and, some mi ght

say, rather excessive appetites, she had al ways avoi ded
romanti c entangl ements with any of the brigands. She knew
that it would only conplicate things. She had an instinctive
grasp of the fact that excessive fratemalization does not
make for good | eadership. Aside fromthat, she did not find
any of the brigands especially attractive. Mst of themwere
great, big, hairy louts who rarely washed—though she

i nsisted they bathe in the creek whenever the stench becane
too rank. In general. Shannon preferred to indulge her lusty
appetidtes on her frequent scouting expeditions, or by abducting
t he occasi onal handsome nal e travel er encountered during

one of their hol dups.

She was never recogni zed, because whenever the brig-

ands plied their trade, she always wore a nask consisting of
a large bl ack bandanna with two eyeholes cut in it, which
covered her entire face except her mouth and chin. In
imtation of her, the other brigands wore bl ack masks as
wel |, which led to their becom ng known as the Bl ack
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Bri gands, which they thought had a very nice ring to it,

i ndeed.
Most of the local citizenry knew what Shannon | ooked

like without her mask, but she had nothing to fear from

them The bandits never robbed the |ocals and Shannon

never hesitated to provide assistance if local citizens were in
need of hel p. She never asked for any conpensation in

return. This, she reasoned quite correctly, was nerely good
public relations. The result was that every tine one of the
king's patrols canme to Brigand' s Roost, there was not a

brigand to be found and no matter whomthey asked, the

replies were always the sane.
"Brigands? What brigands? W' ve never been troubl ed

by brigands around here. Actually, we only changed the
nane from Turkey's Roost to attract tourism™

VWhi ch brings us back to Shannon's angry and dranatic

entrance, just in case you thought your narrator got sidetracked.
When she returned fromone of her scouting expeditions,

much i ke king's patrols, she found the town al nost conpletely
enpty, except for a few old people who were habitually

cranky and never felt like going anywhere. Fromthem she'd

| earned that everyone had gone off to a revel at Mck

OPallon's mill. They didn't bother telling her about the
sorcerer who' d recently arrived, because the ol dsters were

rather crotchety and rather liked the thought of getting the

young fol ks into hot water

Shannon did not take kindly to this news. She had gone

to all the trouble of setting up a systemto be followed in her
absence, whereby the brigands would work in shifts, |urking

by the forest trails, waylaying coaches and unwary travelers,
and instead of follow ng instructions, they were goofing off.
She paused only | ong enough to change before gall oping off

to kick some brigand butt. As she rode, she grew angrier
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and angrier, and as she approached the keep and heard the
sounds of revelry, she becane absolutely furious.

Had she paused to think, she would have realized that

t here was sonet hi ng unusual about this situation. For one
thing, .Mck O Fallon was not known to be especially
gregarious. For Mck to hold a revel was decidedly out of
character, and it was unlikely that he would all ow anyone
else to hold a revel at his mll. Furthernore, just about
everyone in Brigand' s Roost had gone, including One-Eyed
Jack, the tavern keeper, who never left his place of busi-
ness, and Dirty Mary with her fancy girls, who were
actually rather plain, and even the Awful Urchin Gang, a
band of grubby little children whose awful ness was nea-
sured by the fact that all their parents insisted they were
orphans. And no one, least of all Mck, would ever consider



i nviting them anywhere.

Shannon had not paused to consider any of these things,
however, and as she approached the keep, all she could

thi nk of was that the brigands were Absent Wthout Leave,
and for that, heads were going to roll. O at the very | east
get generously thunped. She kicked her horse and went
charging up to the front door

Rascal Rick had chosen that unfortunate nmoment to go

answer the call of nature. As he opened the door, he saw the
fearsone apparition of Shannon nounted on her bl ack
stallion. Big Nasty, bearing down on him He froze in his
tracks and was knocked ass over teakettle as she rode right
over him and gal |l oped straight into the hall.

She di snobunted and angrily demanded to know what in

hel | was going on. Wien a reply was not inmredi ately
forthcom ng, she grabbed the nearest brigand by the hair
and violently yanked hi m backward off the bench, onto the
fl oor.

"Expl ain yoursel f!" she demanded.
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Unfortunately, the brigand she had grabbed was Sil ent

Fred, who spoke only about once or twice a year. No one

could recall himever actually speaking an entire sentence in
a conversation.

"Well...." said Fred, and shrugged el aborately, which

was quite a speech for him all things considered.

Shannon grunted with di sdain and ki cked hi m asi de, then

gave him another kick in the runp for good measure as he
scuttled away. She seized the next nearest victimby the ear

This msfortune fell to Froggy Bruce.

"What is the neaning of this?" she denanded, tw sting
his ear painfully. "Who gave you miserable curs |eave to

depart the Roost?"

"Well, actually," said Froggy Bruce, speaking in a calm

and | evel tone of voice, despite the painful grip she had on
him "there's a perfectly reasonable explanation for all this.
You see, the fact of the matter is that..."

She wal | oped hi m across his head, which made his eyes

bul ge out even nore than they normally did. The sound of
t he bl ow echoed in the hall and nmade everyone who heard it



Wi nce.
"Ow," said Froggy Bruce with characteristic understatenent.

Shannon's hand flashed to her sword hilt and the bl ade
sang free of its scabbard, whistled through the air, and cane
down on the table, passing unconfortably close to Long
Bill's left ear and splitting an entire roast turkey in half.

"Who wat ches the trails?" she demanded furiously. "Wo
lurks in the hedgerows? Who wayl ays unsuspecting travel -
ers? Am| expected to do all the work around here? Am1| to
bear all the burden of responsibility? Do you think noney

grows on trees?"

Brewster stood and cleared his throat politely. "Uh... ex-
cuse nme. M ss Shannon?"
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Shannon turned and, for the first time, noticed his unfa-
mliar presence.

"I"'mafraid I'"'mthe one who's responsible for all this,"
he said. "I"'msorry, | truly didn't realize that it would cause
a problem | hope you won't hold that against ne."

"And who mi ght you be?" she asked with a frown.

"Uh, this is Brewster Doc," said Bloody Bob hel pfully,
getting up to performthe formal introductions. "He' s—=

"Did | ask you, you great oaf?" Shannon interrupted
brusquel y.

"Uh...no..."

"Then sit down and be silent! Let the man speak for
hi nsel f," she snapped.

Wth a sheepish grimace. Bl oody Bob neekly resuned
hi s seat.

"Brewster Doc, eh?" Shannon said, approaching so she
coul d | ook him over.

"Well, nost of ny friends just call me Doc," said
Brewster with a smle.

Tis early yet to presune friendship," Shannon replied.
The entire hall was silent, every eye upon them

"Well, yes, | suppose | see your point," said Brewster
"However, |'mvery pleased to neet you, just the sane.”
He held out his hand.

She stared at himthoughtfully for a nonent, then sheathed
her sword and cl asped his forearm



"l am called Shannon," she said.
"You have a strong grip," said Brewster.
"For a wench, you nean?" she said sarcastically.

"For anyone," said Brewster with a shrug.

She | ooked hi m over appraisingly. '"Tis strange garb you
wear. You have not the aspect of a native of these parts.”

"Well, actually, | canme from London," Brewster said.
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"Lun-dun?" She | ooked puzzled. "I know of no such

pl ace."

Tis in the far distant Land of Ing," said Mck, "in

anot her place and tine."

"Anot her place and tinme?" said Shannon, glancing at
hi m sharply. "Wat do you nmean?"

" '"Tis a mghty sorcerer, he is," said Mck. "H s nagic
chariot fell fromthe sky."

"Are you drunk?" she asked him

Mck drew hinmself up with affronted dignity. "W little
peopl e do not get drunk," he said with an air of wounded
pride. "W nerely grow | oquaci ous."

"Babbl i ng nonsense by any other nane is still babbling
nonsense, " Shannon replied. "I have never heard of w z-
ards who could fly."

"Faith, and I was there, wasn't I?" said Mck. "I sawit,

| tell you. 'Tis a place of mghty sorcerers, this Land of Ing.
People fly there all the tine in magic chariots. 'Tis such a
commonpl ace occurrence, they do not even call 'em nagic
chariots; they call "emplains. He told ne so hinself."

"And you say you saw this nagic chariot fall fromthe

sky with your own eyes?" said Shannon dubiously, gl ancing
fromMck to Brewster, then back to M ck again.

"Aye, that | did, and didn't it alnbst crush ne when it

fell?" said Mck

"Where is this chari ot now?" asked Shannon, still not

entirely convinced.



"'"Twas broken in the fall," said Mck. "And then
McMur phy' s foolish bull attacked it, and Doc had no choice
but to blast it with a bolt of thunder."”

"Aye, 'tis true," MMirphy added. " 'Twas nothing |eft
of it but bits of roasted neat scattered about."

"Hmm " said Shannon, pursing her |ips thoughtfully
and staring at Brewster with new interest.
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He certainly did not look like a mghty sorcerer, she

t hought. He dressed strangely, but there was nothing noble

or fearsome about his appearance. She knew t hat nost
sorcerers took great pains to | ook noble or fearsone, prefer-
ably both at the same tinme, and if they couldn't manage

that, they at |east sought to look striking. This one did not
even | ook striking. He | ooked ratheil runmpled, and there was
somet hi ng about himthat brought to mind a little boy. A |ost
little boy. She decided to find out nore about this sorcerer
"Leave us," she said to the others. "All of you, back to

t he Roost! And, you farmers, back to your turnips and your
mlk cows! | would speak nore with this sorcerer, alone.”

Sone of the brigands exchanged nervous | ooks and Dirty
Mary's fancy girls hid snug little smles behind their hands,
but no one questioned Shannon's orders. They all left, with
much scrapi ng of benches and shuffling of feet and clinking
of swords and other accoutrenments, until only MMirphy,

M ck, and Bl oody Bob were left w th Shannon and Brewster

in the hall.

She raised her eyebrows. "WelIl?" she said.
"You mean us, too?" MMirphy asked innocently.

"I said that | would speak with the sorcerer alone, did
not ?" she said, a dangerous edge to her voice.

"But Mck and | are his apprentices," protested MMirphy
unwi sel y.

"Uh ... and | amhis loyal retainer," Bloody Bob added.
"Retai ner, eh?" said Shannon, "Well, if 'tis your teeth
you'll be retaining, theti you'll do as you' re bl oody well

told, you great ox. As for you 'apprentices'..
"We're going, we're going," MMirphy said hastily.
M ck gl anced uneasily at Brewster.

"So | ong as you woul d not object, of course," said
Shannon, her voice dripping with irony as she turned to
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Brewster. "Far be it fromnme to order your apprentices
about," she added with a nice dollop of sarcasm

"Ch, no, | have no objection," Brewster said.

"How nice," she said wyly. "My thanks for your indul-
gence." She gave hima little nock bow and then turned to
the others. "Qut!"

Wth uneasy glances at Brewster, they departed w thout
anot her word, |eaving himal one with Shannon

"So," she said, coming around the table and stepping up
onto the dais, "now we may becone properly acquainted."

She cane closer, gazing at Brewster with an intense,
predatory | ook.

"You shall be ny first adept," she said. "And | do hope
you are. Adept, that is."

"I beg your pardon?" Brewster said.

"OfF course, if you really are a wizard, you could strike
me with a spell,"” she continued, drawi ng nearer. "Or

per haps a thunderbolt. You could have ne conpletely at
your mercy."

She reached out and grasped the | apels of his jacket with

bot h hands, then abruptly pulled himtoward her and gave

hima kiss that would have weakened the resolution of a

priest. (Some priests, of course, have nore resol ve than

others, but this is nerely a figure of speech. Suffice it to say
t hat Shannon's skill at kissing was exceeded only by her

wi || ful ness.)

Brewster's eyes were wide with astoni shment as Shannon
broke of f the kiss, smled, and said, "You see, | also know
how to cast a spell."

She unsheat hed her sword and swept off the surface of the
table with the bl ade, sending goblets, neats, and fruit
baskets crashing to the floor. Then she tossed her sword
asi de, swung hi mdown onto his back on the tabletop, sat
astride him and ripped open his shirt.
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Now, it is a recognized fact of life that nost nmen are
intimdated by self-confident, aggressive wonmen. This is
because nen, generally speaking, like to feel that they are
in control. And nost wormen know that so long as a man

thinks that he is control, he's not too difficult to manage.
Shannon understood this very well. She was an expert at
maki ng men think they were in control, when she was

actually controlling themquite subtly. However, when she
chose to, she could also take control directly and there was
not hi ng subtle about it whatsoever. She knew that both



approaches had their uses.

If Brewster was, indeed, as powerful a sorcerer as the
others clainmed, then he represented a potential threat. She
had seen how qui ckly he had upset her system and had
everyone in Brigand' s Roost and the surrounding farns at

his beck and call. Mck, who was hardly the gregarious

sort, had a fascination for the thaumaturgic arts and if he
was going to be this sorcerer's apprentice, then he would
have less time for making arnms and brew ng w ne, which

were both commodities the brigands needed. MMirphy

and the other farmers would have less tinme to tend their
fields and provide the Roost with produce. Bl oody Bob had
even sworn allegiance to this sorcerer as his retainer, as if
he were a king or something, and the other brigands had
actual ly been working here, perform ng physical |abor, which
was unheard of. She'd seen the signs of it when she rode up
to the keep. Her brigands, working? Nay, she thought, this
woul dn't do at all. This was clearly a threat to her |eader-
ship and one that needed to be dealt wth quickly and
deci si vel y.

She knew that taking on a sorcerer entailed a certain
ampunt of risk; however, this sorcerer was nevertheless a
man and nmen were all pushovers. The thing to do was take
control of this situation in no uncertain terns, and do it
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qui ckly. She was confident of her abilities to arouse passion
in a man and she knew that if she took the initiative in a
firm aggressive, brook-no-nonsense nanner, she woul d

qui ckly gain the upper hand.

The nore inmportant a man was, she'd |earned, and the

nore power he w el ded, me nore susceptible he was to

bei ng doni nated. Especially by a wonan. Deep down

inside, it was what they really wanted—+to have the pins
knocked out from under them by a strong, maternal figure

who would tell themwhat to do. hi her own uneducated

way. Shannon was quite the student of human behavi or

particul arly nmal e behavior, and she felt confident that this
was the proper course to take. Besides, the guy was kinda

cute.

"Uh... excuse ne," Brewster said as she started to undo
his belt, "but I think you have the wong idea. You see,
happen to be engaged."

"Engaged i n what?" she asked, nonentarily thrown off

her stride by the zipper and the little netal hook on the
wai st band of his gray flannel trousers. She frowned with

puzzl ement, uncertain how to proceed.

"Engaged to be nmarried,"” replied Brewster.



"Ch," said Shannon, plucking at his wai stband uncertainly.
"You mean you are betrothed? What natters that to ne?"

"Well, it matters to ne," said Brewster. "And | expect it
matters to Panela, as well."

"Panel a? Is that the nane of your intended?" The hook
on the wai stband popped free and Shannon uttered a satis-
fied "Ah! | see.”

"It's not that I don't find you attractive, you under-
stand," said Brewster, |ooking up at her, "it's just that |
| ove Panela, you see, and, well... | guess |I'ma bit

ol d-fashi oned when it comes to this sort of thing. Besides,
we hardly even know each other."
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Shannon had finally figured out the zipper. She pulled it
down, and her face lit up with a childlike delight.

"Ch! How cl ever!"”

She pulled it back up again, then down, then up, then
down and up, repeatedly, like a kid with a new toy.

"I mean, you said so yourself," continued Brewster, over
t he sounds of zipping, " 'tis a bit early to presune friend-
ship, isn't it?"

"What ?" sai d Shannon, |ooking up fromhis trousers to
hi s face.

"l said..."

"I heard what you said," she replied irritably. Sonehow,
this wasn't going according to plan. "Who said anything
about friendshi p?"

"Well..." Brewster hesitated awkwardly. "I nean, that
is my zipper you're playing with, isn't it?"

"Zi pper?" said Shannon. She zipped it up and down a
couple of tines. "Ch! | see. It does nake a sort of zipping
noi se, doesn't it?"

"Yes, well, ripping open sonmeone's shirt and unfastening
their trousers does presune a certain degree of intinacy,
doesn't it?" said Brewster

Shannon frowned. She wasn't used to being distracted

like this. O to nmen being recalcitrant in such a situation
"Inti macy?" she said, raising her eyebrows. "Wat has this
to do with intimcy? You' re being ravished, you fool!"

"Ch," said Brewster. He cleared his throat. "I see.
Vell, if it's all the same to you, |I'd really rather not be
ravi shed right now, if you don't nmind."

"You woul dn' t ?"



"No, | wouldn't," Brewster said. "I mean, don't get ne

wrong, |'msure you're very good at it, but 1'd really rather
not."
"S'trewmth!" said Shannon. "I've never heard of such a
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thing. 1'll have you know that nobst nen would go quite out
of their way to have ne ravish them"

"Ch, I'msure of that," said Brewster, "and ny rel uc-
tance is no reflection on you whatsoever. It's just that |
happen to be spoken for and | think conmitnents are

i mportant, don't you?"

Shannon sighed. "Well.. .1 suppose.”

"This doesn't nean we can't be friends," said Brewster

She put her hands on her hips and stared down at him
with interest. "You are a nost uncommon sort of man," she
sai d. "Your Panela rmust be quite a woman."

"Well, so are you," said Brewster diplomatically. "Actually,
in sone ways, the two of you would probably have much in

conmon. "
"Wul d we, indeed?" said Shannon with surprise. "Is
she an outlaw, too?"

"No," admitted Brewster, "but she can be rather uncon-
ventional. She's also intelligent and very self-assured. O
course, she doesn't carry a sword, but she does | ook good in

| eat her. "
"Hmém " said Shannon, sitting back on Brewster's | egs.

She gazed down at himthoughtfully. "Is she... nore beau-
tiful than I?"

"Well, | don't know that |I'd say that, exactly," Brewster
replied. "I suppose you and she are beautiful in different
ways, neither nore than the other, nerely different."

"I's her formnore pleasing to you?"

"Uh.-.no, | wouldn't say that," Brewster replied
awkwar dl y. He was unaccustomed to such frank di scussions
of comparative femal e anatomy, especially when such an

i nconpar abl e pi ece of fenmal e anatony was sitting right on



top of him "Actually, 1've never really thought about it."

Shannon rai sed her eyebrows at this. A man who never
really thought about a woman's body? This was a first.
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Per haps sorcerers really were different. "She is clever,
t hen?"

"Well, yes," said Brewster. "She's very educated. She
has doctorates in electrical engineering, mathenatics, and
conput er science. She specializes in cybernetics."

Shannon frowned. She had no idea what those words
meant, but they certainly sounded i npressive. And then
under st andi ng seened to dawn.

"Ah! She nust be a sorceress!"”

"Uh... well... uh..." Brewster shrugged. "Yeah, what
the hell. She's a sorceress.”

Shannon nodded, apparently satisfied with this expl ana-
tion. "That nmakes a great difference, then," she said.

" "Tis your devotion to the magic arts which binds you
This | can understand.”

"Good," said Brewster with relief. "Uh ... do you think
you could let ne up now?"

"Ch, aye, of course," said Shannon, getting off him

Brewster sat up, feeling very nuch relieved. "You' ve

torn all the buttons off ny shirt," he said, |ooking down at
hi s exposed chest. And then he stood and exposed sone-

thing el se as his trousers fell down around his ankl es.

Shannon's eyes grew wide. "S'trewth!" she excl ai ned.
"Never have | seen the like of this!"

"Um .. they're called boxer shorts," said Brewster
wi th enbarrassnent as he hastily pulled up his trousers.

"What is their purpose?" Shannon asked in a puzzled
t one.

"Uh... well..." Brewster hesitated. He had never been

asked such a question before and it suddenly occurred to

hi mthat he had absolutely no idea. "They... uh... they

... er... it has to do with magic. It would be too conplicat-
ed to explain."
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"And the significance of the little red |ips?" Shannon



asked.
"Uh..." Brewster blushed, cursing the day Panel a had

bought the shorts for him She had thought they were cute
and liked to see himwearing them "Well... uh... it has

to do with a spell, you see."
Shannon frowned, and then her | ook of puzzlenment changed
to a knowi ng expression and a sly snmile. "Chl | see. "Tis a

spel |l of potency. Perhaps | was too hasty in letting you up."

"You're not going to— Brewster began, al arned, but
Shannon chuckl ed and shook her head.

"Never fear. Wzard," she said. "I shall respect your
pl edge of troth, for in truth, you are the first man | have net

who is true to his troth.'

"I beg your pardon?" Brewster said, "Could you repeat

t hat ?"

Shannon shook her head. "I think not. It tangles the
tongue. However, you are safe fromme, for the sake of the
beaut eous sorceress Panmela. But never let it be said that a

conely man escaped unravi shed from Bl ack Shannon."

"I won't say anything about it," Brewster assured her
"As far as |'m concerned, nothing happened. Al we did

was tal k."
"Nay!" said Shannon. "I said, never let it be said that a

conely man escaped unravi shed from Bl ack Shannon and

meant it, by the gods! | have a reputation to uphold, you
know "
"Ch," said Brewster. "Well... gee, | don't think I'd

feel right saying that you'd ravished ne."

"Then say nothing," Shannon replied. "None shall dare
ask. You are a mghty wi zard, after all, and I am Bl ack
Shannon. Let themthink what they will."

Brewster cleared his throat. "Yes, well, | don't suppose
we can do anythi ng about what people choose to think."
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She hel d out her hand and they clasped each other's
f orearms.



"Friends," said Brewster with a nervous smle

"But see here," Shannon said, "you have placed nme in
somet hi ng of a quandary."

"l have?" said Brewster

"Aye, you have, indeed," she replied. "You have all ny

bri gands wor ki ng here upon your... your works. True, 'tis

a great boon to have a sorcerer settled in these parts, but ny
bri gands have their outlaw trade to ply, you know | cannot
have them working! They will have no tine left to steal and

pl under! You see ny difficulty, do you not?"

"Mmm vyes, | see your point," said Brewster, nod-
di ng. "However, has it occurred to you that you m ght be
overl ooking a potential for far greater profit?"

"I ndeed?" said Shannon, suddenly | ooking very interested.

"Well," said Brewster, "suppose | were to tell you that |
know of a way for you and your brigands to at |east double
your profits and, eventually, perhaps to increase them even
further, without having to waste all that tine skul king by the
trails and lurking in the hedgerows?"

"Increase our profits?" she said. "Wth no |urking or
skul ki ng? How?"

"By a process known as nmanufacturing," said Brewster
" "Man-u-facturing' ?" she repeated, enunciating the un-
famliar word with care. " 'Tis sonme sort of sorcery?"
"Well... in a way," said Brewster.

Shannon sat down on the table, crossed her |egs, placed
her el bow on her knee, and rested her chin on her fist. "Tel
nme nore, friend," she said.
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CHAPTER
S E VEN

Warrick Morgannan was unquestionably the nost power-

ful sorcerer in all the twenty-seven ki ngdons, so powerfu
that he even di sdained to use a nmagenane. W zards general -
ly went in for that sort of thing, because there was an old
beli ef that know edge of one's truenane rendered one poten-
tially vulnerable to eneny adepts. Wiile this belief was not
entirely w thout substance, nost adepts used nagenanes
primarily because they sounded nore dramatic.

In fact, all adepts had their truenanmes registered with
SAG as that was one of the requirements of the CGuild,



partly to keep track of its menbership and partly to insure
that there would be no di sputes over magenames. |f sone-
one had al ready chosen G aywand or Wrdrune and regis-
tered it, then you sinply had to pick another nanme, no
matter how much you had your heart set on it.

This sort of thing could prove rather taxing to the imagi-
nati on, as the menbership rolls of the Guild accounted for
every adept in all the twenty-seven ki ngdons and nost of

t he good names had al ready been taken. If an adept died,
then it was sonetinmes possible for his nane to be passed on
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to sonmeone el se, but only provided that provision had been
made for it in his will prior to his death and this didn't
of ten happen. The only exceptions were generally with

sons who were inheriting the business or with apprentices
who had gai ned especially high favor. Mst of the tine,

t he magenames were sinply retired and entered on the
Scroll of Eternity.

Because of this system newy sanctioned adepts often

found thensel ves stuck for an original nagenanme, or were

so fond of the one they'd picked, only to find out that
someone el se already had it, that they had to settle for a
nunber. Wiile this practice was not encouraged, it had been
adopted out of necessity. It saved the Guild Menbership
Conmittee having to come up with new nagenanes all the

time for newy sanctioned adepts to draw out of a hat.
Consequently, on the rolls of the Guild, there was now a
Dar krune 4, a Blackthorn 2, and Gandal fs 1 through 6.

Warrick sounded quite properly dramatic all by itself, and
wi th Morgannan added to it, it even sounded dashi ng and
romantic, but that wasn't why he stuck with it. Warrick used
his truenane because, when he had first been sanctioned, he
had wanted to ramit down everybody's throat. He had

wanted to be an adept since early childhood and he had

never even consi dered any ot her occupation, despite the

fact that everyone had told himhe had no talent. This

only infuriated himand nmade hi mstudy that mnuch

har der .

It had taken himyears to find a Guild nmenber who woul d

take himon as an apprentice, and then the only one who
woul d accept himhad been Batshade, a blind, arthritic, and
senile old hunbler who lived in a cave and was nore

popul arly known as Batshit, because of all the droppings
covering his pointy hat and robe. It had been a miserable
exi stence, but old Batshit had all the necessary scrolls and
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| ab equi prent, and on the days when he wasn't stunbling
around the cave and raving to hinmself, he could actually be
a pretty decent teacher. Still, Warrick had served a fifteen-



year apprenticeship, when even the sl owest students gener-
ally made it through in ten

Finally, there had been some controversy over his sanctioning
exam which occasi oned a debate anong the Menbership
Committee. Sonme of the committee nenbers had felt that

he wasn't sufficiently dramatic with his technique, and they
didn't like that he eschewed nost of the traditional sepul-
chral chants and anci ent gestures, acconplishing everything
he did with a mininmalist approach. In other words, they felt
he | acked a certain style. However, in the end, it was
decided that this was not sufficient grounds to exclude him
from menbershi p, especially since he had the secret of the
Phi | osopher's Stone down pat, and knew all the other
requisite spells as well. So they accepted him but severa
menbers of the committee were rather condescending in

their final personal evaluation renmarks.

Warrick was not the type of man to overlook this sort of
thi ng. When they asked himif he had chosen a magenane,

he had replied that he would use his own truenane, which
had rai sed nore than a few eyebrows. "I shall be
renenbered,"” he had told themfirmy, "and in tinme, |
shal | eclipse each and every one of you with my abilities.
Mark well nmy words, for | shall be the greatest w zard of

themall!"
Wll, the conmittee took some exception to this, but they

wote off his remarks to youthful arrogance and nerely gave
hima | ecture on proper deportment and respect for his

el ders. However, as time passed, they were forced to eat

t hose words, especially in the cases of those nmenbers of
the conmttee who had been rather harsh in their persona
eval uation remarks, for Warrick had hit themeach with a
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spell that made them go down to the CGuild Records
Chanbers, go through all the files until they found the
eval uations they had witten, then stuff themin their
nmout hs, chew them up, and swall ow them Needless to

say, this display of power had not gone unnoticed and in
the very next election he was voted Gand Director of the
@Quild. H's words had proved prophetic. He had, indeed,
eclipsed themall.

As Grand Director (or as the Guild nenbers referred to

him "the GD."), he was entitled to do things pretty nuch
his own way. He avoided the traditional trappings of the
@Quild and never wore robes, but dressed in a plain, un-
adorned white velvet suit consisting of a high-buttoned
cleric's tunic, close-fitting breeches, and matching, calf-
hi gh, velvet boots. The color went well with his l[ong

ash-bl ond hair, green eyes, and sharp features, but it was a
nost unsorcerly appearance. The nost popul ar colors were
general |y nmurky green, deep purple, mdnight blue, and, of
course, blackest black, but his white suit set himapart, and



in time, he becane known as Warrick the Wite.

He had come a very |long way, indeed, which only goes to

show how far you can go if you apply yourself, and

what ever he may have | acked in natural ability in the

begi nni ng, he had nore than made up for with diligent

study, perseverance, and just plain hard work. He lived for

his art, and had devel oped powers and thaumaturgi c sensitivities
of a very high order, which—

"Who's there?" said Warrick, turning away fromhis
massi ve study desk to peer anxiously over his shoul der
" '"Tis only I, Master," replied his famliar, an ugly old
troll whom Warrick had named Teddy.

"I didn't nean you," said Warrick, scowing and gl anc-
ing around. "I suddenly had the distinct sensation that
someone was tal king about ne."
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Teddy had been with the sorcerer ever since the day the

troll had the m sfortune to junp the teenaged Warrick from
beneath a bridge. Trolls generally weren't very |arge, though
they were quite strong in proportion to their size, but Teddy
was a runt as far as trolls go, standing only two feet tall
with arnms as long as he was high, so that his knuckles

perpetual |y dragged upon the ground.
"Tal ki ng about you. Master?" Teddy said, glancing around.

"But there is no one el se here!"

Warrick frowned. "I heard a voice," he said. "But it

seens to be tal king about you, now.
"Me?" said Teddy, sounding al ar ned.

He had been |l urking underneath the bridge, as trolls do,
when Warrick had passed by overhead and Teddy j unped

him Warrick, who was no slouch hinmself in the physica
strength departnment, had pounded the living daylights out of
hi mand then placed a spell of subm ssion on the troll
whose hairiness and musky snell remi nded himof a bear

cub. Having never been given any toys or stuffed animals
when he was a child, Warrick had naned hi m Teddy and

had kept him around ever since. He had tried sleeping with
Teddy at first, but trolls are fitful sleepers and Teddy
squi rmed too rmuch. Besides, the nusky snell had a tenden-
cy to build up on you, so Teddy had been bani shed fromthe
warm covers of the bed to the dust balls beneath it.

"Hmm " said Warrick. "There are strange forces abroad
in the land tonight. Voices in the ether. | don't know what



the world is coming to."
He shook his head and turned his attention back to the

musty scrolls spread out on his desk. Fromtinme to time, he
woul d gl ance back over his shoul der again and scow ,
frowning at the strange contraption that sat on the stone
floor of his laboratory. It |ooked somewhat |ike a |arge
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bubbl e on sled runners, with a curious, shiny tube running
all around it.

It was, needless to say, Brewster's missing tine nachine
and here is how it came into Warrick's possession

You will recall that it had been programmed to travel back
into the past ten mnutes for ten seconds, so that it should
have appeared in Brewster's top secret London | aboratory
hi gh atop the corporate headquarters of EnCulfCo Interna-
tional, remained in Brewster's i mediate past for a scant
ten seconds, and then returned automatically. However, it
had not done so, because of the faulty switch in the
auto-return nodul e. Brewster had thought that he had di ag-
nosed the flaw, but in fact, something el se had happened, as
wel |, sonething Brewster hadn't counted on at all

Ri ppi ng holes in the time/space continuum can be a dicey

busi ness, and what happened was that when the nachine

dropped through the field of tenporal disruption it had
created, it experienced a sort of tenporal version of an

at nospheric skip, the result of an intangible tenporal con-
gruity of a universe that existed in a continuum pl ane

parallel to our own. Now G ordano Bruno was burned at the
stake for tal king about stuff like this, so your narrator isn't
going to push his luck by going into any greater detail.
Suffice it to say that Brewster, quite by accident, had not
only discovered tine travel, but travel to parallel realities as
wel | . What one might call "a real trip."

When the first tine nmachine arrived in the Kingdom of

Frank, in the Land of Dam its tenporal skip had been
slightly greater than the one Brewster hinself had experi-
enced, so as a result, it had not materialized in the sane
place. It had actually arrived about twenty mles away from
Lookout Muntain, at a sonewhat greater altitude. Its
parachute had automatically deployed and carried it a certain
di stance downwi nd before it |anded w thout mishap in the
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m ddl e of the road | eading from Franktown, the capital city
of the kingdom through the Redwood Forest, to the town of
Dudl ey's Port, on the coast. The first people to spot it were
Long Bill, Fifer Bob, and Silent Fred, who had been serving
their shift lurking in the hedgerows.



Long Bill and Silent Fred were playing chess with a little
set that Fred always carried around with him while Bob

pl ayed on his little wooden fife and watched the road. He
had fini shed off one tune and asked, "Any requests?"

"Aye, put that stupid thing away," grow ed Long Bill

Bob put his fife to his lips and started playing a ribald
ditty called "Put That Stupid Thing Away," which had

pretty racy lyrics but |ost something when it was perforned
as an instrunental. Besides, it wasn't what Long Bill had in
m nd, anyway. He fetched Pifer Bob a clout on the back of
hi s head, which succeeded in jammi ng the fife hal fway

down Bob's esophagus.

"You sure you want to nmake that nove?" asked Silent
Fred, who spoke in conplete sentences only when he played

chess.

"Aye, why not?" asked Long Bill, frowning.
"Well, 'tis mate," Fred replied with a shrug.
"What ? Where?"

"Ch, in about sixteen noves," said Fred.
"I don't like you," Long Bill groused.
"Afmpfrrgh!" said Pifer Bob

W thout |ooking at him Long Bill wall oped Bob on the
back and the fife was dislodged. It flew out of Bob's nouth
and | anded about six feet away.

"By the gods!" said Fifer Bob. "Wat in thunder is that
t hi ng?"

They turned to gaze in the direction he was | ooking at just
intine to see the tine nachine bunp to a gentle landing in
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the center of the road. The parachute coll apsed and draped
over it.

"S'tremth!" said Long Bill.

They ducked down even | ower behind the shrubbery and

stared at the thing fearfully for a while, but when nothing
nor e happened, they ventured out cautiously. After a while

of circling around it, they reached out to touch it hesitantly,
not having any idea what to expect. Cearly, this was sone

sort of magical contrivance. Wen none of them was bl asted
into oblivion by contact with it, they cautiously joined
efforts and dragged it off the road a short distance into the
trees, where they covered it up with | eafy branches.



A qui ck and heated debate then ensued as to what shoul d

be done about this discovery. Normally, they would have
reported it to Shannon, but she was away on a scouting
expedition and there was no telling when she would return
The i medi ate question, therefore, becane how best to

profit fromthis situation. It was quickly decided that the
best way to profit fromit would be to ensure a three-way
split, rather than a split with all the brigands. This ran
directly counter to Shannon's articles (no one knew exactly
why she called them"articles,” but it was generally thought
she chose this term because it sounded slightly nore pal at a-
ble than "rules"); however, what Shannon and the other

bri gands didn't know could hardly hurt them O, nore to
the point, it could hardly hurt Long Bill, Fifer Bob, and
Silent Fred.

A cart was obtained and then, after nuch perspiration and
heavy breathing, they managed to lift the time machine up
onto the cart, still covered with the parachute, upon which
they threw a lot of nud and dirt, so that no one would think
anything terribly interesting was underneath it. They then
drove the cart to the residence of Blackrune 4, who was the
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nearest adept and lived alone in the forest about six days
travel north.

Al the way, they argued about how best to negotiate the

deal , because concl udi ng busi ness arrangenments with a

sorcerer could be sonewhat risky. Adepts, after all, could
bargain froma position of considerable strength. It was
finally decided to send Fifer Bob to the sorcerer's residence
toinitiate the dealings, while Silent Fred and Long Bill

wai ted nearby with the cart. This decision was reached by
casting lots, which neant that Fifer Bob was cast fromthe

cart lots of tines, until he finally got tired of running after
it, only to be dunped off again, and agreed to undertake the

t ask.
After sone cautious negotiation, in which Fifer Bob

outdid hinmself by describing this wonder that fell fromthe
sky, it was arranged for Bl ackrune 4's apprentice to accom
pany Bob back to the cart and see for hinself if this
nmysterious conmodity was everything it was cracked up to
be. So excited was the apprentice when he returned, for he
had never seen anything like it and was convinced it was

hi ghly magi cal, that the deal was quickly concluded, and
the three brigands went off in their unloaded cart, well
satisfied with the bargain they had struck. At |east, they
were well satisfied until they were al nost hal fway hone, at
whi ch point they discovered that the coins they had been
paid in had turned into acons, at which point Long Bill and
Silent Fred took out their frustrati on on poor Bob by

dr ubbi ng hi m soundly and shoving his fife up his nose.



Real i zi ng they'd been had, they also realized that it would

be in their best interests to keep their nmouths shut about the
whol e thing. Not only had they botched a business deal, but

t hey had gone against the articles and tried to cheat their
conrades out of their fair share. Wen they returned to the
Roost and, soon afterward, net Brewster, they decided it
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woul d be much wi ser to keep mum about it than to tell him
what they'd done. One brush with a sorcerer was enough for
them They didn't want to push their luck

Meanwhi | e, Bl ackrune 4 used all his nagic spells of
divination in an attenpt to find out what this strange new
apparatus was. He tried one spell after another, working
feverishly for days, until he inadvertently came up with one
that magically tapped into the machine's tenmporal field and
caused a sort of temporal phase |oop. Unfortunately, he
happened to be inside it at the tine, and what happened was
that the tenporal phase |oop pulled himthrough the space/
time continuumfield while the machi ne remai ned exactly
where it was. In other words, nuch to the consternation of
his apprentice, the machine stayed put while the w zard

di sappear ed.

When a consi derabl e amount of time had passed and

Bl ackrune 4 did not return, his apprentice decided that
what ever this thing was, it was far too powerful to risk
havi ng around and that it would probably be best to turn it
over to the Guild. Quite aside fromwhich, he still had
several years of his apprenticeship left to serve and he'd
need to see the Guild Registrar about a transfer

So it was that Warrick, in his position as the G and
Director,. wound up with the machine, for Blackrune 4's
apprentice had sought an audi ence directly with him certain
that this strange device was so powerful and mal evol ent that
only Warrick the White could deal with it. Besides, the
apprentice figured it wouldn't hurt to get in a few brownie
points with the G D

Warrick had questioned the apprentice extensively about
everything that had happened, including which spells his
mast er had used and, in particular, which one had effected
hi s di sappearance, and about the three strange characters
who had brought the device to himin the first place. The
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apprentice did not know their names—for the three brigands
had wi sely refrained fromidentifying thensel ves—but he
supposed that they had either found the devi ce somewhere
or stolenit.

To test this information, for he was nothing if not a carefu
adept, Warrick conpelled the apprentice to step into the
machi ne whil e he spoke the spell Blackrune 4 had cast just
bef ore he di sappeared. And, sure enough, with a crackling of
static discharges and a strange snell of ozone in the air,



acconpani ed by a small thunderclap, the apprentice had

di sappeared from sight while the machi ne remai ned exactly
where it was. It had not, after all, been designed to be
activated by magi cal renote control and one can never tel
what electrical appliances are liable to do if they are not
operated according to instructions.

The bewi | dered apprentice appeared in the center of

Houston Street in New York City's Greenwich Village,

where hi s unusual appearance excited no comment what so-
ever, and after an extremely confusing period of about two
weeks, he wound up living with a cute nineteen-year-old
performance arti st and singing |lead vocals in a thrash rock
band. Unfortunately, his former naster, Bl ackrune 4, had
consi derably greater problens in adapting to his new

envi ronnent .

Busted for vagrancy in Los Angel es, he spent a great deal

of time ranting and raving in the county jail, unable to
under st and why none of his spells would work and scream
i ng over and over again, "I am Bl ackrune 4! | am Bl ackrune
4, | tell you!"™ This only conplicated matters, because the

LAPD assunmed by these outbursts that he was confessing to
being a grafitti artist and he was sentenced to thirty days in
the slam and six weeks comunity service.

Meanwhi | e, Warrick continued—al beit very carefully—
seeking to divine the purpose of the curious apparatus.
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Clearly, it was an object of great power and whoever had
made it was undoubtedly a very powerful adept, perhaps

even nore powerful than Warrick, for the construction of

t he device was baffling. This was a rather unsettling notion

As Grand Director, Warrick knew all the senior nenbers

of the Guild and he did not think any of them would be
capabl e of constructing such a device. It was beyond his
conpr ehensi on. The curious, bubbl e-shaped dome | ooked as

if it had been made fromglass, but it was not glass. It was
made from some nysterious substance the |ike of which he

had never seen before. He was at a loss to explain the
bright, netallic ring that encircled the device. Wat was it?
How had it been made? What was its purpose? And if the
exterior of the device was baffling, then its interior was even
nore so.

Warrick hesitated to enter the glasslike bubble enclosure,
for he did not wish to disappear hinself, but he stood
outside it and | ooked in, his gaze traveling over the contro
panels and lingering on the instrumentati on, and he was

very much inpressed. He had no idea what any of it meant,

but it was easy to see that whoever had nade this strange
and frightening devi ce possessed know edge and skill that
was far beyond his own. And this was not good. Not good

at all.

It did not seem possible that one or nore of the other
menbers of the Guild could have secretly devel oped their



powers to such a level. Surely, he would have known about

it, for he had an extensive network of spies, assassins, and
informants. He liked to keep tabs on the conpetition. He

had al so devised a spell to detect auras, so that in the event
he ever encountered magi c other than his own, he could

read the aura of the spellcaster. He was famliar with the
auras of all the senior menbers of the Guild, and of nany

of the junior nmenmbers, as well, but this nysterious piece of
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apparatus had no aura. It gave off emanations of trenmendous
power, but he could detect no magi cal aura what soever

whi ch neant that the adept who had constructed it had

found a way to either conceal his aura or to block spells of
detection. Worrisone. Very worrisone, indeed.

Warrick tried every divination spell he knewwhile
remai ni ng what he hoped was a safe distance away. He tried
the Postul ati ons of Padrick the Prognosticator, the Chant of
Carvin the dairvoyant, the Divination of Devon the Deter-
m nator, and the Ritual of Ravenwi ng the Revenant, all to
no avail. He consulted each and every ancient scroll and

vel lum tome he owned and nothing seened to help. dearly,
this was sonme sort of entirely new kind of magic, nore

power ful than anything he had ever encountered or even
heard of . His anxiety increased and he started | osing sleep

and chewi ng on his fingernails.

He had not told anyone el se about this strange and baffling
device that had cone into his possession. Wth the excep-
tions of Blackrune 4 and his apprentice, who had di sappeared
into the unknown, only his troll fanmiliar, Teddy, knew about
it. And, of course, the three mysterious strangers who had
brought the device to Blackrune 4 in the first place. Warrick
wondered i f anyone el se knew about it. Obviously, whoever

had made it knew and was probably | ooking for it.

There were sinply too many things that Warrick Mrgannan
did not know. He did not know who had made the strange
device. He did not know how it had been nade. He did not
know how whoever had nade it was able to nask the aura

of his handiwrk or why no warding spell had been placed
upon it, for Warrick could detect no magi cal safeguards
protecting the device. O course, with something this dan-
gerous and powerful, perhaps its maker thought no protec-
tion was required. And if whoever made it was as powerfu
as Warrick suspected, as powerful as he (or possibly she)
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woul d have to be in order to make such a thing, then how
had those three nysterious strangers nmanaged to get their

hands on it?

Sonehow, he had to find those three strangers, for they



were surely the keys to this nystery. He had obtained a

detail ed description of themfromthe apprentice and he had

sent word to all his spies, assassins, and informants, instructing
themto be on the | ookout for anyone matchi ng those

descriptions. \Wioever those three strangers were, they were

not to be harned. If they could not be apprehended, they

were to be followed discreetly and identified, and then he

woul d take over fromthere. But so far, there had been no

word of them

For hours and days on end, Warrick sat and sinply stared

at the device intently, as if such intense scrutiny could
somehow penetrate its nysteries. At first, he thought that
perhaps it mght be some sort of execution device, but he
had qui ckly discarded that idea. Wiy go to so nuch trouble
nmerely to kill people? There were far easier ways to do that,
both with magi c and without, and they were numerous, Sso

what woul d be the point?

Bl ackrune 4 and his apprentice had di sappeared w t hout a
trace. No lingering auras fromthemcould be detected, so it
did not seemas if they had been transmuted somehow, or
rendered invisible. But if they had not been killed or
transformed, what had become of thenf? \Where had they

di sappeared to?

H's magic having failed him in frustration, Wrrick

turned to | ogical deduction, a nmuch nore conplicated
discipline. If one stepped into the bubbl e-shaped done

encl osure of the device, and the device was activated, then
one sinply disappeared. |If whoever was in the device was
not killed or transnuted, then he had to be sonewhere. So

| ogic seenmed to dictate that the strange device was an
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apparatus for sending peopl e sonewhere. Only where and
how? And once they were sent there, what happened to
t hen? WAs there any way they could return?

Warrick could think of nothing else. He had to solve this
nmystery sonehow and divine the secrets of this marvel ous
and frightening apparatus. He had to di scover who had been
responsi ble for its creation, for whoever it was unquestion-
ably possessed far greater power than he did. A Guild
nmenber? Warrick did not think so. A Guild nenber who

had attained such power could easily have deposed him as

G and Director and woul d not have hesitated to do so.
Therefore... it was an adept who was not a menber of the

GQui | d.

And that, thought Warrick, was even nore unsettling than

the idea of one of the other Guild nenbers becom ng nore
powerful than he was, for it suggested that the creator of
this device had gai ned his know edge and skill independently
of the Guild, w thout ever having served the requisite



apprenticeship, or taken the exams, or being sanctioned as a
practicing adept. It neant this was an unregi stered adept,
one conpletely outside the authority of the Guild. One who
did not pay dues.

For soneone to disregard the entire @Quild so conpletely

it was sinply unthinkable. It suggested that whoever this
adept m ght be, he possessed such power that he did not
consider the @Quild a threat. That seened inpossible. How
coul d anyone hope to stand agai nst the conbi ned powers of
the Guild? O course, the nmenbers of the @uild had never
conbi ned their powers before. There had never been any
reason for themto do so, and sorcerers being a conpetitive
lot, it had never even occurred to themto try. However, that
was quite beside the point. No one adept could possibly
hope to stand against all the rest of themtogether, no nore
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than one nman, no matter how brave and strong, could hope
to stand against an entire arny.

There sinply had to be another explanation. Warrick

racked his brain to find it. He had to solve this nystery and
di scover how to gain mastery over the power of the device,
and the adept who had created it. He could think of al nost
not hi ng el se. He had beconme obsessed with it.

"I am not obsessed,"” said Warrick irritably. "I am
merely intrigued.”

"What, Master?" said the troll.

"I said that | am not obsessed, nerely intrigued," repeat-
ed Warrick.

"But, Master, | said nothing!"™ the troll protested, shrug-
ging his hairy little shoul ders el aborately.

"Voi ces," Warrick nmunbl ed, glancing all around him
"Voices in the ether."

"But | heard nothing, Master!" Teddy said, picking his

nose nervously. Trolls were gifted with a remarkabl e sense
of snell, and when they grew anxi ous or nervous, they

often picked their noses to clear the nasal passageways and
make sure they could smell anyone trying to sneak up on

t hem

"Hmm " said Warrick with a frow. "Come to think
of it, | heard nothing, too. But there was a voice. |... sensed
it."

Teddy's eyes grew wide, or nore to the point, they grew

wi der, for trolls have rather wi de eyes to begin with and
when they get surprised, their eyes don't sinply open wi der
as humans eyes do, they actually nmove farther apart. If
you're not used to it, this produces a rather disconcerting
effect.



"Tal ki ng about your eyes now," Warrick said, narrow ng
his own in the accepted human fashion

"My eyes?" said Teddy, glancing around with al arm and
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pi cking his nose furiously. "Wat does it want with ny
eyes?"

"I"'msure | don't know," Warrick replied. "It was—
describing them It seens to have stopped now. "

"I'"'mfrightened, Master."

"Nothing to be frightened about," said Warrick. "Voices
in the ether cannot harmyou." He frowned again. "At |east,
| do not think they can."

"You mean you do not know. Master?" Teddy asked with
wonder. "But you are the nbst wi se and powerful sorcerer
in all the twenty-seven ki ngdons! How can there be any-
thi ng you do not know?"

"There is nmuch I do not know, Teddy," Warrick replied.
"I merely know nore than nost people. Yet there are sone,
it woul d appear, who know even nore than |I." He gl anced
at the time nmachi ne and scow ed. "Thi ngs have been npst
peculiar since that time machine cane into ny possession
Most peculiar, indeed."

"Ti me machi ne. Master?" Teddy said.

"\What ?"

"You said, tinme nmachine. Mster."

"I did, didn't I?" said Warrick, |ooking puzzled. "Tine
machine.... Tinme machine.... | wonder what it neans.

And | wonder how | knewto call it that."

"Perhaps the the voice told you. Master," offered ne
troll hel pfully.

"The voice," said Warrick. "Aye... the voice. | sense a
presence, Teddy. It seems to conme and go, but nost surely
do | sense it.”

"What sort of presence. Master?"

"An omni ni sci ent presence.”

"A god?" asked Teddy fearfully.

"A sort of god, perhaps,"” said Warrick, staring up at the
ceiling. "Not unlike a mnor deity."
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"What does it do?" asked Teddy, tremnbling.

"I amnot certain," Warrick replied, furrowi ng his brow
"It seens to observe. And comment. It troubles ne."

He crossed the roomand stood in front of the nysterious
apparatus, staring at it thoughtfully.

"No, sorry, it won't work," said Warrick

"What won't work. Master?" asked the troll

"Calling it a nysterious apparatus. | already know it is
called a time machine. Only | amnot certain what that
means. Time' | know the neaning of, but what is the

nmeani ng of ' machi ne' ?"

H» wal ked around it, slowy, rubbing his chin as he
t hought out | oud.

"Machi ne, machi ne." He shook his head. "A device or
contrivance of sone kind? HmMmm Tine machi ne. A device
for tinme?"

He was unconfortably close to the concept of a watch, but
he was on the wong track. Besides, devices for telling tine
had not yet been invented.

"You mean a watch?" said Teddy.

"Don't be silly, that hasn't been invented yet," said
Warrick. Then he frowned. "A watch,"” he said. "Now

what in thunder is a watch?" He turned quickly, as if
expecting to see someone sneaking up behind him ' ' Somet hi ng
very strange i s happening."

"I sense nothing. Mster."

"That is because you are not a powerful adept," said
Warrick. "Nevertheless, it seens to be affecting you,
sonehow. "

"It is? Make it stop. Master!"

"I amnot certain if | can," said Warrick, glancing about
uncertainly. "You have felt nothing, sensed nothing before
this?"

"I feel nothing and sense nothing now Master!"
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"Hrmm Curious. You are unaware of it, yet for a

nmonent, you seened affected. Perhaps because you were

i nfl uenced by my own sensitivity. That could be a possible

expl anati on. But whatever it is, it all started when this... this
ti me machine canme into ny possession. Sonmehow, | am

going to get to the bottomof this."



And chances were he woul d, too

Warrick glanced up irritably. "Didn't | just say that?"
CHAPTER

El GHT

Wl |, that |ast chapter gave your narrator a rather nasty turn

Everyone knows fictional characters are not supposed to be
able to detect the presence of the narrator and start talking
back to him (This is against all the rules of good witing,
just like "breaking the rule of the fourth wall," which is
what happens when an actor breaks character and starts

tal king to the audi ence, or when a narrator addresses the
reader directly, which is exactly what |I'm doing now, so
suppose it serves ne right.)

Anyway, in all the books |I've witten, |1've never had this

ki nd of experience before, and | don't mind telling you, |I'm
not quite sure what to do about it. It's pretty weird. (Not to
mention potentially confusing.) However, if you look at it

anot her way, perhaps it really isn't all that strange.

Witers are always going around tal ki ng about how their
characters suddenly "take on a life of their own," or how

the story starts "telling itself and all they're really doing is
witing it down as it goes along. Alot of witers tend to say

t hose kinds of things, for some peculiar reason, as if it were

a formof false nodesty, like they really don't create the
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stories somehow, but they're only "vessels through which

the wine is poured" and stuff like that. To be perfectly
honest, 1've always thought it was a | ot of nonsense. 1've
witten a |l ot of books and the only thing that's ever been
poured through me was | ots of beer, and believe ne, / was
the one who did the pouring. However, |'m ol der and wi ser
now and | rarely drink anything stronger than coffee, so |I'm
stone-cold sober as I'"msitting here poundi ng on the key-
board, which neans | can't claimbeing drunk as an excuse.
Frankly, this sort of thing just isn't supposed to happen

This is going to take some thought. (Bear with ne,
otherwise there's no telling where this book is liable to w nd
up. Christ, | can hear the critics now....)

As we've already discovered, the rules of reality in this
particul ar universe are rather different fromthe ones we're
used to, so perhaps | shouldn't be surprised. If you' ve got a
uni verse where magi ¢ works, and | eprechauns study al che-

ny, and bushes uproot themnmselves and start wandering about
like triffids, then maybe it's not unreasonable to assune that
a powerful adept can detect the presence of the narrator.
suppose it's nmy own fault, in a way. | wanted to nake him



really powerful, so that we could have ,a truly nasty villain,
and | guess | sinmply went too far. Well, okay, that's ny
responsibility; 1'll sinply have to live with it.

So far, it seems he can detect ny presence only when the
story focuses on him and even then, it seenms to conme and
go. However, that doesn't necessarily mean his sensitivity
won't increase. (Now why did | have to go and wite that?
Boy, | amjust asking for trouble....) Oobviously, |I'mgoing
to have to be very careful what | wite when Warrick is the
vi ewpoi nt character, because he's already picked up that the
"nysterious apparatus" is a time machine. He doesn't

exactly know what that neans yet, but he already knows a

| ot more than he should. (At |least, he knows a |l ot nore than
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he shoul d know by this point, according to the way 1've
plotted the story, which means |'mgoing to have to really

watch it or else I'll lose control conpletely.)

Anyway, you've been very patient through this weird
di gression, and by now you're probably having sonme seri -

ous doubts about trusting your narrator, and frankly, | don't
bl ame you. But renmenber, we're all in this together, and if
you haven't thrown the book across the room by now,

chances are we'll nmake it through this thing. (I hope.) So,

let's get back to Brewster, shall we?

The once-dil api dat ed keep had undergone a transforna-

tion. Whoden scaffol ding now covered nost of the tower,

wi th people clanbering all over it, tuck-pointing the stone
bricks. The el evated aqueduct bringing water from upstream
to the top of the water wheel had been finished and the
smal | er wheels powering the water lift had been installed.
The buckets attached to the crude, but effective rope con-
veyor belt ran up the side of the tower, tipped over into the
trough that filled the cistern, and travel ed back down again
to be refilled. Wiile it was running, the water lift nade
rat her pleasant, creaky, splashy sounds, and the people who
had been involved in its construction watched it with fasci-
nated adnmiration and no small amount of pride. Truly, it was
magi cal and wondrous, and the spell it cast upon them was
directly proportional to the anmount of work they had put
into it, which was considerable.

The | eaching field for the septic tank had been conpl et ed.
Brewster figured it would be only a matter of a week or so
until he had functional indoor plumbing. In the neantine,
he made sure the work crews used the latrines that had been
dug an environnental ly correct distance fromthe stream
under the supervision of Shop Foreman Bl oody Bob, who

was just as proud of his newtitle as he was of his newest
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and nost prized possession, the bronze-nmunted magic



vi sor that not only inproved his vision beyond all expecta-
tions, so that he could now identify every ani mal drawn on
the eye chart, but gave hima nost fearsone and dramatic
aspect, as well.

The next project Brewster was considering was wiring the

keep for electricity. He figured he could rig up a belt driven
of f the water wheel shaft, which was now turning with nore
force thanks to the aqueduct raceway dropping it a full ten
feet onto the paddl es. He planned to hook up the sal vaged
alternator fromthe time machine by constructing different-

si zed wooden pull eys, connected by a crude belt that was
actually a rope plaited fromvines. Mck had said this rope
was very strong and held up well, which was proving to be

the case so far with the water lift. To prevent the rope from
slipping, Mck used a rosin nade from bees' wax. Initially,
Brewster figured, wire could be salvaged fromthe remains

of the time machine, but eventually, he could show M ck

how to draw it out of copper or gold, heating it and pulling
it on a crank. He'd have to paint it with something for

i nsul ation, pitch, perhaps, or some other kind of substance.
He didn't think any of that woul d present much of a

problem The problemwas |ight bulbs. He tried explaining

it to Mck.

"You see, Mck, to make a light bulb you need a small

piece of wire, like | showed you, only snaller, heated to

i ncandescence. That neans it's heated to a point where it
gives off a bright yellow sort of glow The problemis, we'd
need a vacuumto prevent the heated wire from burning up

| figure we could probably nanage to bl ow sonme kind of

gl ass bulb, but the trouble is getting the vacuum you see."

"Va- kyoom " said Mck, carefully enunciating the unfa-
mliar word. He liked the sound of it. It sounded very
magi cal , indeed.
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"Yes, that's right," said Brewster. "Vacuum"

"And this va-kyoom prevents the wee piece of wire from
bum n' up, is that it?"

"Exactly."
"Ah," said Mck. "I see."

"You do?" said Brewster with sone surprise. He had
expected Mck to ask for a nore detail ed explanation

"Aye," Mck replied. " Tis a bit like a Prevent Bum
spell, this va-kyoom"

"Uh... well, yes, | suppose so," said Brewster with a

wy smle. "The only trouble is... well, howcan |I put it?
don't really have the proper apparatus here to nake a
vacuum "

M ck frowned. "Ah. Pity. And we nust have this va-



kyoon? A sinple Prevent Burn spell on this heated wire
woul d not do?"

"Well..." Brewster hesitated. He was, after all, sup-
posed to be a sorcerer, and he didn't want to disillusion
Mck by admitting that he didn't know any sinple Prevent
Bum spells. He wondered where M ck got such peculiar

ideas. "I'm.. uh... not really used to doing it that way,"
he repli ed.
"Sure, and | understand," said Mck, nodding. "lI'mlike

that when it cones to mal dn' swords. There's sone that

don't finish "emoff as well as | do, and for an ordinary
fightin' blade, there's really not much need for that, but "tis
a matter of craft, you see, and you like to do the job the best
way you know how. "

"Exactly," Brewster said, relieved and thinking that he'd
have to give a bit nmore thought to this sorcerer nonsense. So
far, it had proved hel pful for these sinple, superstitious
peopl e to accept science as sorcery, but it wouldn't do to
have them t hi nki ng he coul d do absol utely anyt hi ng.

"Say no nmore." said Mck. "I understand conpletely.
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" Twoul d be beneath your dignity to resort to such a sinple
spell. Leave it to ne."

Brewster raised his eyebrows. "Leave it to you?"

"Aye. S'trewh, and I'"monly a beginner, not a great
sorcerer |ike yourself, and such sinple spells are but fey
magic to us little people. W do themall the tine."

"You do themall the tine?" said Brewster, raising his

eyebr ows.

"Aye. Tis no great matter." M ck picked up a wood
splinter fromthe construction site and held it upright. He
munbl ed sonething quickly in a | anguage Brewster didn't
understand, and the tip of the wood splinter burst into flane.
M ck munbl ed sonet hing el se, made a qui ck pass over the

pi ece of wood, and though the flame continued to bum
brightly, the wood itself was not consuned

" '"Tis handy to light your way on a dark night in the
woods, " said Mck. "True, 'tis wood this, but | see no
reason why 'twould not work with your wire."

Brewster stared wi de-eyed at the burning, yet not burning
splinter. "That's a good trick," he said after a noment.

"How d you do it?"

But before Mck could reply, there was an al arned cry
fromthe keep, followed by Shannon shouting, "'Doc! Doc,

cone quick!"



Thi nki ng that perhaps sonmeone had been injured, Brewster
ran back into the keep, followed by Mck and nost of the
bri gands on the work crew. They found Shannon in the |ab

as Brewster now thought of the roomwhere M ck kept his

al chem cal equipment. Wth all the work that had needed to
be done, no one had done anything in the Iab and M ck
didn't |ike anyone going in there, so no one had disturbed
the nmessy clutter. No one, that is, except Shannon, who had
not been able to resist the tenptation of the iron-banded
chest left behind by the keep's forner occupant.
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She had picked the lock and the Iid of the trunk was w de
open. There was not hing inside but cobwebs, dust, and little
spi ders. The sol e object the trunk had contai ned had been
renoved and it now sat on one of the worktables. It was a
dust - cover ed chamnberpot, made of solid gold and set with
preci ous stones belowits rim

Shannon stood about six feet away fromthe table, a

dagger clutched in her hand. She was staring fearfully at the
chanber pot. She gl anced toward Brewster and the others as
they came running in, then | ooked back toward the chanber pot
on the table.

"/l spoke!" she said.
"What ?" said Brewster.

"It cried out!" said Shannon, pointing at the chanber pot
wi th her dagger. "And then it spoke!"

"OfF course | cried out, you silly wench, what did you
expect? You'd cry out too, if someone started poking at you
with a dagger!"

"You see?" Shannon said excitedly, waving her dagger
about. "It speaks! The pot speaks! 'Tis enchanted!"

Everybody | ooked at Brewster. Brewster, in turn, |ooked

at everybody else. He did not, for a nonent, think that the
chanmber pot had actual |y spoken. Soneone was throw ng

their voice. He glanced beneath the table, expecting to see
someone hidi ng under there and giggling. Maybe this was

an exanpl e of brigand humor, he thought, some kind of
practical joke. Maybe they were playing a trick on himto
see what he would do. Maybe Shannon had sonet hi ng

sneaky up her sleeve. Maybe they suspected that he really
wasn't a sorcerer, after all.

"Is this a test?" he said uncertainly.

"Tis Brian!" said Pikestaff Pat with awe. " 'Tis the
wer epot prince!"

"The werepot prince!" the others echoed in hushed voices.
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"You opened the wi zard' s trunk!" said M ck, |ooking at

Shannon accusi ngly.
"The werepot prince?" said Shannon. "You mean Brian

the Bold, the werepot prince of |egend?"

"How many ot her werepot princes do you know?" asked
t he chanber pot sarcastically.

Brewster frowned. He approached the table and | ooked

down at the pot. He bent over and peered at it intently. Then
he wondered what he was | ooking for. Quite obviously,

there couldn't possibly be any hidden little speakers. Somne-
one in the roomclearly had a talent for ventril oqui sm

"I'f you brush some of the dust off me, you'd be able to

get a better look," the pot said wyly.

Brewster jerked back. It was really startling. The voice
had actually seened to come fromthe pot.

"Sure, and | knew that trunk meant trouble," M ck said.
"Anytime a wi zard | ocks sonething away, 'tis prudent to
leave it be. Faith, and | shoul d have tossed the bl oody thing

in the river!"

"Ch, thank you very nmuch," the chanberpot said sarcas-
tically. "How would you like to be locked up in a trunk and

tossed into a river?"

Brewster scratched his head. There had to be a point to
this, a punchline or sonething. He decided to play al ong

and wait for it.

"How | ong have you been in there?" he asked.

"Seens |ike forever," the chanberpot replied. "I had
al nost given up hope of ever getting out of there when the
wench picked the | ock and opened the trunk. | was about to

thank her, until she started trying to pry ny jewels |oose

wi th that pigsticker."
"It cried out," said Shannon as everyone turned to stare

at her.
"That's because it hurt, you stupid trollop."
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"Who are you calling a stupid trollop?" Shannon said,
rai sing her dagger and advanci ng on the pot mnenacingly.
"Wait a minute," Brewster said, grabbing her arm

whi ch was not the wi sest thing to do, but she was so



surprised he did it that she stopped and sinply stared at him
with disbelief. Aside from which, she did not know what a
m nute was and found the remark confusing.

"I can appreciate a practical joke as well as anyone,"
said Brewster, "but don't you think this has gone on |ong
enough? There's still a lot of work to be done and we've al
got a full day tomorrow. Frankly, I'mtired and |I' m not
really in the mood for pranks."

They all stared at himw th puzzl enent.

"Prank?" said Shannon. "What prank?"
"Well, it's very clever," Brewster said, "and whoever's
doing the talking for the pot is very good, but |I'mafraid
wasn't really taken in. It's a good trick, though."

" '"Tis no trick!" said Shannon. "The pot speaks! You
heard! 'Tis the werepot prince!l"

"Yes, yes, | heard Pat tell the story," Brewster said with

a smle. "It was really quite a setup and I'msorry if |'ve
ruined the joke, but you didn't really think I'd fall for this,
did you?"

"No, of course not," said the chanmberpot. "A clever

man |ike you? You are clearly far too wise to believe in

t al ki ng chanmberpots. Should have known fromthe start that
we couldn't take in the likes of you."

"Al'l right," said Brewster with a sigh. "Come on now,
boys, enough's enough. You've had your little joke, but we
still have a lot of work to do, you know. "

"Yes, run along now," said the chanberpot. "Back to
your chores, or whatever it is you were doing."
"Ckay, now | ook..."
chamber pot .

said Brewster, picking up the
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"Put me down, you oaf!"

Brewst er dropped t he chanberpot.

"OM Careful, you idiot!"

Brewster stared at the pot. It had felt warmto the touch,
not like cold nmetal at all, but nore like... |ike body

tenmperature, he thought irrationally. And when it spoke, it

seenmed to vibrate slightly...
When it spoke? Cone on now, get a grip, he thought to

hinsel f. He shook his head, as if to clear it.



"Ckay, very funny," he said with an awkward chuckl e.

"Now if you'll all—= His voice trailed off as he turned
back toward the others. Aside from M ck, Shannon, and

Bl oody Bob, there was no one else in the |ab. He heard the
sounds of running footsteps receding through the keep

Bl oody Bob had his hand on his new sword. It was

difficult to see his eyes behind the honemade prescription
visor, but his nmouth was drawn into a tight Iine. Shannon
kept gl ancing uncertainly fromBrewster to the chanber pot
and back again, her body tense, poised as if she were ready
to either strike or flee. Mck stood with his arns fol ded
across his chest, his lips pursed, a thoughtful expression on
his face as he gazed at the gol den pot.

"I't doesn't | ook very dangerous to me," he said. He
shrugged. "Sure, and it speaks, but... what can it do?'"

"You want | should cleave it in twain. Doc?" asked
Bl oody Bob, his fingers tightening around his sword hilt.

"Keep that big ox away fromnme!" the pot cried out.

Bl oody Bob's sword rasped free fromits scabbard.
"Al'l right, now stop!" said Brewster.

They | ooked at hi m expectantly.

"You don't really expect me to believe this, do you?"
Brewst er asked.

"Bel i eve what you like," said Shannon, stepping for-
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ward with a determ ned expression on her face, "but |I'm
for prying free those jewels."

"Now hold on there!" Mck said, stepping forward to
bl ock her way. "That pot happens to be ny property!"”

"Your property?" she said.

"That's right," said Mck. "You found it in that trunk
there, which was in ny laboratory, I'll have you know, and
that makes it mnmy property!"”

"You tell her. Shorty," said the pot.

"Shorty?" Mck said, slowy turning back toward the pot
and glaring at it nalevolently.

"Step aside, Mck," Shannon said.

"You stay right where you are, Mck," said the pot.
"That crazy wench is dangerous."



"I still think I should cleave it in twain," Bl oody Bob
sai d, hefting his sword.

"Right, that does it! Everybody out!" shouted Brewster
angrily.

They all turned to stare at him

"I said, 'out, He pointed toward the door

Bl oody Bob | ooked down at the floor sheepishly, then

sheat hed his sword and shuffled out. Shannon took a deep
breath, trying to control her tenper, for she wasn't used to
bei ng ordered about like this, but on the other hand, she
hadn't seen this kind of firmess from Brewster before and
he was a sorcerer, after all. She gave Mck a hard | ook
sheat hed her dagger, spun on her heel, and stal ked out

wi t hout a word.

"You, too," said Brewster, |ooking at M ck
"But, Doc—
"Qut!"

M ck quickly followed the others, |eaving Brewster alone
inthe lab. Wth the pot.

Brewster took a deep breath and let it out slowy. "Dam,"
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he said to hinself. "Wat the hell's wong with you
Brewster? You can't even take a joke?" He shook his head
and sighed. "Hell, I wish | could get back hone. This

whol e thing's getting on ny nerves."
"Try being a chanberpot.”

Brewster froze. "Wat?"
"I said, try being a chanmberpot. |'ve been | ocked up in

that bl oody chest so long, |'ve alnpbst forgotten what it's
like not to be caked with dust and havi ng spi ders spinning
webs around ne. You think you have probl ens?"

"Al'l right, this is ridiculous!" said Brewster. He started
rushi ng around the | ab, |ooking under benches and tables
and behind shelves. "Cone on out! | know you're in herel™
"I"'mright here, in front of you, you dolt!"

Brewster stared at the chanberpot. There was no one el se

in the lab. Slowy, he approached the pot.

"Go on, cone closer," said the chanberpot. "I don't

bite, you know. "



"This isn't happening," said Brewster. "It's stress, that

what it is. I'munder too nmuch stress. I|nani mate objects do
not talk."
"Very well, have it your way," said the chanberpot.

"I"ll sing instead. How s this:

"When | was |lad, oh, the tines that we had,

"twas nothing that we coul dn't do..

But the best tines of all, were the tinmes when we'd cal
on saucy, young Janie MDrew. .."

"Stop it! Stop it!" Brewster shouted, picking up the
chanmberpot with both hands and shaking it.

The pot fell silent.
"What am | doi ng?" Brewster said, staring at the pot.
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He put it down on the table and rubbed the bridge of his
nose. "l must be losing ny mnd!"

"There now, 'tis not madness, never fear," the pot
replied. "I had a bit of atine believing it nyself, at first.
And if you think '"tis hard to credit, try looking at it fromny
poi nt of view"

Brewster swallowed hard, then reached out slowy as if to
touch the pot, but drew his hand back at the last instant.

"Go on," the chamberpot said. "Touch ne if you think
"twould help. I nmean no harm"

Brewster reached out tentatively. It was warmto the
touch. "Say sonething else," he said.

"What would you like ne to say?"

Brewster pulled his hand back quickly. He mpistened his
lips. "I"lIl be damed," he said. "You really can tal k!'"

"Well now, what do you think we've been doing?" asked
t he pot.

Brewster shook his head with disbelief. "There has to be
a rational explanation for this," he said.

"Very well," the pot said. "You tell ne. Take your tine.
|'ve nowhere in particular to go."

Brewster sat down heavily on the bench behind the table.
"It's inpossible," he said. "How can this be happeni ng?"
"Well, you said you heard the story," the chanberpot
replied. "I understand it's gotten around a bit. 'The Legend



of Prince Brian the Bold, The Wrepot Prince.' |'ve heard it
a fewtimes, nyself. Doesn't portray ne in a very flattering
light, | fear."

"This is sinply astonishing!" said Brewster with awe.
"You nmean to tell ne that story's actually true?”

"No, of course not," replied the chanmberpot wyly.
"Everybody knows that chanmberpots can't speak. 'Tis all a
| ot of nonsense.”
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"But... but... there's no such thing as nmagic!" Brewster
pr ot est ed.

"There isn't?" said the chanberpot. "Well, you certainly
coul d have fooled me!"

Brewst er suddenly remenbered what M ck had done
outside with the wood splinter only nmonments earlier
"Fey magic," he said to hinself. "M ck made that piece
of wood burst into flame and called it fey magic!"

"Ah, well, '"tis because he is a | eprechaun,” the pot said.
"A | eprechaun?" "
"Aye," the chanmberpot replied. "One of the little people.

You nean to tell me that you didn't know?"
"One of the little people,” Brewster repeated slowy. "
t hought he nmeant he was a midget! But... a | eprechaun?"

"Aye, a |leprechaun,"” the pot said, sounding puzzled.

"What's a m dget ?"
"Well, a mdget is ... oh, nowwait a mnute! There's no

such thing as | eprechauns!”

"Aye, and there's no such thing as magi c, and chanberpots
don't speak," the pot replied. "Tell ne, where do you get

such peculiar notions?"

"Al'l right, nowlet me get this straight," said Brewster
"Your name is Brian, and you're a prince who's been the
victimof a sorcerer's spell, and Mck isn't a mdget, but a
| epr echaun who can actually do magic, and / can't believe
I"msitting here having a conversation with a fucking
chanmberpot, for crying out loud! Ch, God. |I'meither
dream ng or having a nervous breakdown!"

Brewster put his head in his hands.

"There now, settle down," the pot said. "You re getting



yoursel f all worked up."

Brewster raised his head and | ooked at the pot wth
amazement. He gave a little snort and got up, shaking his
head. "I don't believe this," he said to hinself.
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He wal ked over to the wi ndow and | ooked out, feeling the
cool night breeze on his face. There were no canpfires
outside and it was quiet. Everyone seened to have |eft

foll owi ng his outburst. Probably gone back to the Roost, he
t hought. Makes sense. You don't want to hang around after
you' ve annoyed a sorcerer. He's liable to turn you into
somet hi ng. Li ke a chanber pot.

"I't's all a dream" he said to hinself. "It has to be a
dream "
"Aye, | said much the same sort of thing, at first," said

the voice of the pot, behind him Only, sonmehow, it sudden-
Iy sounded different. Brewster turned around and his nmouth
fell open.

There was a young man sitting on the edge of the table,

with one | eg casually propped up on the bench, the other
dangling. He had long, curly blond hair and blue eyes,
attractive features, and a slightly nmocking expression around
his mouth. He was dressed in tight-fitting striped breeches
of brown and bl ack, brown | eather boots, a |oose-fitting
white bl ouse that [aced at the neck, and a short brown velvet
jacket and cape. Around his neck was a gol d neckl ace of

rubi es and sapphires.

"Must be a full noon," said Prince Brian

The battlement atop the tower had been turned into a sort
of penthouse patio. Brewster had one of the tables brought
up, as well as several wooden benches and stools. He had
M ck and Bl oody Bob bring up a couple of braziers, as they
were heavy, and the result was a rather cozy, nedieval

out door | ounge that offered a very nice view

The full noon was high in the sky and the flames in the
braziers gave forth a flickering light as the gentle night w nd
blew. Prince Brian stood | ooking out fromthe battl enment at

the nmoonlit nmeadow bel ow, while Brewster sat snoking his

150 ¢ Si non Hawke

pi pe. He had been talking with Brian for several hours and
he had snoked five bowl fuls. It usually hel ped himrel ax.
Usual ly. Tonight, it wasn't quite getting the job done.

" Tis good to feel the cool night breezes on ny skin
again," said Brian, breathing in deeply. "I had al npst



forgotten howit felt to be in ny true form"
"How | ong has it been?" asked Brewster.

Bri an shook his head. "Along, long tine," he said. "In
that dark and dusty chest, days seened |ike nights. Seasons
passed, countless winters turned to spring. | was unaffected

by the moon's light while | ocked inside that cursed chest,
t hough | suppose 'twas fortunate."

" 'Twas?" said Brewster. "I nean, it was?"

"Can you i magi ne what woul d have happened had

regained ny true formwhile still |locked within that bloody
t hi ng?"

"Ch. Yes, | see what you nmean. | suppose it would be

rat her cranped,"” said Brewster

"I do love a moonlit night," said Brian, taking a deep
breath. "On nights such as these, the forces of nagic are
strong throughout the land. | can walk as a nan again. The
fairies dance and unicorns go into rut."

"Uni corns?" said Brewster

"Aye. Pretty little beasts, but foul -snmelling and nean-tem
pered."

"Are they dangerous?" asked Brewster.

"They can be," Brian replied, "though they tend not to

bot her men. However, should they see a woman, they will
charge her. They .don't |ike wonen. Virgins, in particular
They absolutely |l oathe virgins."

"Real | y? Way?"

"I have no idea. Perhaps 'tis sonething about the way
they snell to them O perhaps because wonmen find them
wi nsone and want to pet and stroke them 'Tis believed that
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if avirgin strokes a unicorn, she will find true | ove, so each
spring, the woods are full of eager virgins, stalking unicorns
with carrots and garlands of fresh flowers. W lose a |ot of
virgins that way."

"Hmm " said Brewster. "And you have fairies, too?"
"Ch, aye. Lots."
"What are they like?"

"Bit |like nynphs, really, only nuch smaller and not as

m schi evous. About the size of your little finger, nost of
them They are especially active in the spring, when the
flowers bl oomand they can drink the nectar. It nmakes them
quite drunk. They flit about |ike naddened butterflies,
smashing into one another and crashing into trees and such



But they are harnml ess, and they do not often venture out of
t he deep woods."

Brewster shook his head. "Amazing. Al this tine, | had
absolutely no idea there were such creatures around.

thought 1'd sinply travel ed back into the past." He snorted.
"As if time travel could be sinple. But then, conpared to
what |'ve done, | suppose it is."

" '"Tis a very strange place you cone from Doc," said

Brian, turning back to face him "Your tale strains belief.”

"My tale strains belief?" said Brewster. "Right. This
froma man who spends nost of his tine as a bathroom
fixture."

"Aye, but then you saw that with your own eyes," Brian
replied. "I have only your word this place you claimto
cone from has castles that scrape the sky, and horsel ess
chariots that travel faster than the swiftest stallion, and
vessel s that wing their way through the clouds."

"l suppose it does sound hard to believe, at that," said
Brewster morosely. He sighed. "I should probably be thrilled.
I've not only succeeded in inventing time travel, but I've
apparently stunbl ed onto the secret of interdinmensiona
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travel, as well. It's the only possible explanation. Either
that, or I've died and gone to sone kind of fairy-tale

heaven. It's ironic. The idea of parallel universes has al ways
been not hing nore than an anusing theory, a popul ar thene

for science fiction witers, but never sonething anyone t ook
seriously. Yet, here | am Except |I'mnot feeling very

excited at the nmonent."

"You speak words that are unknown to ne," said Brian
"What is a science fiction witer?"

"A sort of storyteller,” Brewster said. "One who tells

tales that are very clever and fascinating, only no one takes
them seriously because they're not about people in New

York or Los Angeles.™

" "New York?' " Brian said. " 'Los Angeles'?"

"Cities," Brewster said absently. "Very large cities, ful
of people who think that |iving anywhere el se would be
uncivilized."

"Ah," said Brian. "You nean |like Pittsburgh."

Brewster | ooked up at himsharply. " 'Pittsburgh' ?"

"The largest city in Dam" said Brian. "Naned for Pitt
t he Plunderer, though he was not its founder. He nmerely



plundered it, then decided he Iiked it and chose to stay on as
its ruler. "Tis a center for commerce, know edge, and the
arts, where all roads fromthe twenty-seven ki ngdons neet.
"Tis the nost refined city in the land."

"Pittsburgh?" Brewster said, shaking his head with dis-
belief. "Go figure."

"Aye. 'Tis where the three rivers neet in confluence,"”
said Brian. "A grand pl ace, indeed. But what were those
ot her words you said? Para-lel? Inter.. . travel sonething?"

"You mean parallel universes? |Interdi nensional travel?
Hmm Well, that's a bit tougher to explain. I'mnot sure
how | could put it so that you woul d understand."”

"Try," said Brian, |ooking very interested.
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"Well, okay," said Brewster, taking a deep breath.

"I'magi ne, if you can, that everything you know to be real

the earth, the sky, the stars, everything, can be contained in
a single drop of water."

"Li ke a raindrop?" Brian said.

"Well... yes, but nore like a single drop of water in a
river," Brewster said. "We'll call this drop the universe
Now it takes a great many drops of water to nake a river,
but if you put enough of themtogether, that's what you'd
have, wouldn't you?"

"O a lake," said Brian.

"Yes, or even an ocean," said Brewster, "but let's stick

with the river, because the river flows, you see, and that
flowis like the passage of tinme. Imagine that this river is so
long that it has no beginning and no end, it sinply flows
forever. Just as time has no beginning and no end. You with

me so far?"

Brian frowned t houghtfully and nodded. "I think so. You

are saying that tine is like a river, with no beginning and no
end, and all that we see around us—the earth, the sky, the
stars—+s but like a single drop of water in that river?"

"Yes, that's very good," said Brewster, "But you wll
renenber that it takes many individual drops of water to
make that river. If each drop of water is a universe—n

ot her words, everything that we know to exist—then it
follows that there are many different universes, only we
don't know about them you see, because all we know

about, all we can perceive, is that which is in our own

uni verse, our own drop of water. But all these different
drops of water, these different universes, are intermngled as
parts of the same river—the river of time. And though they
all flowin the sane river, they are still separate drops of
water. They are nerely so close together, and there are so



154 « Si non Hawke

many of them that if you stand on the bank, you can never
see them as separate drops. You only see the river."
Brian was frowning with concentration as he tried to

visual i ze Brewster's expl anation

"Think of it this way," Brewster said. "W draw a cup
of water fromthat river. And fromthat cup of water, we
draw an even snaller anmount, nerely a couple of drops."

Brewster held his right hand out flat, fingers together,
pal m down. "Let's say that ny hand is one drop." Then he
hel d out his left hand and placed it flat on top of his right
hand. "And this is another drop. Each drop is a universe.

And there are many other drops like this, |layer upon |ayer of
them and these |ayers are called dinensions."

He separated his hands. "Only if we live in this dinmen-

sion," he said, holding up his right hand, "there is no way
for us to travel to this dinmension." He held up his left hand.
"Because they are |ike separate drops of water, you see,

and while they may flow very, very close together, so close
that they appear to nerge, there is no way for themto

nmer ge, because no matter how cl ose together they may

cone, they still remain separate.”

He dropped his hands and shrugged, not really satisfied
wi th his explanation, but unable to think of a sinpler way to
put it for the benefit of someone with no know edge of

sci ence what soever.

"Anyway, that's the idea of parallel universes," he said.
"How do we know that this"—he held his arns out, to

enconpass everything around them—is all there is? If you

had been born in that chest you were | ocked up in, and had
lived all your life in there and never seen the outside, then
you mght think that the inside of that chest was your entire
uni verse. O course, once you got out, you' d see that there
was nmore. VWell, you're |ocked up in your universe, in your

di mension, just like you were |l ocked up in that chest.
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There's never been any way for you to get out and see if
there was anything else. You may think there is, or you may
think there isn't, but because you can't get out, you can
never really know for sure.”

Brian put his hand up to his chin and furrowed his brow
"Only you did get out of your chest,"” he said. "And you
somehow nmanaged to enter mine."

Brewster smiled and nodded. "Yes! Yes, that's it, exact-
[yl You understand! That's what interdinensional travel is!"

"I amnot certain that | do understand," said Brian



sl ow y. "Tis a weighty thing to ponder. But you said that
this... this travel from one dinension to another could not
be acconplished. Yet, you claimto have acconplished it."

"By accident,"” said Brewster. "I never neant to do it. |
wasn't even thinking about doing it. | was trying to do
something el se entirely. | was trying to travel back into the
past."

"Into the past?" said Brian. "You nean, you meant to
travel fromtoday back to yesterday?"

"Well, yes, nore or less," said Brewster.

Brian frowned. "But..." He shook his head in confu-
sion. "How is that possible? It cannot be done."

"That's what a very wi se man naned Einstein thought,"
Brewster replied. "Only | thought he was wong. | believed
it could be done. And | built a device that | thought would
let ne doit."

"This magi c chariot of yours," said Brian

Brewster nodded. "Exactly. Only it looks as if Einstein's
had the [ ast | augh. Maybe it can't be done, after all. At
| east, not in the sanme dimensional plane. Maybe the only
way you can travel back into the past is to enter another

di mension. | don't know. | don't know what happened, or
how. | only know |'mhere, and if | can't find that first tine
machine, 1'Il be stuck here for the rest of my life."
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"Wul d that be so bad?" asked Bri an.

"Maybe not, but | don't belong here, Brian," Brewster

said mserably. "I don't even know where | am The

Ki ngdom of Frank, in the Land of Dam.. it could be
never-never land, for all | know, a fantasy |land straight out
of a dream | don't even know anyt hi ng about this place.

|'ve been hanging around with a | eprechaun and | hadn't

even known it. Leprechauns, fairies, nynphs, unicorns..
they're all creatures of nyth in ny world. They don't exist!
And as for magic ..." He exhaled heavily. "The others al
think 1"'ma sorcerer and | let themthink that because

t hought it was convenient. | thought they were just primn-
tive, superstitious people and it woul d be easier, and proba-
bly safer, to have themthink | was a sorcerer than to try
explaining the truth to them | tried explaining it to Mck
and | only wound up confusing him Now |I'mthe one

who's confused. And |I'mcertainly no sorcerer.”

"But.. .these things you have done here," Brian said.
"They are nobst wondrous, indeed. Are they not sorcery?
And to travel fromyour dinmension to mne, is that not



sorcery?"
"It's science, Brian, not sorcery," said Brewster. "And

as for what |'ve done here, it's just sone basic engineering,

not magic."
"I do not understand," said Brian, frowning. " 'Tis nost
puzzling. You call it science, yet it seens very like nagic to

me. And | know of no sorcerer who could do such things."

"That's only because they don't know how," said Brewster
"Wth the right know edge, anyone could do these things.

In fact, | didn't even do them really. The brigands and the
| ocal farmers did. Mck and McMurphy and Bl oody Bob

and the rest. They did nost of the work. | hel ped and

showed them how, but they were the ones who did it. | took
advant age of their superstitions... well, what | thought
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were only superstitions, but there's nothing magi cal about
any of this. They could have done it by thensel ves, w thout
me. They just didn't know how until | showed them"

Brian folded his arns across his chest and paced slowy
back and forth, the wind ruffling his Iong blond hair. "And

you call this know edge sci ence?" he said.

"Yes, that's all it is. Science is nmerely a form of
know edge. "

"Merely know edge," Brian said. "What, then, is sorcery?"

Now it was Brewster's turn to frown. "I'msure | don't
know. | didn't even think there could be such a thing as
sorcery."

"Sorcery is a formof know edge, too," said Brian. "An
apprentice to a wi zard knows not hi ng when he enbarks on

his apprenticeship. Intime, if he is diligent and clever, he
| earns. As an apprentice, he could not cast any spells,
because he did not know how, but once he had the know -

edge, he could do it. How does that differ from your

sci ence?"

Brewster grinned. "Now you sound less |ike a prince and

nore |ike a phil osopher,"” he said.
"What is a phil osopher?"
"Never mind," said Brewster. "If you thought parallel

uni verses and i nterdi nensi onal travel were confusing, you
don't want to get anywhere near that one."

"No? Well, | shall take your word for it for now.
Per haps, one day, you will explainit to ne. Still, you have
not answered ny question. How does your science differ



fromsorcery, if both are know edge?"
"Well, for one thing," Brewster said, "in ny world,
sorcery doesn't work and science does."

"I ndeed?" said Brian. "Yet, your science seens to work
here, in nmy world."

"I see what you're getting at, but it's not the sane
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thing," said Brewster with a wy smle. "Just because

magi ¢ seens to work here is no reason why science shouldn't.
Science is nmerely an understanding and an application of the
way natural forces work. And it isn't just one thing, really.
For exanple, if you want to understand the |life processes of
living organi sms, then you study the science of biology. If
you want to find out nore about the stars and other heavenly
bodies, then it's the science of astronony you want. O if
you're nore interested in the origin of your own world, then
it's the science of geology you want to study. If you want to
| eam about the natural |aws that govern natter and energy,
then it's the science of physics you're interested in, and to
get nore specific, there are different categories of each

sci ence, known as fields, depending on which branch of

nat ural phenonena you wi sh to investigate. In physics, for
exanpl e, there's mechanics, thernodynam cs, acoustics, nu-

cl ear physics, particle physics, plasma physics..."

He saw the expression of dismay on Brian's face and
stopped. "You have absolutely no idea what |I'mtalking

about, do you?"
Brian shook his head. "At first, it seemed as if | were

begi nning to understand, but as you went on, it becane

nore and nore confusing."

"Well, it's pretty conplicated for soneone who's never

had any formal education,” Brewster said. "Mybe | just

went too fast. It's not your fault, Brian, it's mne. 1 guess I
just didn't explain it very well."

Bri an | eaned back against the wall of the battlenment and
scratched his head. "I wish to understand. Doc, | truly do.
This science, it appears, 'tis not just one thing, but nany

t hi ngs."

"Well, yes, in a way," said Brewster. "You see, science

is basically a discipline, an approach to | earning about
things. But there are many different things to | eam about, so
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t he branch of science you choose depends on which specific



thing you wish to | eam about . "

"Ah," said Brian. "You nean |ike war."

"War?" said Brewster with a puzzled frown.

"Aye. If you wish to be a warrior, then you nust study

the art of war. But there are many different things that make
up the art of war. There is the art of swordsnmanship, and the
art of archery, the art of disposition of the troops, and of
maki ng fortifications..."

"Yes, exactly! That's an excellent anal ogy," said Brewster

"What is... anal ogy?"

"Ch, boy," said Brewster, rolling his eyes. "Wll, it's
what you just did, Brian, when you conpare things that are

different, but are simlar in their relationships. Like war and

sci ence. "

"Ah," said Brian. "So then the many different skills that
make up the art of warfare are like the different fields of
sci ence that you spoke of ?"

"Yes, that's a good way of |ooking at it," Brewster said.
"You grasp things very quickly, Brian. You' re a very clever
young nman."

"I an?" said Brian with surprise. He sat down at the

tabl e opposite Brewster, an expression of intense interest on
his face. "No one has ever said that to nme before. | had
never thought that | was clever. Tell ne nore about this
science! | wish to | eam"”

"Well, said Brewster with a smle, "that's the nost
i mportant thing you need to have to be a scientist. The
desire to leam But there's so nuch to leam... To be a

scientist means to devote your whole life to | earning."

"Then | shall be a scientist!" said Brian excitedly.
"Teach ne how "

"I don't really think you know what you're asking ne to
do," said Brewster. "There's a great deal to leam"”
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"To learn, one has to think, is that not true?" asked

Brian. "Well, there is little else that | can do but think. I
doonmed to ny enchantnent for all eternity, and all | have
had to think of until | net you was ny msery. How stupid,

vain, and foolish | had been, how | had wasted nmy life in
idle pursuits of pleasure, how | had acconpli shed not hing,

| ear ned nothing..."
Brian's voice trailed off and he sighed heavily as he

| ooked up at the sky. "Soon, it will be norning, and the
enchantnent will take hold again. I, a prince, born of noble

am



bl ood, shall once again be nothing nore but the nost
conmon sort of object, neant to serve the nost common
and dereani ng sort of purpose. Tis a terrible enchantnent,

Doc. | can feel, | can think, somehow | can speak and see
and hear, but | can do nothing! 'Tis enough to drive one
mad. And, sonetines, | think perhaps | am ned."

"Isn't there anything that can be done?" asked Brewster
" '"Tis said that any enchantnment can be broken," Brian
said, "if one has the proper know edge." He gl anced at

Brewster sharply. "Know edge. Like your science!"

"Ch, now wait a mnute," Brewster said. "We're talking
about two different things here. Magic is not science.”
"How do you know?" asked Bri an.

"How do | know? Well... I... that is...."

"You said yourself that science is but a way of know ng

t hi ngs about the way the world works. Well, perhaps in your
wor | d—your di mension, as you call it-—agic does not

work, but in ny world, it does. Does that not nake it part of

how the worl d works?"

"Well.. .yes, |.. .1 suppose you could say that," Brewster

replied uncertainly.

"When an apprentice to a sorcerer enbarks upon a study
of the ways and secrets of mmgic," Brian continued excitedly,
"he is said to be studying the thaumaturgic arts, which is
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what sorcerers call the discipline of magic. And if thauma-
turgy is the art of |earning how nmagi c works, then is not
thaumaturgy |i ke a branch of science?"

Brewster stared at Brian for a long nonent. "Well...
| ooking at it that way.. .1 suppose it would be," he said
slow y.

"And you are a scientist!" said Brian. "That neans you
could be a sorcerer! Al you lack is the proper know edge!"

"Well... | don't know about that," said Brewster.

"But / do!" said Brian. "In ny enchantnment, | have

passed t hrough many hands, and anong them have been the
hands of sorcerers. | amno sorcerer nyself, but there is
much that | know about them You teach nme about your
science, and | shall teach you what | know of sorcerers and
their ways, and together, perhaps we may find a way for ny
enchantnent to be broken!"

Brewster took a deep breath and let it out slowy. "Wll,
as a scientist confronted with a new and i nexplicabl e phe-
nonenon, | can hardly resist. But, Brian, there are no
guarantees in science. | can't nmake any pronises, you
know. "



"But you can promise to try," insisted Brian

Brewster pursed his lips and thought about it for a
monent. "Yes, | can promise to try."

"Huzzah!" cried Brian, shoving the bench back and

| eaping up into the air with joy. And in that nonent, the
nmoonl i ght faded in the early light of dawn and Brewster did
a doubl e take as a gol den chanberpot cane clattering down
onto the stones of the battlenent.

"Ch, bollocks!" said the pot in a disgusted tone.

CHAPTER
NI NE

As Warrick Mrgannan wat ched inpassively, the | atest
"vol unteer" was dragged ki cking and scream ng toward the
nysteri ous appar at us.

"Time machi ne," munbl ed Warrick under his breath.

Uh ... right. (The sorcerer nodded with satisfaction.) Wrd
had gotten out and it was getting nore and nore difficult to
find volunteers. No one knew exactly what happened to the
peopl e taken into the gl eam ng tower of Warrick the Wite,

| ocated in the center of downtown Pittsburgh, but none of
them was ever seen to come out again. Every time Wantk's

whi t e-caped attendants ventured out of the tower, the nor-
mal |y crowded streets of downtown Pittsburgh cleared in a
flash.

The king had received a considerabl e nunber of protests

and even several petitions demandi ng that he do sonething
about this routine abduction of citizens off the streets, but
there wasn't much that Bonnie King Billy could do.

King William VIl of Pittsburgh was the great-great-great-
great-grandson of the original Pitt the Plunderer, but he had
not inherited his great-great-great-great-grandfather's brook-
162
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ri o-nonsense disposition. He was basically a cheerful sort,
al t oget her a rather pleasant individual who didn't go for
throwing his weight around with a ot of edicts and such,
and basically pursued a | aissez-faire nmethod of nonarchy.
He genuinely loved his queen, Sandy, even though the

marri age had been arranged by his father for political and
busi ness reasons, and he treated his subjects well, for

whi ch they had bestowed upon himthe appellation of

Bonnie King Billy, which he Iiked so much he even had it
enbroidered in red on the back of his black brocade
dressi ng gown.



However, lately, the people's affection for himhad waned
somewhat and several new nonarchial appellations were
starting to make the rounds, the | east offensive of which was
"Bullied King Billy." He had beconme aware of this, primar-
ily because the last petition he had received had been
addressed to "Hi s Not- So- Bl oody- Royal - These- Days Mj es-

ty, Bonehead King Billy," and the situati on was causi ng

hi m consi derabl e di stress. Wich was why, after thinking
about it long and hard, and having a serious discussion wth
Queen Sandy, he had decided to pay a call on Warrick and
talk to himabout it.

As the panic-stricken "volunteer" screamed and cl awed

at the floor while Wantk's familiar, the two-foot-tall, yet
extremely strong troll named Teddy, dragged him by his feet
toward the nysterious—

Warrick gl anced up sharply and frowned.

—the, uh, time machine, there came a | oud knocking at
t he heavy wooden door.

"What is it?" Warrick called out, but he could not be
heard over the scream ng of the vol unteer

The knocki ng was repeat ed.

"Bl oody hell," said Warrick. "Teddy, see if you can
qui et the subject down, will you?"
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"Yes, Master," Teddy said obediently. He tucked the

subject's wiggling | egs under one arm then tw sted around
and fetched hima nighty clout on the head, which silenced
his screamng. Unfortunately, it also fractured his skull and
killed himinstantly. "Ooops," Teddy said, |ooking up at
Warrick with an enbarrassed grin.

Warrick | ooked up toward the ceiling and shook his head
wi th weary resignation. The knocki ng was repeated.

"Yes, yes, what is it?" he said, striding angrily over to

t he door and opening the little, sliding wooden wi ndow t hat
was set init at eye level. "Did | not |eave word that | was
not to be disturbed?" he snapped at the attendant on the

ot her side.

"Forgive me. Master Warrick," said the worried-1ooking
attendant, "but 'tis the king."

"\What about the king?"

"He's here. And he insists on seeing you. Master Warrick.
He said '"tis very inmportant.”

Warrick sighed. "Ch, very well. Tell himl'mon ny
way. "

He slid shut the littl e wooden wi ndow and turned to



Teddy. "Clean that up,"” he said with a disnmissive little
wave of his hand toward the corpse.

"Sorry," Teddy said sheepishly. O, perhaps, trollishly.

Warrick opened the door and shut it once again behind

him He didn't want anyone but Teddy to know what was

inside his "sanctorum" as he called his |laboratory, and his
servants knew better than to risk going in there. Mst of
themdidn't even want to risk a peek. It was a well -paying

job, but not without its risks. Cccasionally, servants di sappeared
without a trace, as well.

Warrick ascended the stairs to the second floor, which
was actually the first floor in the sense that the | ong and
handsome flight of marble steps |eading fromthe street gave
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sort of delivery entrance, gave adnittance to the ground
floor. He crossed the wi de expanse of the ornately tiled

entrance hall, with its nmarble colums and white-on-white
decorator schene, and went through the doors into the
reception hall, where Bonnie King Billy was paci ng nervously

back and forth by the huge fireplace with the heavily vei ned
mar bl e mant el pi ece.

"Your Majesty," said Warrick as he cane in and gave the
king a curt, perfunctory bow

"Don't you get tired of all this white?" Bonnie King
Billy said, gesturing generally at the room " 'Tis so bright
it hurts the eyes."

"I suppose | have grown used to it. Your Majesty," said
Warri ck.

Bonnie King Billy grunted. He was not certain quite how

to proceed. He had not dressed formally for this occasion

for it was bad enough to have the king calling on the royal

wi zard rather than the royal w zard calling on the king, but
Warrick Mrgannan wasn't just any royal w zard. He was

the nobst powerful wi zard in all the twenty-seven ki ngdons,

with a tower that rivaled the royal palace in luxury, if not in
size, and a salary that only the tax base of a city the size and
ri chness of Pittsburgh could support. Still, powerful or not,
protocol was protocol, so Bonnie King Billy had left his

formal crown and royal robes at honme, choosing instead to

cone dressed in his hunting outfit, which consisted of

riding breeches, a short jerkin and cloak, and a thin gold
circlet that was his traveling crown. He never actually

used this outfit for hunting, for he was a very urban king

and not much of an outdoorsman, but he often wore it on
shoppi ng excursions with the queen and it | ooked pretty

snappy.
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"See here, Warrick," said the king, "we, uh, need to



have a tal k. "
"Certainly, Your Majesty," said Warrick. "Wat about?"

"Well, 'tis a somewhat awkward matter," said the king,
hesitating slightly. "I've, uh, been receiving some conplaints."
"Conpl ai nts, Your Mjesty?" said Warrick, raising his

eyebr ows.

"Aye," said the king, "conplaints. Petitions and the

like. You know nme sort of thing."

"Ah," said Warrick, nonconunittally.

"Well... sonething nmust be done," the king continued.
"About what. Your Mjesty?"
"Well... there have been, uh, certain di sappearances.”

"Di sappear ances, Your Majesty?"

"Aye, disappearances. Peopl e being snatched off the street
and suchlike. You know. "

"Ah. | see.”

"Well.. -as |I've said, there have been conplaints.”
"Aye, Your Majesty. You said that."

"Um Well... something nust be done.”

"You said that, too. Your Mjesty."

"1 did?"

"You did, sire."”

"Um So | did. Well. Wat about it?"

"What about what. Your Majesty?"

"The di sappearances, Warrick, the di sappearances!" the
king said irritably. "Sonething nust be done!"

Warrick merely raised his eyebrows slightly.

"I mean... well... you nust understand ny position,"

the king said awkwardly. "I realize you have your work to

do and all that, whatever it may be, but try to look at it from
my point of view | can't have your peopl e snatching

citizens off the streets in broad daylight. 'Tis dammed

awkwar d, you know. "

The Reluctant Sorcerer e« 167



"l see," said Warri ck.

"You do?"

, "I do, indeed. Your Majesty. However, | require subjects
for... certain weighty purposes of thaumaturgical research
"Tis nmost inportant, sire. Mdst inportant, indeed. | am

afraid | cannot do wi thout them"

"Ch," the king said. "I was afraid of that. | don't
suppose you coul d use sonme sort of substitute? Cats or
somet hi ng?"

"Cats?" said Warrick, frowning. "I hadn't thought of
using cats."

"Well, wouldn't they do?"

Warrick pondered the question for a noment. "Perhaps,
but it wouldn't really be the sane, sire. Besides, | rather
i ke cats."

"Ch. Well, what about dogs?"

"There are no dogs about the streets these days. Your
Maj esty," said Warrick. "Your Mjesty may recall his edict
concer ni ng dogs."

"Ch, that's right," the king said. "I bani shed dogs,

didn't 1? Wll, the streets were beconi ng dam near inpass-
able for all their droppings. The queen ruined her favorite
pair of slippers, you know "

"I recall the incident. Your Mjesty. But as you see,
cannot very well use dogs."

"Hmm " said the king. "Well, "tis nmost unfortunate,
nmost unfortunate, indeed. Still, sonething nust be done.”

"\What about prisoners. Your Mjesty?" said Warrick
"Prisoners?" the king said.
"Aye, sire. If I could use prisoners for nmy subjects,

there woul d be no need to seek for subjects in the
streets."

"Hrmm good point," the king said. "Very good point,
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i ndeed. That could solve the entire problem Very well,
t hen, you may use prisoners."

"Then Your Majesty's sheriff will have to nake sone
nore arrests,” said Warrick



"Eh? Wy's that?"

"Because | have already used up all the prisoners in the
royal dungeons," Varrick replied.

"You have? Well... dash it all, Warrick, that makes
t hi ngs very inconvenient. You m ght have asked ne, you
know. "

"I did not wish to trouble Your Majesty with matters of
so little inmport."

The king grunted. "Well... | appreciate that, Warrick, |
truly do, but if you have already used up all the prisoners,
then it mght take a while to fill up the dungeons once

agai n, you know "

"Perhaps if Your Majesty sent the royal sheriff to see ne,

we might be able to cone up with a solution,” Warrick

said. "A minor new edict or two mght be devised, sone
stricter enforcement mght be inplenmented, there's really no
need for you to trouble yourself about such things. Merely
give the royal sheriff your approval and it will be seen to."

"And you think that would take care of it?" the king
asked.

"Undoubtedly, sire. | amsure that it would solve the
probl em"
"Well.. .good," the king said. "Very good, indeed.

amglad we had this little talk."

"Always happy to oblige Your Mjesty," said Warrick
with a smle.

The king left, satisfied. However, he would not remain

that way for long. Hi s easygoing, |aissez-faire method of
nmonar chy was about to undergo considerabl e nodification

whi ch woul d make the royal sheriff very happy, for it would
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give hima great many new edicts to enforce, very strict
edicts that Warrick would di plomatically suggest and that
the royal sheriff would eagerly inplement in the king's
nane. Being even slightly late with revenues, spitting on
the street, public drunkenness and | ewd behavi or, not having
proper change for the tollgates, and a host of other things
that nost citizens of Pittsburgh had never thought twice
about woul d suddenly becore crines puni shable by i me-
diate inprisonment and the dungeons woul d provide Warrick
with a steady supply of subjects for his thaumaturgical
research. And poor, bumbling King Billy would bear the
brunt of the people's resentnent.

"There is, of course, another way," said Warrick, |ooking

up toward the ceiling. "A certain voice in the ether could
supply me with the answer to the riddle of the so-called tine
machi ne. "



Unfortunately, the narrator couldn't really do that, be-
cause it would cause serious interference with the plot.

"Well, in that case, 'poor, bunbling King Billy's' predic-
anment would be the narrator's responsibility and not nine,"
said Warri ck.

Neverthel ess, it was Warrick who came up with the idea

of instituting strict new edicts to fill the royal dungeons with
prisoners he could use as his subjects.

"Perhaps,"” said Warrick with a sly smle, "but "tis your
plot, unless |I am m staken."

Back at the keep (and not a monent too soon), Brewster

hadn't slept a wink all night. He'd been on adrenaline
overdrive, talking to Brian and trying to assimnmilate every-
thing he'd | earned. Suddenly, it was a brand-new ball gane.

In a brand-new ball park, so to speak. The trouble was, the
rules were slightly different here. In this stadium the
runners didn't steal third base, they waved their fingers at it
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and nade it di sappear. The bat boys were | eprechauns, the
team mascot was a unicorn, and the fireflies hovering over
center field were actually fairies. (And having bel abored
that anal ogy to death, we should probably nove on.)

After Brian's enchantment had kicked in again, Brewster

had carried himdownstairs to the kitchen of the keep—ahich
he' d deci ded, would be the next area in need of nodernizi ng—
and they talked until the sun canme up. Brewster heated

sone water and nmade hinself sonme tea from an herba

m xture Mck had given him It tasted rather |enony and

was about ten tines nore stimulating than coffee. It had the
ef fect of keeping Brewster w de awake—very w de awake—

and giving hima nervous energy that woul d have kept him

up for the next forty-eight hours even if he wasn't too
wound up to sl eep.

Brian had been a great deal easier to deal with as a
handsome prince than as an ornate chanberpot, and not

only because it felt a lot nmore natural to talk to a person
than to an appliance. (O was it a utensil? Anyway, you get
the general idea.) As a chanberpot, Brian was sonmewhat
caustic and sarcastic, not that Brewster could really blane
him and though his personality didn't really change in any
significant way, there was an edge to himthat took sone

getting used to.

In fact, the whole idea of man turning into an object took
some getting used to. Talking with himwhile he was in his
enchanted formwas positively surreal and a graphic rem nd-
er of the sort of world Brewster had wound up in. Though
several weeks had passed, Brewster hadn't really seen

anyt hing that would have led himto suspect he had been
transported to another universe in some kind of parallel



di mensi on. The peregrine bush, he realized bel atedly, should
have been his first clue, but he had nerely assuned it was
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some rare plant, perhaps sonme sort of localized nmutation
that had not survived into the nodem age he canme from

He had seen nothing of the creatures Brian had nentioned,
uni corns and fairies and nynphs, and while the existence of
such creatures mght have seened inprobable, he had little
difficulty believing they existed after seeing a chanber pot
turn into a man and back agai n.

Brian had told himall about how he had wound up bei ng
enchanted. Hi s version of the events leading up to his
current predicanent closely followed the | egend rel ated by
Pi kestaff Pat, and Brian told it with a surprising amunt of
candor .

Fol | owi ng hi s di sappearance fromthe pal ace, after he'd

been stolen by one of the pal ace servants, Brian had passed
fromhand to hand, often fairly rapidly, as those into whose
possession he fell became aware that he was no ordinary
chanber pot —-and not just because he was encrusted with

gens. The people of the twenty-seven ki ngdons were

extremely wary of enchanted artifacts, and rightly so. Ad-
epts were always experinenting with strange new spells and
it was not uncomon for such spells to be dangerous, or

even to go wrong sonehow.

At first, Brian had raged at his successive owners, and

then pleaded with them begging to be taken to a sorcerer

who could reverse the spell, but it was all to no avail. As
soon as people found out their new, ornate chanberpot

could talk, they couldn't wait to get rid of it, jewels or no
jewels. And as the I egend of the werepot prince grew,

passed on by his former owners, adepts becane aware of it

and grew highly interested in finding him A nunber of
them di d.

At first, Brian had seen this as a sign of hope, because he
knew his father would reward any adept who could restore
him However, no adept had ever succeeded in breaking the
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enchantnent. Wrse still, none of themwould return himto

his famly, for to do so would have neant admitting they

had failed to restore himto his rightful form None of them
had wanted to adnit that another adept had devised a spel

he couldn't break. Brian had found this particularly frustrat-
i ng, because the result was that he spent a great deal of tine
| angui shing in storeroomnms, trunks, and secondhand shops.

He eventual |y had becone nore or less adjusted to his

fate, if not totally resigned to it. Though he may have been
spoi |l ed and panpered by his famly, Brian was an intelligent
young man, as Brewster had al ready observed, and his

anger and bitterness over what had happened to himfre-



quently manifested itself in a personality that could be

hi ghly ascerbic and sarcastic. In other words, as Pikestaff
Pat had put it, Brian could be a royal pain to those who
came in contact with him

Adepts did not take kindly to such behavior. Having

failed to restore himto his proper form they generally
concl uded that there was no profit in a tal king chanber pot,
regardl ess of its value as a curiosity, and little point in
keeping it around. Especially if it was going to be abusive.
So they either unloaded himon sonmeone else, or if Brian

had really gotten on their nerves, they tried destroying him

"You mean they actually tried to kill you?" Brewster

sai d.

"Life is cheap to nost adepts,"” Brian replied, "so long
as 'tis soneone else's life. Aye, they tried to kill ne, sone
out of spite, some out of fear that | would tell others their
powers had not been sufficient to restore ne. But 'twas not
so easily acconplished. | was beaten with | arge hanmers,
thrown from great heights, tossed down wells, struck with
axes, once | was even thrown into a fire in an attenpt to
nmelt ne down."

The Rel uctant Sorcerer 173

"My God!" said Brewster. "How horrible! How on earth
did you survive?"

"Ah, 'tis the nature of the enchantnment, you see, that |
cannot be destroyed,"” Brian replied. " 'Twas neant | should
suffer throughout all eternity. Pound nme with hamers from
now until the end of time and you shall not make a single
dent. Toss ne down a well and | shall float until some
peasant cones along to fish me out. Strike ne with the
sharpest axe, yet you shall fail to split ne. Toss me into a
bl acksmith's forge, yet no matter how fierce the heat, |

simply shall not nelt. | may bl acken sonewhat, but w pe
me off and | shall | ook as good as new. Ch, but | shall fee
the pain of it! Though I nmay not be allowed to perish, | am

i ndeed allowed to suffer pain."

"That's the nost awful thing |I've ever heard!" said
Brewster with chagrin. "God, you poor kid!"

"Well, | thank you for your synpathy," said Brian, "but
sadly, synpathy shall not break this dammabl e enchantnment."
"No, | don't suppose it will," said Brewster. He took a
deep breath and exhal ed heavily. "Frankly, Brian, | just
don't know what | can do. |'ve never encountered anything
like this before. I know | promised that 1'd try to help you
but... in all honesty, | don't know how | can."

"Well, '"tis grateful I amthat you prom sed to make the
attenpt," said Brian.

"Attempt? | wouldn't even know where to start," said



Brewster. "If real sorcerers couldn't break the spell, | don't
see how / could. I"'mnot a sorcerer, |I'mnerely a scientist.”

"Nay, not nerely a scientist, Doc," said Brian. "You

must be a very great scientist. Has any other scientist ever
succeeded i n doi ng what you have done, whether by acci -

dent or by design? Has any sorcerer? \Were sorcerers have
failed, perhaps a scientist may succeed."

"I wish | had your confidence, kid," said Brewster sadly.
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"You have done things no sorcerer could do," Brian
assured him "You can use your.. .what did you call it,

your met hod?"
"Scientific nethod," Brewster said.

"Aye, you can use your scientific nethod to study thau-
mat ur gy, and thereby divine the secrets of the thaumaturgic

arts.”
"I don't know," said Brewster dubiously. "Wuldn't it

be better if we just got a bunch of sorcerers to put their
heads together and see if they couldn't find a way to—

"Nay, Doc, nay! 'Twould be disaster! You must keep
away from sorcerers, else ..."

Brian's- voice trailed off. "El se what?" asked Brewster.
The chanber pot renai ned silent.

"Brian?"
A soft sigh cane fromthe pot. "W need each other

Doc. | need you because you may be ny |ast hope to break
this enchantnent and live a normal life. And you need ne
because there is much about this world you do not know,
and woul d not understand."

Brewster stared at the chanberpot and frowned. "I'm not
sure | understand now. Wy should | keep away from
sorcerers? |Is there sonething you haven't told nme, Brian?"

For a nonent there was no reply, and then the pot sighed

once again, a strange, tinny sort of sound. "Aye, Doc, there
is. Faith, and I do not wish to tell you, for | do not nmean to
frighten you, and yet, 'twould be best if you were to know

the truth."

"What truth?" asked Brewster uneasily.



"The people here believe you are a mghty sorcerer,"
said Brian, "and | fear 'twould not go well for you if you

were to admt the truth.”

"Well, | could explain it to themand surely they woul d—=
"Nay, Doc, you do not understand. You must never tel
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themthe truth. You nust never tell anyone. Your very life
depends upon it."

"My life?" said Brewster. "Surely, you don't think
they'd kill me?"

"Perhaps not," said Brian. "But 'tis not the brigands nor
the I ocal farmers from whom you have the nost to fear. 'Tis
the cuild."

"The Quil d?" Brewster frowned.

"Aye, SAG the Sorcerers and Adepts Guild," Brian

said. "You see, when these people here first met you, they
took you for a mghty sorcerer, and in your innocence, you
allowed themto believe that. You did not know that there
was such a thing as sorcery, nor did you know about the
@uild. Had you but known, you never woul d have all owed
themto m stake you for a sorcerer, no matter how hard
"twoul d have been to convince themof the truth."

"Sonmehow, | suddenly have the feeling |I'mnot going to
like this," Brewster said.

"I fear 'tis so," said Brian. "You see. Doc, the Guild is

a body of adepts united in a conmon cause, to govern the
practice of sorcery. Its Council of Directors is made up of
the nobst powerful adepts in all the twenty-seven ki ngdons,
and the Grand Director of the Quild is Warrick Mrgannan,
called Warrick the Wite, the nost evil, dangerous, and

power ful adept of themall. And 'tis law that all adepts mnust
be menbers of the Guild, and submt to its authority."

"You nean it's |like a union?" Brewster asked.
"Aye, 'tis a union of adepts," said Brian, "all adepts in
all the twenty-seven ki ngdonms. No one nmay practice sorcery

wi t hout being a menber of the Guild."

"So what are you telling me?" asked Brewster. "I'ma
scab?"

" 'Scab'?" said Brian, puzzled.

"Never mnd," said Brewster. "Go on."
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" '"Tis a lengthy and nost difficult process, becomi ng an
adept," said Brian. "You rmust first find an adept willing to
take you on as an apprentice, and that adept mnmust be a
menber of the Guild. As an apprentice, you nust serve

your master faithfully, and spend your every waki ng hour in
the study of the thaumaturgic arts. Many of its secrets you
must di scover on your own, and when your master feels that
you are ready, the Guild will test you

"Shoul d you pass the test," Brian continued, "you will

be elected to the Guild and you nmay then call yourself an

adept and practice magic. Should you fail to pass the test,

you must either forsake your goal of becom ng an adept or

remain an apprentice to your nmaster until such time he feels
that you can take the test again, though if you fail, 'tis a bad
reflection on your master and odds are you will be punished.

You may never be allowed to take the test again, and you

may be forced to spend the renainder of your life as an
apprentice. O possibly as sonething nuch | ess pl easant,

say a toad or... well, perhaps even a chanberpot. 'Tis very
strict, the @Quild is. They are especially strict concerning
those whomthey allow to call thensel ves adepts and prac-

tice magic. The penalities for pretending to be an adept, or
calling yourself a sorcerer if you are not a nenber of the
@Quild, are quite severe."

Brewster moi stened his |ips nervously. "How severe?"

"Believe me, you do not wish to know," said Brian. "I

am but a small exanple of how inaginative an adept can be
when he decides to punish someone. And it could have been
much worse, you know. Far worse."

Brewster swallowed hard. "I see. Well, all the nore
reason to clear things up, then. | have enough probl ens
wi t hout getting a sorcerers guild mad at ne. The sooner |
tell everyone the truth, the better."

"Nay, Doc, 'tis much too late, |I fear," said Brian. "By
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now, everyone in Brigand' s Roost and all the surroundi ng
farms believes you to be a powerful adept. | doubt they
woul d understand the truth. Mre likely, 'twould frighten
and confuse them"

"It didn't frighten or confuse you," said Brewster.

"/ frighten and confuse them" Brian said. "You saw

how they ran. Yet even were they not to become frightened,
they woul d have a hard tine believing you. You tried telling
the truth to the | eprechaun and what was the result? Nor did
you tell himthe entire truth, for you did not know it at the
time. You told himyou cane froma future age and this only
convinced himfurther of your powers as a sorcerer. \What
woul d he think if you told himyou came from anot her

wor | d, from anot her di nensi on?"



"But | was able to explain it all to you," said Brewster
"even if it did take all night, you finally understood."

"Aye, 'tis true, perhaps the |eprechaun m ght understand

as well, but can you vouch for all the others? Though what
you have done here nay be science, 'tis sorcery to all the
others and the Guild would | ook on it as sorcery, as well.
Even if you could convince themthat science and sorcery

are different things, they would see your science as a threat
to their own power. And anything that would threaten the
power of the Guild is elimnated by the Guild. Quickly, and
nost decisively."

"Great," said Brewster with a sour grimace. "So what
am | supposed to do?"

"You must keep up the pretense, for your own safety,"”

Brian said. "You nmust avoid adepts. Tell the others, the
bri gands and the farmers hereabouts, to say nothing of your
presence here to anyone."

"What ... what reason should | give?" asked Brewster.

"Tell themyou require solitude," said Brian, "to pursue
the perfection of your art. Tell themyou have grown weary
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of towns and cities, with their crowds and ceasel ess noi se,
and that 'twas your decision to remain here for the peace
and quiet of the Redwood Forest. They will understand this,
and so respect your wi shes. Adepts conmand respect be-

cause adepts are feared. ' Twoul d not be safe for you to take
away their fear."

"But.. .what about my mssing tinme machi ne?" asked

Brewster. "Unless | find it, I'll never get hone. | can't just
stay here and hope that it turns up sonmehow. |f soneone
doesn't bring me word of it, I'mgoing to have to start

| ooking for it nyself."

"Are you certain your time machine is here?" asked
Bri an.

"It has to be here sonewhere," Brewster replied. "If it's
not... then I'Il never get hone."

"Then we nmust try to find it sonehow," Brian said. "I
shall try to think of something."

"Yes, but I'mafraid that's not going to help you," said
Brewster with a sigh.

"Perhaps it may," Brian replied, "if you were to take ne
with you to your world."



"Take you with me?"

"Aye," said Brian. "You said there is no magic in your
world. If that be true, then perhaps the enchantment will not
hold there."

Brewst er nodded. "Maybe. | suppose that's possible.
Only what if it doesn't work that way?"

"What have | to Lose?" asked Brian

"You have a point,"'
deal . "

said Brewster. "Ckay, kid. It's a

There was a | oud knocking at the door. Brewster picked
the pot up and tucked it under his arm then went to open
the door. The little peregrine bush came shuffling in, drag-
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ging Mck along on its rope leash. It started rubbing its
thorny little branches agai nst Brewster's | egs.

"Quch!" said Brewster, backing away. "Stop that!"
The little bush rustled backward a few feet, its branches
drooping slightly.

"It seens to have taken a likin' to you," Mck said.
"Dragged nme all the way over here, it did." He grimced
sourly. "I see you still have the werepot."

"Mck, this is Prince Brian," Brewster said. "Brian, this
is my friend Mck." He blinked and shook his head. "Look
at this, I"'mintroducing a | eprechaun to a chanberpot."

"Greetings, Mck," said Brian. "I'msorry | called you
Shorty yesterday."

M ck nmerely grunted and gave a curt nod.
"You coul d accept his apol ogy, you know," said Brewster

trying to play the peacemaker. "He is a prince, after all, and

princes don't usually apol ogi ze, do they?"

M ck grunted again. "I accept your apology," he said.
gruffly.

"Thank you," Brian said.

Mck grunted a third time. " "Tis nost civil it's bein' this

nomn' . "
"He's being," Brewster corrected him "He is a person

you know. In fact, he really was a person last night. It was a
full rmoon."

"So that part of the legend s true, then?" Mck said with
i nterest.



"Aye, nost of the legend' s true," said Brian, "save for a
few enbel | i shents that some have added to the story."

"I promised Brian | would try to help him" Brewster
expl ai ned.

"Can you?" M ck asked.

"I honestly don't know," Brewster replied, "but | prom
ised himl'd try." He glanced outside. "You re al one?"
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"Aye, none of the others came,"” said Mck. "Scared off,

they were." , ,
"You see?" said Brian. "I told you that | frightened

them" - -
"Ch, '"tis not for fear of you they didn't cone, said
Mck. " 'Twas for fear of the dragon.”

" 'Dragon' ?" Brewster said.

"Aye, the dragon.”

"What dragon?"

"The one sittin' up there on the tower,'

M ck replied,
poi nting up.

CHAPTER

TEN

For a nonent that seemed to hang in eternity, Brewster
stared at M ck, standing there just a couple of feet or so
i nside the open doorway with his peregrine bush on a | eash,
and thought that he was joking. Then hoped that he was

j oki ng. Hoped very, very hard. Only the expression on

M ck's face was not the deadpan | ook of someone pulling
someone else's leg. It was the normal expression of sone-
one nentioning sonmething he'd just seen and did not find
especi ally remarkabl e, the | ook of soneone who'd just

gl anced up at the clouds and said, "I think it's going to
rain."

"A dragon?"

As if he were sleepwal ki ng, Brewster noved past M ck

and stepped up to the open door. He wasn't sure what he'd

i ntended. Perhaps he had intended to step outside, walk out
into the yard, and | ook up at the tower, but he never got any
farther than the threshold, for what he saw t hrough the open
doorway was the shadow of the keep's tower angling across

the yard, and right about where the shadow of the tower
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shoul d have ended, there was anot her shadow, a shadow of
somet hing very large, with huge, reptilian w ngs.

Brewster reached out with his right hand, took hold of the
door, and gently closed it. Then he turned around and

| eaned back agai nst the door. His knees felt weak and his
nmout h had gone conpletely dry.

Sonet hi ng cl anged loudly on the floor and a voice cried
out, "CQuch! Doc!"

Brewster had dropped the chamberpot. He bent down and
pi cked it up

"I"'msorry, Brian," he said in a dull voice. He clutched
t he chamberpot to his chest with both hands and | ooked at

M ck.

"Is that..." he started, but his voice had broken and
sounded extrenely high. He shook his head, cleared his
throat, and tried again. "lIs that... really... a dragon?"

"Aye," said Mck sinply.

"How ..." His voice broke again and came out soprano

He cleared his throat with a deliberate effort. "How. ..
long ... has it been... up there?"

"Sure, and | don't know," said Mck. "It was sittin" up

there when | cane." He frowned. "You didn't know about
it, then?"

"No," said Brewster, his voice comng out in a high
squeak again. He cleared his throat hard, three tines in

succession. "Didn't that..." He funbled for words, and
then settled for sinply pointing up toward the ceiling.
" strike you as... rather unusual ?"

M ck nerely shrugged. "Sure, and | thought you mnust

have sunmmoned it."

Brewster cleared his throat again. "It... you... weren't
.frightened?"

"What, of the dragon?" M ck said. He shrugged again.
"Why should |I be? Dragons don't eat |eprechauns.”
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"Oh," said Brewster. "What about .. .people?"

"Sometines," Mck said. "They prefer cows, though
More neat on the bones."



"Ah," said Brewster, nodding. "I see."

"You didn't sumon it, then?" asked M ck, speaking as
if seeing a dragon sitting up on your neighbor's roof were a
perfectly normal occurrence.

"Noooo, " said Brewster, swallow ng hard. He handed
t he chanmberpot to Mck. "Hold on to Brian for a nmonent,
will you?"

M ck took the pot and Brewster ran upstairs to his

bedroom just below the battlenment of the tower. As he ran
into the room he could see a large, scaled tail flicking back
and forth, just outside the w ndow

"Ch, boy..." he said. "Ch, boy ... keep calm now, just
keep calm..."

He tiptoed over to the bed, reached down underneath it,

and slid out the pack that contained his energency supply
kit, which he had pulled out of the tinme machine just before
the fuel tanks had expl oded. @ ancing up at the w ndow, as

i f expecting some giant clawed hand to come reaching in for
him he funbled inside the pack until his fingers felt what
he was | ooking for. He pulled out a snub-nosed stainless-
steel revolver and a box of cartridges.

H s hands trenbling, he opened the cylinder and started
loading it. He |oaded all six chanmbers, then closed the
cylinder. It was a .357-caliber Smth & Wesson Conbat

Magnum specially polished and engraved, with a two-and-
one-hal f-inch barrel and pearl grips, one of a matched pair he
had been presented with by the CEO of EnCul f Co | nterna-

tional, who was also on the board of Smith & Wesson. Its
conpani on revol ver was an equally fancy .38-caliber Chiefs
Speci al, which he had packed in the energency supply kit

of the original tine machine. He hadn't really thought that

184 « Si non Hawke

he woul d ever actually have need of it, but it seened I|ike
the sort of thing an energency supply kit should contain, so
he'd opted for the smaller caliber, less intimdating gun at
First. However, the .38 was nowin the mssing tine nma-
chine, and as he gazed down at the | oaded, snub-nosed .357
in his hand, he was suddenly very glad he had the nore

power ful one. Nevertheless, it seenmed very small conpared

to what was sitting on the tower just above him Brewster
was suddenly painfully aware of his |lack of experience with

firearns.

He had only gone shooting once before, when the CEO of

EncGul fCo took himto the range to "try "emout." He had
instructed Brewster in the use of the matched revol vers,
giving hima short |lecture on gun safety, proper sight
alignment, trigger control, and so forth, and Brewster had
turned in a gane, if not quite adequate performance. Actually,
he had gotten quite a kick out of shooting them but the

guns hcd made Panel a nervous and he'd put them away.



"Are you goin' up to see it, then?"

Brewster junped about a foot and al nost dropped the
gun. He took a deep breath and turned around. "Dammt,
M ck," he whi spered harshly, "don't do that!"

"Why are you whisperin' ?" asked Mck, conming into the
roomw th the chanberpot tucked under his arm

Brewster nerely pointed toward the ceiling.

"Ah," said Mck. "You're plannin' to sneak up on it and
blast it, like you did Robie McMirphy's foolish bull?"

Brewster | ooked down at the revolver in his hand. What

the hell was he planning to do? Suppose bullets didn't work
on it? Suppose it was magi cal and invul nerable to gunfire?
Suppose it breathed fire?

He gl anced up at Mck and his gaze focused on the
chanmberpot. "You didn't tell ne about dragons!" he ac-
cused Bri an.

The Rel uctant Sorcerer 185

"Didn't think of it,"” said Brian. "You don't see many of
t hem about these days. They're quite rare, really.”

"Not rare enough, if you ask nme," said Brewster. "\Wat
the hell are we supposed to do?"

"You mght ask it what it wants," suggested M ck
"Ask it what it wants?" said Brewster

"Aye," said M ck
"And | suppose it'll answer ne," said Brewster. "No
never mnd, don't say anything. It talks, right?"

"Aye, it speaks," said Mck. "You' ve never net a
dragon before, then?"
"Actually, no, | haven't," Brewster said. "This'Il be ny
first." He snorted. "Wiat am | saying? |I'mnot going up
there!™”

"Good norning," said a |oud, deep voice just outside the
wi ndow. It sounded a cross between a human voice and a
t hreshi ng machi ne.

Brewster junped and spun around, raising the revol ver.
He found it difficult—no, he found it inpossible to keep his
hands from trenbling

"Well, now that's not very friendly, is it?" There was a

| arge head just outside the wi ndow. Brewster couldn't see al
of it. Just a huge yellow eye and sone iridescent scales.
"Do you al ways threaten your visitors with a gun?"



Brewster stared at the fearsonme yell ow eye and tried to

will hinmself not to be afraid. And then, suddenly, something
occurred to him He |lowered the revolver slightly and
frowned. He glanced fromthe revolver to the dragon's eye
outsi de the wi ndow. "You know what this is?" he said

with surprise.

"OfF course, | know what it is," the dragon replied. "It's
a revolver. And a rather small one, at that."

Brewster | owered the gun. He lowered his jaw, as well.

"Ch, cone on up," the dragon said inmpatiently. "I am
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not going to hurt you, but | amgetting a crick in ny neck
| ooki ng down like this."

The head di sappear ed.

Brewster shook his head. "I don't believe this." He
dropped the gun on the bed, took off his glasses, and rubbed
the bridge of his nose. "No, this is too nuch! | don't care

what happens, this |'ve got to see!"
He ran up the stairs to the top of the tower, with Mck

foll ow ng cl ose behind.
The dragon was sitting perched on the wall, its tal ons dug

into the stone. Brewster stood and sinply stared at it with
opennout hed ast oni shnent .

It was about the size of an eighteen-wheeler, with a | ong

tail; huge, batlike, |leathery w ngs; gleamng, iridescent
scal es; and a large, triangul ar-shaped head on a | ong neck
It was | apping water out of the cistern, like a dog drinking

froma toilet bow, only much | ouder

"Jesus Christ," said Brewster

"No, Rory," said the dragon.

"Rory' ?" Brewster said.

"Actually, it's only a nicknanme," said the dragon. "Human
throats cannot make all the sounds necessary to pronounce
nmy given nanme. Rory is sort of an abbreviation. How do

you do?"

"Uh ... fine, thank you," Brewster said weakly.



"And you are?"

"Uh.. .Brewster. Dr. Marvin Brewster. But ny friends
just..." His voice trailed off. "My God, you really are a

dragon!"

"Allow ne to conplinment you on your powers of obser-
vation, Doctor," Rory said wyly. "I see you have conpa-
ny. | hope | haven't dropped in at an inconvenient tine."

"Ch... uh... no, that's... quite all right," said Brewster
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"Uh ... this is nmy friend Mck O Fallon, and... uh... the
chanmberpot he's holding is actually Prince Brian the Bold."

The dragon nodded. "Always happy to greet one of the
little people,"” it said. Then it squinted at the chanberpot.
"Prince Brian, eh? | see you' ve run afoul of Caithrix."

"That's the wi zard who enchanted ne!" said Brian

"How di d you know?"

"I can smell his aura on you," the dragon said. "Caithrix
al ways had an especially pungent aura."

"Had?" said Brian.

"Well, he's been dead these past one hundred years or
so. "

"One hundred years?" said Brewster, staring at the
chamber pot .

"I's that a long tine?" asked Brian
"You don't | ook a day over eighteen!" said Brewster.

"One of those 'for all eternity' enchantnents, eh?" the
dragon said. "You nust really have annoyed him Although
Caithrix always did annoy rather easily. Arrogant little
adept, he was. Even disdained to use a nagenane, just |ike
his grandson, Varrick."

"Warrick the Wite is Caithrix's grandson?" Brian said.
"Hi s daughter Katherine's son," the dragon said. "Even
nore arrogant than his father was, doubtless because he was
born a bastard and felt he had a ot to prove."

"Kat herine's son?" said Brian. "Boma... then that
means... OCh, gods! Warrick the Wite is nmy son?"

"Ah," the dragon said. "That would seemto explain

your current predicanent."”

"I can't believe any of this," said Brewster. "And | had
to | eave ny video canera behind!"



"Pity," said the dragon. "I would have enjoyed seeing a
vi deot ape of nyself. Though | amnot entirely certain it

r
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woul d work, you know. I amnot sure if you can phot ograph

magi cal creatures.”
"Wait a minute," Brewster said. "You know about vid-
eo? And you knew a revol ver when you saw it! How?"

"Ch, | know all about your world," Rory replied. "I
have seen it often in my dreans. Dragons dreamin different

di mensi ons, you know. "
"I'n bl ack and white or col or?" Brewster asked, repressing

a sudden urge to. giggle.
"I'n color, of course,"” Rory replied. "I hope you don't

mnd ny dropping in like this and taking a drink from your
cistern, but I was nmerely passing by on my way back hone
and | could not help noticing what you' ve done here. A
water lift, an aqueduct, a nice job of tuck-pointing on the

stonework... | really like what you' ve done with the place."
"Uh... thanks."
"I merely wanted to pop in and say hello. | have never

met anyone fromthe dream di nensi ons before. However

did you manage to cross over?"

"Well... that's rather a long story," Brewster said.
"Excellent!" the dragon said with a runble of content-
ment. "I do so |love a good story!"

MacGregor the Bl adesman, better known as Mac the

Kni fe, stood outside the cottage of Blackrune 4, |ooking

very grim It was actually a rather sizable dwelling for a
cottage, since its former occupant had been a w zard, after

all, but it was still basically a cottage, conplete with thatch
roof and wooden shutters, garden, whitewashed picket fence,

and all the cozy accoutrenments. Sort of an upscal e cottage.

Mac and his men had ridden quite a |long way, all the way
fromPittsburgh, and they were tired and dusty fromtheir
journey. Fortunately, while en route, they had been set upon
at least three tinmes by various groups of hi ghwaynmen and
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ruf fians—four, if you counted the ones who recogni zed their
m st ake before they got too close and ran |ike hell —-and

t hese slight diversions had served to break up the nonotony
of what woul d ot herwi se have been a rather dull and
tiresome trip.

"Anyt hi ng?" said Mac as his three henchmen cane out
of the cottage.

The nmen sinmply shrugged. They bore a strong resem
bl ance to one another, which was only proper, as the three
of them were brothers

Mac gave a |l ow grunt and frowned. "Well, | suppose
"twas too nuch to hope for," he said.

He had a wonderful speaking voice, deep, nelifluous,

and very manly, and if he had been bom about a thousand
years later, and in another dinension, he could have had a
great career as a radio broadcaster or a Shakespearean actor
or perhaps dubbing the voices of malevolent villains in
science fiction filmns.

He could also sing and play guitar, and those talents,
conbined with his rugged, virile good | ooks, set many a
femal e heart aflutter. He had dark, curly hair; a handsone
beard that he kept nicely groomed and trimred, unlike the
facial forests sported by nmost of his contenporaries; and he
had dark, piercing brown eyes that could either flash with
merrinment or glower with mal evol ence. His features were
ruggedly angular, with a square jaw, a straight and well -
shaped nose, and good cheekbones.... In short, he was a

dam good- | ooki ng guy. (O a good-1ooking guy from Dam

take your pick.) He was a manly man with a massive,

six-foot two-inch frame and a |ikable, charmng disposition
The fact that he al so happened to be a professional assassin
was purely incidental

Sean MacG egor | ooked upon it as a job and not hi ng
nore. Wenever he was asked why he chose this particul ar
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occupation, he would sinply shrug and say,
And 'twas, too. He was remarkably good at it.

"Tis agift.”

He was an acconpli shed swordsman and had yet to neet

his match, but as good a swordsman as he was, he was even
better with a knife. H's prowess with knives of all shapes
and sizes was |legendary. It was said that he could trimthe
wings of a fairy in flight, which was actually an exagger a-
tion, because fairies could outfly just about anything, from
hunm ngbirds to bees, and Mac had never even attenpted

the feat. He could, however, draw one of the many knives

he wore in his crossed | eather bandoliers and hurl it with
such lightning speed that the eye could hardly followit. He
unfailingly hit wherever he ainmed it, nor was he particul ar



about whether he hit it fromthe front or from behind.
Assassi nation was assassi nation, and Mac didn't all ow any
sporting sensibilities to interfere with his job. He was, after

all, a professional
Unl i ke many cheap, |ower grade, nonguild assassins, who

were often very good at skul king and bei ng generally

sneaky, but whose fighting prowess varied w dely, Macgregor
proudly wore the guild badge of his profession on his

brown, rough-cut |eather tunic. The badge was a tastefu

silver dagger pin, four inches long, two inches wi de at the
crossguard, with an inch wi de blade tapering to a sharp

point. He wore it pinned to his breast, over his heart, and it
identified himas a menber in good standing of the Footpads
and Assassins Quild, and anyone who valued their life knew

better than to abbreviate that into an acronym

For a long time, there had been a novenent in the Guild

to shorten the nane sinply to Assassins Quild, but many of
the ol d guard professional assassins did not wish to have
their occupation demeaned by having a guild called the
Assassins Quild that also admtted footpads, however neces-
sary they mght be to the profession as auxiliaries. An
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al ternate proposal had been made to reverse the order of the
nanes, and have it be known as the Assassins and Foot pads
Quild, but the footpads |iked having top billing, and since
there were many nore footpads than assassins, they kept
voting it down at the annual neetings. It was a problem
Assassins who were nenbers of the guild usually circunmvented
it by referring to thensel ves as pros, and everyone el se,
regardl ess of how gifted they might be, as amateurs.

MacGregor was one of the top pros in his profession. In

fact, he was the top pro, having succeeded in assassinating
the former top pro, which entitled himto command the

hi ghest fees in the guild. However, since Mac was an equa
opportunity assassin, he often used a sliding scale, for the
benefit of those who couldn't afford his regular rates. Every
now and t hen, soneone cane al ong who really needed

killing, and Mac figured it would be a shame to | et people
like that live sinply because their victinms could not afford
his rates.

In this particular case, though, he was getting his top
rate, plus an attractive bonus, and he didn't even have to kil
anyone. All he had to do was find three individuals and
deliver themto Warrick the White. The probl em was, he
didn't really know who these individuals were. Al he had
was a general description. One was tall and lean, with

brown hair and a |long face. One was short and stocky,
balding, with a long fringe of light brown hair. And one was
of medium height, slim wth red hair and a beard, and he
never spoke. O, perhaps, he very seldom spoke. G anted,
this wasn't much to go on, but Mac knew that the three of



t hem had been together, and were possibly thieves, and they
had | ast been seen at this cottage, where they had delivered
a certain apparatus of unknown and possibly magi cal prop-
erties, which they had brought here in a horse-drawn cart
and sold to Bl ackrune 4.
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This still wasn't much in the way of information, but then
that was the reason for the attractive bonus. If these three
had been easy to find, anyone could have done it. Then

there was the fact of Blackrune 4's nysterious di sappear -
ance, and that of his apprentice, as well. MacG egor did not
know t he reason for these di sappearances, but the fact that a
sorcerer and his apprentice had vani shed wi thout trace
shortly after encountering these three suggested that there
m ght be a certain el ement of danger involved in this

assi gnment. However, Mac |iked danger. Al nost as nuch as

he |iked attractive bonuses.

"Look about the grounds," hesaid to the brothers. "And
i nspect the area nearby."

"What are we seeking?" one of them asked.

"Anyt hing out of the ordinary,"” Mac replied. "Tis an

i sol ated place, this. It does not have the | ook of a place that
gets many visitors. See what you can find."

"This is no work for assassins,"” the youngest of the
three brothers said irritably. "Skul king about and seeking
things, '"tis work for footpads!"

"You are not assassins yet, Hugh," Mac rem nded t hem

"but merely apprentice henchnen. |If you wish to be profes-
sional assassins, you nust |eamyour trade fromthe ground
up. There is nore to assassination than sinply comng up to
somebody and killing them You nust first leamto stalk

your target, and to stalk him you nust first find him So,
go and start | ooking. See if our targets have left any traces

of their visit."

"Suppose we find no traces?" the m ddl e brother asked.
"Well, now, suppose you don't, Dugh," Mac said. "Wat

woul d be your next step, do you think?"

Dugh frowned in concentration

"Lugh?" said Mac, turning to the ol dest brother
"Foll ow that road there and attenpt to retrace their
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route,"” said Lugh. "Perhaps we may find sonme |oca
peopl e on the way who mi ght have seen them"



"Very good, Lugh," Mac said. "You' re com ng al ong
ni cely. Now, why couldn't you have thought of that, Dugh?"

"I"'msorry, Mc," said Dugh, shuffling his foot on the
ground.

"Aye, well, next time, you'll know better," Muc said.
"Now go and have a | ook around."

As the three brothers split up to | ook around the area,

Mac sat down on a tree stunp and idly flipped one of his

kni ves. Hugh, Dugh, and Lugh were actually pretty decent
henchnen, he thought, fierce and deadly fighters, if atrifle
overeager. Alittle bit of seasoning and they'd nake excel -

| ent assassins.

He had found themin a Pittsburgh tavern called The

Steal ers, a popul ar gathering spot for pickpockets, cut-
purses, and alleynmen (the term "nuggers" not having been
coined yet). They were the only ones left standing after a
brawl that had involved nost of the patrons. It was a braw
that had started when the ticklish Dugh had di scovered a
stealthy hand in each of his pockets and realized that he was
bei ng si nul t aneously di pped by two different thieves. One
was bad enough, but two was sinply intol erable and Dugh

had taken serious exception to this rudeness. Hs two
brothers had joined himin the ensuing fight, while all the
ot her patrons of the tavern, save for a wench or two, had

j oined the opposition.

It had been no contest. Mac had dropped in for a drink

nmere nonents after it was over, and was confronted by the

sight of linp bodies lying all about the room under overturned
tabl es and draped over the bar, and in the mddle of it al
stood the three strapping, bruised and bl oody brothers with
great big grins on their sinple peasant faces.

"You three did all this by yourselves?" he'd asked, and
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when they'd started for him M had rai sed his hands and
said, "Nay, not me, lads. | just came in for a drink and I'd
be honored if you'd join me. Though it appears we shal

have to pour our own."

He'd recruited themright then and there. Mac enjoyed
hel pi ng out tal ented young people and giving thema leg up
He had been fortunate in his own career and this was mnerely
his way of giving sonething back.

"Mac! Over here!l | think |I've found something!"
It was Dugh. Mac hurried toward the sound of his voice.

By the time he got there, Dugh's two brothers had al ready
joined him Dugh was standi ng underneath sone trees



behi nd a hedgerow at the edge of the neadow.
"What have you found?" asked Mac.

"A wee wooden horse," said Dugh in a puzzled tone,
staring at something he was clutching in his hand.

Mac held his hand out and Dugh dropped a handmade
wooden chesspiece into his palm " Tis a knight," said

Mac.

"Don't | ook nothing like a knight," said Hugh. "Looks

like a horse, to nme."

"Nay, 'tis called a knight, | tell you," Mac replied.

" '"Tis a chesspiece."

"A what ?" said Lugh

"A chesspiece. 'Tis a ganme one plays with a checkered

board and little wooden figures carved in different shapes.
Ki ngs, queens, bishops... this one is called a knight."
"Way is it called a knight if it looks |like a horse?" asked
Dugh.

"Because a knight rides upon a horse, | suppose," said

Mac.

"Why not carve a knight, then?" Hugh asked.
"Because a horse is nerely used to represent the knight,"

Mac expl ai ned.
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"Do they carve a throne to represent the king?" asked
Lugh.

"Nay, they carve a king."

"Then why not carve a knight, then? | don't see the
poi nt."

Mac rolled his eyes. "Never mind. 'Tis not inportant."”
He gl anced around. "Tell ne what else you can see here."

The brothers | ooked around.
"Wagon tracks," said Hugh

"Very good," Mac replied. "And what can we di scern
about these wagon tracks? Look closely, now"

"They' re deep," said Lugh



"And what does this tell us?"

' Twas sonet hi ng heavy in the wagon."

"Good. Very good. What el se?"

"Footprints," Dugh said, pointing.

"Aye. What about thenf"

"Ground must've been danp when they was made," said
Hugh

"Aside fromthat."

"They're different sizes,'
exam ne them nore cl osely.

Lugh said, bending down to

"Whi ch neans how many nmen?" Mac pronpted him
"Two, " said Dugh
"Nay, three,"” his brother Hugh corrected him

"Excel lent," said Mac, clapping them each on the shoul -
der. "We know that they were here, then."

"Well, we already knew that," said Lugh

"Nay, we had nerely been told that," Mac said. "Now

we know for certain. One nmust never take such things for
granted. Renenber, when you stal k someone, you mnust

make certain of all your information for yourself. That way,
you know you have the correct information. So now we

know that three nen with a | oaded wagon were here, and
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that at least two of themplay chess, for it takes two to play
t he gane and one would not likely bring it along if he was

the only one of the three who pl ayed."

"I's it inmportant, about the chess?" asked Dugh
" '"Tis one nore thing we know about those whom we

seek," said Mac. "Each thing we | eam shall make finding
thema little easier.”

"S'trewth, you sure are clever, Mac," Hugh said with
admiration.

"Tis merely experience, lads."

"I wish we could have experience, too!" said Dugh



Mac sighed. "We're working on it, lads. W' re working

onit."

so, there you have it," Brewster said. "Unless | can
find that missing tine machine, I'Il never be able to get
hone. The trouble is, | have no way of knowing if it's here.
It was programed the sane way the second one was, the

one that brought me here, but there's been no sign of it and
no one around here seens to know anything about it. | have
to proceed on the assunption that it's here sonewhere, for
the alternative is sinmply too unnerving to contenpl ate.

Per haps the energency chute opened and it was carried
farther by the wind. Maybe it came down in the forest
somewhere and no one's spotted it yet. But one way or

anot her, sonehow | have to find it. Gtherwise..." Brewster's

voice trailed off.

"Well, that certainly is quite a story," said the dragon.
"It seens you have quite a problemon your hands. Perhaps
there is something | can do to help."

"You think so?" said Brewster

"I could keep an eye out for this nmachine of yours," said
Rory. "Perhaps | will be able to spot it fromthe sky.
Dr agons have remar kabl e vi sion, you know "
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"Ch, if you only could," said Brewster. "I would be
very grateful ."

"I shall expect sonething in return," said Rory.
"Whatever | can do," said Brewster.

"You can tell me nore stories,"” said the dragon
"Stories?"

"About your dinension, the world you came from"

Rory said. "There are some things | have seen in dreans
that | do not conpletely understand. Perhaps you coul d
explain themto ne."

"That's al |l ?" asked Brewster

"To a dragon, a good tale is nore precious than any
treasure,” Rory said. "Atale is |like a waking dream and
dreans are the roots of hope and wisdom | wll fly over the
forest and search for your machine. And in return, you shal
tell me tales of your world. Is it a bargain?"

"It's a deal,"
out t hi nki ng.

said Brewster, holding out his hand with-

Rory reached out with a huge, curved talon and gently
touched his hand. Brewster stared at it and swal |l owed hard.



"I shall speak with the fairies, too," said Rory, "and ask
themto help me look. If your machine is out there, we shal
find it. But you nust prom se not to leave till | have had ny
fill of stories.”

"I prom se," Brewster said.

"Excellent," the dragon said. "Excellent, indeed. | will
| ook forward to it. W can begin tonorrow night."

And with that, the dragon spread its w ngs and pl umeted

off the tower. It cane up again in a large and graceful arc,
beat its w ngs, and soared up into the sky, receding rapidly
into the distance until it was no nore than a faint dot high
up in the clouds.

"Amazing," Brewster said with awe. "Truly amazi ng!
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can hardly believe it. |I've actually net J& dragon, and
spoken with it! Isn't it wonderful, Mck?"
"Perhaps 'tis not so wonderful," said M ck

"What, are you kiddi ng? Why?"
"You made a prom se to the dragon,

M ck replied.

"You made a bargain with it."

"So? What's wong with that? | fully intend to live up to

it. All 1 have to do is answer some questions and tell sone
stories. Wiat's so hard about that?"

"You promi sed not to leave until it's had its fill of tales,"
Mck replied. "Dragons dearly do love tales, y' know. They
can never get enough o' them"

"Well, so l'll stay a little longer," Brewster said. "This

is an incredible world, Mck, and |I've barely even scratched
the surface of it! There's so much to discover, so nmuch to

learn... it could take years!"

"It could take forever," Mck replied.

"Forever ?"
"Aye. That's how |l ong dragons live."

"Dragons live forever?"



"Aye. Forever. And they |l ove tales even nore than they

love to frolic in the autum mst," said Mck. He grinned

and patted the chanberpot. "W may as well hel p our new
friend get good and settled, Brian. It |ooks as if he m ght be
stayin' for a spell, no pun intended."

And so, as Brewster considers the fact that one of the

di sadvant ages of a verbal agreenent is that you can't read
the fine print, we take our |eave of the reluctant sorcerer
but only for a short while, because strange and nefarious

new devel opnents are afoot.
The plans for the production of the "many-bl aded knife"

are about to see fruition, and as soon as Mck is finished
with the nmolds, the first Swiss Arnmy knives will appear in

the Land of Damand find their way into the hands of
itinerant traders, which will cause Brewster nore trouble
than he could ever imagine.

The i nnocent introduction of technol ogy, however prim -

tive, will bring about significant changes not only at the
keep, but at Brigand's Roost, as well. And despite Brewster's
enbrts at keeping a low profile, his reputation will gradually
spread and cause ripples of gossip that will eventually reach
all the way to Pittsburgh

And as the three brigands. Long Bill, Fifer Bob, and
Silent Fred, nervously maintain their silence about the
m ssing tine nmachine, they remain unaware that they are
bei ng stal ked by the fearsone Mac the Knife and his three
apprentice henchmen, the brawl ing brothers Hugh, Dugh

and Lugh, who have been sent out on their mssion by the
nost powerful sorcerer in all the twenty-seven ki ngdons.

W1l the bunbling brigands be able to protect Brewster?

For that matter, will they be able to protect thenselves? WII
t he beautiful Black Shannon finally neet her match in the
handsome Sean MacGregor? WIIl Brewster find a way to

help Prince Brian, or will the werepot prince be dooned to
his enchantment for all time? WII Warrick Mrgannan, the

evil Gand Director of the Sorcerers and Adepts CGuild,
penetrate the mysteries of Brewster's tine machine, or will

he continue to give the narrator a lot of grief?

"I heard that," said Warrick, |ooking up fromhis mas-
sive desk while he perused his ancient scrolls.

And what about poor, seductive Panel a? Join us again for
our next exciting and bizarre adventure. The |Inadequate
Adept, or The Pittsburgh Stealers.
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