TheProtectorsof Zendor by John Morressy
Snce his encounter with giants and dwarves in our February issue, Kedrigern the wizard has been
keeping busy with research projects such as his study of hawks eyesight. A good thing it is that
he's rested, because his latest caper will take him and Princess into the ever-thorny world of
diplomacy.

They crested the hill and saw the towered and turreted walls of Zendor in thefar distance. "Well be there
before sundown,” Princess said. Kedrigern heaved agreat sigh and reined in his horse. Princess halted at
hissde and cast aquick suspicious ook in hisdirection.

Thewizard closed his eyes and dowly shook his head. Without turning to her, he said, "1 don't want to
dothis. I think helping Durmuk is a complete waste of time and magic.”

"Never mind Durmuk. Do it for the people of Zendor," Princess said. "They'rein great danger.”
"The more| think about that, the lesslikely it seems. | don't trust Durmuk, and | don't trust his message.”

In the tone one employsin dedling with adifficult child, Princess said, "It would be foolish to turn back
when we're practicaly at the gates of Zendor. Let'sgo on. If we learn that he's deceived us, well leave.”

Kedrigern emitted awordless grumble. He did not want to go a step farther. They had spent eight days
traveling here. That meant they would spend eight more returning, plus whatever timeit took to find out
the truth, if any, behind the summons. The possibility that all those days might be wasted made him
contemplate colorful retdiation on the man who caled himsdf Durmuk the Benign and whose benignity
extended no farther than his feckless greedy sdif.

His message had been both blunt and vague: Only the power of a great wizard can save the brave
men of Zendor from a dreadful fate. Come to our aid, we implore you. To any wizard unfamiliar with
Durmuk and hisways, it was an gppedl to honor and conscience, an inescapable moral obligation; and
the promised fee was generous. But Kedrigern was acquainted with the man, and knew that it might
mean no more than that someone beyond Durmuk's immediate reach was disturbing his persona comfort
and convenience. If that turned out to be the case, Kedrigern promised himsdf, any fate involved would
be alot more dreadful than Durmuk intended.

And yet there was the possibility that Princess wasright, the danger wasreal, and the message wasin
earnest. It was aremote possibility, but it existed. Even Durmuk was capable of truth in an emergency.
All the same, hewas adisma specimen of aking: aspoiled and lazy glutton who concentrated on his
own gratification and left Zendoran affairsin the hands of his numerous relatives. Why the people of
Zendor, who liked to think of themsalves as a proud and independent breed, had not sent this thoroughly
worthlessking and his paragitic family packing long ago, Kedrigern could not understand. Maybe they
found them to their liking. If that were the case, they deserved one another and whatever befell them, and
awizard was afool to waste histime hel ping them.

He was so absorbed in his sour brooding that Princess's sudden " Oh, dear me" startled him.

"What isit?' hecried indarm. "Where?'

"There, right ahead of us."

He saw only awoman with abundlein her arms. She was coming toward them at a headlong pace.
"You gave me adtart. | thought we were being attacked.”

"Perhaps we will be. That poor woman looks as though she'sfleeing for her life."



Indeed, the woman came toward them like one at the end of her strength, ssumbling and nearly faling as
shedrew near. Kedrigern dismounted and called to her. "Are you in trouble? Can we help?

She did not respond until she had stopped at Kedrigern's side, breathless with exhaustion. She appeared
to be ready to collapse at hisfeet. He saw the trace of blood on her cheekbone and the bruise on her
forearm, but before he could speak, she shrank away and said, "Don't stop for me, sir. They'll kill usif
they catch us. Kill you, too, if you help."

"Nobody's going to kill anyone. Tl me who'sthreatening you."

"All of them. It'sawaysthe same. They hear him," she said, glancing down at the degping infant in her
arms, "and they want to hurt us."

"What'swrong with him?* Kedrigern asked. The baby was no more than six months old. He was pink
and deepy, and looked to be utterly harmless.

"A gpell. A terrible spell. When he cries.... " She hesitated and then burst into sobs.

AsKedrigern looked on, uncertain what to do next--magic does not teach one to ded with the problems
of babies--Princess said, "There'sacloud of dust on the road ahead. Someone's coming.”

Kedrigern drew out his medalion and peered through the Aperture of True Vison. The dust cloud
resolved into acrowd heading directly toward them. No, he corrected himself, not a crowd but amab,
armed and looking determined.

"Are those people after you?' he asked the woman.
"Yes. Let mego. | can ill get away. Save yoursaves.”

A finewelcomethisis, thought the wizard with risng anger. Invited here with afase message and greeted
with a bloodthirsty mob to threaten meif | help apoor frightened woman and her baby. Someoneis
going to be very sorry for this.

"Get on my horse," hesaid. "Don't say aword or make a sound.”
"Oh, dr, you must not--"
"Doasl say. I'll atend to thismob."

Sheturned afearful gaze on Princess, who gave her areassuring smile. "WEell dl be quite safe)” she said.
"Y ou can trust my husband. He's awizard. We're both wizards."

The woman's eyes went wide, but she mounted without aword. No sooner was she seated than
Kedrigern covered his eyes and spoke a short phrase, and she disappeared. He walked on at the horse's
sde, holding thereins. In ashort time the mob was clustering around the travelers.

"Have you seen the witch and her brat?' one of their leaders asked.
"Weve seen no witch," Kedrigern replied.

"Areyou sure?' another said.

"| told you so, didn't I? Who isthiswitch, and what has she done?’

A third man pushed himsdlf to the fore and demanded, " ou've got a horse. Why are you walking?'



"Because | don't fed likeriding. Tell me, what has thiswitch done?!
"It'sthat devil's child of hersthat's doneit.”

"WEell burn the two of them," someonein the midst of the mob shouted, and voicesrose al around in
enthusiagtic endorsement of hiswords.

This sort of mob bluster was familiar to Kedrigern. He knew that the longer it was alowed to build the
less good was likely to come of it, so he decided to discourage thislot quickly. "1 wouldn't go any farther
up thisroad if | were you. There's something worse than awitch lurking back there. We barely escaped
it

As hiswords spread among the mob, the noise level subsided. One of the leaders plucked up his
courage and said, " There's nothing out there but farmland and forest."”

Kedrigern shrugged. "Don't say | didn't warn you." He watched as they exchanged uneasy glances,
looking to the hilltop, then back to Zendor, then at one another, asif in search of something to buttress
the courage they found suddenly draining away. He said, "'If your witch meets up with that thing, shelll
cometo amessy end. But if you want to seefor yoursdlves...."

They wavered. Low, fearful murmuring circulated among them like acold breeze. They were ready for
thefinishing touch.

From over the brow of the hill behind Kedrigern's back came alow ominous growl that grew to a snarl
and then aroar, as of something large and angry and hungry. A heavy footstep shook the ground, and
then another. And another, coming closer.

When the last of the mob was on its speedy way back to the shelter of Zendor's walls, Kedrigern spoke
the necessary words. The roars and footfals stopped. Mother and child came into Sight on his mount.
Thewoman'seyeswere sill widein awe.

"You areawizard," shesad.

"Kedrigern of Silent Thunder Mountain. And thislovely lady is my wife and colleague, Princess. And
you're no witch, though that lot seemed to think so. Why were they so angry?”

"It'sdl thedoing of Livia, the bog-fairy."

"A bog-fairy!" Princess said, reaching out to clasp the woman's hand in sympathy. "Y ou poor unhappy
creature, why did she do thisto you?'

" She wanted my child. When | wouldn't give him up, she placed aterrible spell on him.”

Her words electrified Princess. "Thefiend! The absolute fiend! Keddie, we must help thiswoman.”
"What, exactly, isthe nature of the spell?' Kedrigern asked.

"Oh, it'sterrible, Magter, terrible.”

"Bog-fairy spdlls generdly are. Can you be more specific? Do you remember the words she used?’

Her expression grew grim. "They are burned into my memory, Master. She touched my baby with her
wand, then she pointed thewand a me and said in akind of chant,

'Y ou, who spurn my just demand,
Be ablight throughout the land.



All who hear your infant's cry

Will go raving mad and die,

Or esego blind, or losether wits,

Or fdl into horrific fits

And shake and shriek and moan and twitch
And ache and squeak and groan and itch.
Wadlswill fal with noise of thunder,
Beamswill split and roofswill sunder;
Rack and ruin, pain and rue

Will blight the landscape through and through,
And dl the blamewill fdl on you!

And then she gave the wand alittleflick, just so. And she vanished.”

"Typicd bog-fairy," said Princess. The spots of color on her cheeks, the set of her jaw, and the
narrowing of her eyes bespoke the upwelling of bitter memories.

Kedrigern asked the woman, "Am | correct in assuming that the spell has dready manifested itsdlf, and is
the cause of that pursuit?”

"It isso, Madter. I've been forced to flee my home. My sister and her husband have alittle farm on this
very road, and | have cometo ask her to help me hide in the forest near her house until | can find some
kind soul with the power to help us. | had nearly passed through Zendor without incident when my little
one began to cry, and ... and.... " She hugged the child to her and began to weep.

"Just tell me what happened.”

"At hisfirgt faint wail, men and women stopped asiif turned to stone. Then they began to cry out in fear
and pain. Children fell sensdlessto the ground. Some thrashed about, and otherslay unmoving where
they fdll. All around us beams groaned, walls shook, glass shattered.”

"Has this happened before?’

"It happens every time my baby cries. | striveto avoid dl contact with others, but | was hungry, and |
risked venturing into Zendor to purchase food. | fled, but amaob pursued.”

"Arent you affected?’ Kedrigern asked.

"I hear only thewail of ahungry child.”

"Fascinating,”" said the wizard. "That's an elegant bit of spelling. Y ou don't see many like that these days."
"Don't gpplaud, do something,” Princess said sharply.

"l will, my dear. But for something likethis, I'll need thefull resources of my library." To thewoman, he
sad, "Will you be safe with your sister for ten days or so?"

She assured them that she would, and gave them directionsto the place. From her description, they
recognized afarmstead they had passed earlier that day.

"Y ou say they have afarm. What about their livestock?'
"The gpell does not affect animals. And | will live deep in the forest behind the house.”

"Very well, then. Await usthere. Well bring you to our cottage.”



"But Master, there's an awful creature back there. | heard its growl, and itsterrible tread.”

Kedrigern gave her areassuring smile. "Only asmall spdll to send the mob scurrying for home. You're
perfectly safe. Just wait for us, and then I'll seewhat | can do about a counterspell.”

"That's his specidty,”" Princesssaid. "He's very good.”
"Master, I'm apoor penniless woman. | can never--"

"Not aproblem. Thisoneis on Durmuk the Benign.”

* * % %

They reached Zendor without further incident, and found Durmuk’s second cousin, the Chamberlain,
waiting at the gates with an honor guard. By that afternoon they were settled in alarge, comfortably
furnished suitein the paace. A fire blazed in the fireplace, the floor was strewn with fresh rushes, the
bedcl othes scented with lavender. Servants brought warm water for bathing, and took their traveling
garments to be brushed and aired.

"A very gracious reception, don't you agree?" said Princess when the servants and attendants had left
them.

"Wes"
"These arelovely chambers”

"Yes"

"Marvelousview of theroya gardens.”

A nod.

"And the feast tonight isin our honor."

A grunt.

"Y ou might show a bit more enthusiasm. Thisisal much better than you anticipated, isnt it?"
s

"Then what'swrong?'

"I'm suspicious”

"Of what?'

"BEvaything."

Princess closed her eyes, sghed, and changed the subject. "I hope you can finish your work here quickly.
That unfortunate woman and her baby need help.”

"Shell haveto be patient. | can do nothing until we're home and | have a chance to consult my books.”
"Nothing a dl?"

"She's quite safe where sheis. The local witch hunterswon't set foot on that road for agood long time.”



"But that poor child...."

"My dear, the child isunder abog-fairy spell. They'retricky things, asyou well know, and thisisavery
precise one. | would not attempt to break it without thorough research. And even then, I'm not sure--"

A discreet tap at their door interrupted him. At the second tap, he opened it to find the chamberlain and
three nobles waiting. With a deep bow, the chamberlain said, "My honored wizards, King Durmuk
requests your attendance at an extraordinary meeting of the council.”

"And when isthismeeting?' Kedrigern asked.
"I am to take you there a once.”
Kedrigern and Princess exchanged a quick glance. "'Is Zendor under attack?'

"Not yet. An envoy from Grendoorn has come to discuss the worsening Situation on the border. No
doubt itisaruse. Grendoorn isanest of savage criminas.”

"And what are we expected to do?"

"His Mgesty wishes you to observe the depth of iniquity of our enemies so you may be fully persuaded
of our peril."

"l see. | suppose that means dinner will be delayed,” said Kedrigern.

The Chamberlain appeared shocked. "His Mgesty will not permit his dinner to be ruined by theintruson
of athieving, lying bully representing aland of sub-human renegades. Dinner will be served as planned.”

"Good. | didike lengthy mesetings," said Kedrigern, gesturing for the chamberlain to lead the way. He and
Princessfollowed aminarm.

They were shown to places at along table lined with somber-faced officids of Zendor, many in martia
uniforms, al of them bearing afamily resemblance to the king. Durmuk sat a one end, on alarge throne
laden with cushions. At the opposite end of the table sat the Grendoornan envoy. He appeared to be an
unusudly short man; his chin barely reached the tabletop. He exhibited no signs of barbarity, but on the
contrary conveyed an impression of civility and courtliness.

Durmuk accorded the wizards afulsome but brief greeting, omitting generd introductions. Then, inthe
most contemptuous manner, he gave the envoy leave to speak.

The envoy rose, reveding himsdlf to be not diminutive but atal satdly figure dressed in subdued gray and
black, with agold chain of office about his neck. He presented a moving appedl for peace and amity
between their homelands. Grendoorn had been arming, he admitted, but only for protection: Durmuk’s
troops had been crossing through Plothy Pass dmost daily to raid border settlements (furious denials
from the uniformed men) and were massing in great numbers on the Zendoran side of the pass (generd
outrage; protests and shouted accusations). A large man in a spotless white uniform and crimson cloak
gprang to hisfeet to denounce what he labeled the envoy's shameesslies. The envoy listened with
admirable composure and countered by reading alist of destroyed settlements and the casuaties and
property losses sustained by Grendoorn in each one. Hiswords were interrupted by mocking laughter.
The laughter continued throughout his account, accompanied by shoutsof "Liar!™, "Shut up!" and "Sit
down!" Through al these antics he comported himsdf with great patience and dignity.

Kedrigern looked on with growing distaste as his suspicions were fully vaidated. Thiswas not a council
meeting, it wasamethodical humiliation, starting with the seating of the envoy on alow milking stoal. It



was a deliberate provocation. Durmuk's message was a fraud.

On the other hand, envoyswere not impartia and Kedrigern had not yet heard the Zendoran side of the
gory. All thesame.... He glanced a Princess and saw from her frown and the flaring of her nogtrilsthat
she shared his distaste at the proceedings.

Before the envoy had finished, the man in the crimson cloak was on hisfeet again, livid with rage, shaking
hisfigt, "No more! Your liesand distortionsinsult us" he cried. "Zendor is aware of your schemefor
conquest and will defend itself to the death against your aggression. Begone, traitor, and take your
falsehoods with you! Go, before our righteous wrath overcomes our patience.”

Kedrigern turned to the man next to him and whispered, "Who isthat angry man?"
"Lord Rangdine, Firgt First Cousin to the king and Protector of the Realm,” wasthereply.

The envoy bowed to Durmuk, and ignoring al the others present, strode from the chamber with head
held high. When the door shut behind him, Lord Ransidine, still standing, threw back his head and
laughed loudly. " So much for their lying chatter of peace and friendship. Fire and the sword iswhat that
land of traitors deserves, and they shdl haveit in full measure. Grendoornan blood will flow like amighty
river."

One of the others at the table said, "It won't be easy. Grendoorn has a strong army. They will fight.”
"My menwill crushthem,” Ransdinereplied.
"Not without many logt lives" another said.

Lord Rangdine brought hisfist down on thetable. All fell slent. "Enough of thistreasonoustak!" he
roared. " Grendoorn has too long been athreat to Zendor. We must conquer and subdue it, and return it
toitsrightful masters. Do you not agree, Y our Mgjesty?"

Durmuk had been gazing out the window. He started, blinked, and nodded with some vigor. "Oh, yes.
Conquer and subdue. Yes, | agree. We arein great danger. They'reall traitors. Lord Ransidineisright.
Must use force on such people.”

"I have aplan. Not adrop of Zendoran blood will be shed, | promiseyou,” said Lord Ransidine.

Murmurs of approva rose from most of those present. The two who had questioned exchanged a quick
anxiousglance.

Kedrigern turned to his neighbor. "The Lord Ransdineis aforceful man.”

"A master tactician and brave asalion. Thekind of leader these times require,” the man said with
obvious satisfaction. When Kedrigern refrained from replying, he went on, "No shilly-shdlying, none of
your prattle of peace and friendship, just action. That's hisway with traitors. Grendoorn will be oursin
ten days."

"Why does he cal the Grendoornanstraitors?”
"Becausethey are. Always have been, dwayswill be. Nothing to do but destroy them."”
"l see" said Kedrigern. "Then it looks as though my journey was awaste of time."

"Waste of time? What do you mean?"' said the other, turning on him with anarrow suspicious look.



Kedrigern looked about with exaggerated caution and |leaning closer, said in alowered voice, "1 can only
reved that your king asked me here to save Zendor from destruction by its enemies. With aman like
Lord Ransdine to protect you, I'm not needed.”

"Who areyou, Sr?"

Kedrigern tapped hislipswith aforefinger and winked once, dowly and solemnly. That, he thought,
would give the fdlow something to think about.

Durmuk rose abruptly, and dl rose with him. Hurrying to the door, he cdled back, "We need not St here
al night. The chef ismaking Bdlotine of Duckling laChatelaine. My very favorite dish. And he's
promised aspecid surprisefor dessert. Let usaway. Quickly, quickly.”

The dinner that followed wasrich in culinary excellence but poor in fetive spirit. Durmuk'sfull attention
was given to the food, while the talk among the other diners was of war and preparations for war.
Kedrigern listened in fascinated horror as Lord Ransidine described his plansfor the future of Grendoorn
once the dangerous dementsin its popul ation had been annihilated. When the Lord Protector paused to
catch his breath and take asip of wine, Kedrigern asked him what offense the Grendoornans had
committed to deserve such an extreme penalty.

With along disdainful look, Ransidine said, "Y ou are the magician summoned by HisMgesty, areyou
not?"'

"Wrong on both counts, my lord."
Lord Ransdine's hand went to his swordhilt as he rose from his place. "Then identify yoursdlf a once!”
"l am awizard, not amagician, and my presenceis requested, not commanded.”

Ransdine took a moment to absorb this information. He resumed his seat and then asked, "And this
woman?"'

"Thelady isaprincess, awizard of consderable power, and my wife. You, | aminformed, are Lord
Rangdine, Firg First Cousin and Protector of Zendor. And now | would like an answer to my question.”

Ransdine fixed a cold gaze on the wizard for atime before saying, " The offenses of the Grendoornans....
| could speak until dawn, wizard, and not begin to exhaust the calendar of their crimes. Sufficeit to say
that they are rebels, traitors, and renegades. They present a constant danger, and must be exterminated if
Zendor isto enjoy itsrightful place among the nations. Y our mission, wizard, isto protect the lives of the
brave Zendorans who go off to war in defense of the kingdom. Y ou must use your power to see that not
onefdls”

"I'm away's pleased to save brave men from death.”

"Then do your duty. Y ou will bewdl paid,” said Ransidine, and turned away; but not before taking along
admiring look at Princess.

| just bet I'll be paid, Kedrigern thought. The auraof knavery hung about Lord Ransdine as unmistakably
ashis crimson cloak.

* k x %

When he mentioned hisfedlingsto Princess later that night, her reaction surprised him. "He doesn't seem
treacherous. He'saloud nasty bully, yes, but not treacherous,” she said.



"He'streacherous. | cantell. And | don't like the way he wasleering a you."
"Hewasnt leering, just ogling.”

"I know leering when | seeit. Thisisavery bad situation, my dear. We were summoned here on the
pretext that Zendor wasin danger. The fact isthat Ransidine and his friends are determined to start awar
with Grendoorn. Y ou saw how they tried to provoke the envoy. Durmuk is perfectly willing to let them
doit solong asit doesn't interfere with his meals. Ransidine expects me to use my magic to make certain
that no Zendoran troops are lost. They want me to arrange amassacre! And for no reason!™

"Don't get excited. There must be areason,” she said. "Maybe the Grendoornans outnumber the
Zendorans."

"They don't."

"Then they must have aterrible secret wegpon.”

"They havent."

"Perhaps a powerful wizard. Severd powerful wizards."

"My dear, we would have sensed the presence of other wizards long before this. No, Lord Ransidine
and hisfriends are hungry for awar, and they want me here to make sure they haveit at no cost to
Zendor. Not even my fee, | bet.”

"You just don't like blustering bullieswho enjoy starting wars.”
"No, | don't. Do you?'
"Of course not. But how can you be certain that's what they're redlly up to?'

Kedrigern dropped onto the bed beside her, folded hisarms, and scowled. "I can't. That'swhat bothers
me. | fed it. I'm sure of it. Everything pointsto it. But | don't know."

"And what about that poor woman and her child?’

He groaned. "'l don't know what to do about her, either. Y ou remember how much trouble we had with
the bog-fairy spell on you. It took usyearsto rid you of that thing."

"This one might not be as bad.”
"They'redl bad.”
"Widll, try to get agood night'sdeep. I'm sure youll think of something.”

Princess turned on her side and went directly to deep. Kedrigern would have preferred to vent for an
hour or so, but that required an audience. He was sure he would not deep well, and he wasright.

* k% k %

He spent much of the next morning pacing about the palace and the grounds, eyes downcadt, trying to
concentrate while al around him Zendor made ready for war. Everywherein the castle and its environs,
the clamor of preparation clanked and rattled and thumped and thundered and roared.

Hewasin aquandary. It would not be right for him to protect the men of Zendor in order that they might
butcher their neighborswith impunity; neither would it beright for him to let lives be spilled that he might



otherwise have saved. Theided solution wasto stop thewar entirely, but with men like Lord Ransidine
and his faction determined to reduce Grendoorn to dust and ashes, that might require drastic steps. And
on the chance that there were those in Grendoorn who felt as Ransidine did, rash action might only waste
time and magic and leave things worse than before. What he needed was away to make war unthinkable
for either sde. And if aspdll for that purpose existed, it had been kept very secret.

Granted the frailties of human nature and the evidence of history, a permanent peace was unlikdly; but if
he could find away to keep matters quiet for afew years, cooler heads might prevail. If they did not
seem to be doing so, he could help things aong at the proper moment.

He had a strong urge to wash his hands of this sorry business and return home. At the thought, he
realized that once home he would have to face the problem of undoing abog-fairy's spell, and an
obvioudy well-planned one at that, likely to be swathed in al manner of snaresfor the unwary
disenchanter.

His aimlesswandering took him through courts and corridorsto adusty passage in the farthest tower,
remote from the tumult and the shouting. Here he was surprised by the sudden appearance of avery old
man who popped from adoorway to hail him with ajoyouscry. "At last! A messenger frommy Lord
Rangdine! You bear good news, | trust.”

The old man'sface was the color of buttermilk. The lower half was hidden by an ashen beard that hung
amogt to hisknees. His sunken eyes were bright with what appeared to be genuine ddlight. Kedrigern
had no ideawho the old fellow was--probably some mad but harmless roya relation--but he had no aura
of magic or menace about him, and seemed so pleased by the sight of another that it seemed a pity to
disgppoint him.

"Alas, | am no messenger, Sr, merely avisitor to Zendor," thewizard said.
The old man's pleasure was undampened. " The more welcome, then. Comein, comein.”

Kedrigern followed him into alarge chamber lined with shelves on which were hegped in no discernible
order books and scrolls and bundles of documents. It was an inviting retreat, recalling the comfortable
untidiness of his own workroom.

"Few vigt this chamber,” the man confided. "Y ou are the second in forty-seven years. Only Lord
Rangdine showsany interest in our higtory."

That was a surprise. "'Indeed? He does not impress me as a man given to scholarly pursuits.”
"Y ou know the greet lord, then?"
"We have dined together, and discussed affairs of Sate.”

"A friend of the Lord Protector is doubly welcome," said the old fellow, clasping Kedrigern'shand ina
bony grip. "Lord Randdineisatrue patriot. A man of action. He will reunite the kingdom. | may yet see
the dream of generationsfulfilled! Zendor made one again! Brothersreconciled! Familiesrgjoined! Be
Seated, friend, and let ustalk.”

Kedrigern passed an informative morning with the old man, who was the Historiographer Roya of
Zendor, an office he had held for nearly sixty years. He was burgting to talk about hiswork, and
Kedrigern wasawilling listener.

The higtory consisted largely of heroic legend and myth, fleshed out with wishes, guesses, fantasies, and
dreams of glory. With the aid of dusty books and ancient maps, he informed the wizard of the Great



Severing, when the ancient kingdom of Zendor was divided between the twin sons of the mythica hero
King Epizeuxis and his queen, the goddess Anadiplosis. The bold warrior son Blustror retained the
ancient name of Zendor for this part of the sundered kingdom, while his 9y and treacherous brother
Grendoorn took the rich portion beyond the mountains, named it for himsalf, and proceeded to brew
dagtardly plots againgt his noble brother, establishing a pattern of behavior that persisted through
succeeding generations. So, at least, went the official history according to Zendor.

"All thiswas forgotten for many years. But with my loya assistance Lord Ransdine has unearthed the
truth. Now we know the cause of al our troubles.” A dramatic pause, and the old man cried,
"Grendoorn!"

"Indeed?"

"Beyond dl doubt.” Rubbing his pamstogether, twitching with eagerness, the Historiographer went on,
"But we know the cure, aswell. Lord Rangdine will purge the didoyd €ements, reunite the kingdom,
and restore Zendor's honor and our glory."

"| see. Have the Grendoornans attacked frequently over the years?'

The old man gave awild cackle of mocking laughter. "They never attack openly. They do not dare. They
pretend to be peace-loving, and speak of our neighborly bond while they weave their stedlthy schemes.
But Lord Ransidine sees through their faade.”

"l bet he does," said Kedrigern.
"When heisking, theworld will tremble a the name of Zendor."
"And whenwill that be?"

"Soon, soon. The stars predict it. At the news of the grest victory over Grendoorn, King Durmuk will
expirein joy. All Zendor will mourn histragic loss, but it is destined to be. And the Lord Protector will
ascend the throne.™

Kedrigern sighed and shook his head. There wasthe root of the matter, plain asaplum on awhite
platter. Durmuk was an only child, unmarried. As First First Cousin, Ransidine need only wait to succeed
him. Poor slly Durmuk probably thought his Lord Protector was content to do so, entertaining himsdlf in
theinterim by playing at war. But Ransdine, it appeared, was not a patient man, even for asurething.

The reasons for the war were clear now: pride, vanity, and ambition, the mix generoudy spiced with
hunger for power. A conquering hero, uniter of the ancient kingdom, would Smply sweep aside the effete
and usaless Durmuk. The picture was not pretty, but at least it was no longer a puzzle.

Kedrigern thanked the old man and took hisleave. More than ever he needed to think. All very well to
have the problem plainly before him, but the solution would be a matter of some delicacy.

Hiswaking brought him to the courtyard, where preparations for the coming ondaught werein full swing.
The din was dreadful . Pikemen were scomping and clattering about to the bellowed commands of their
sergeants. The heavy tread of their marching thundered in these narrow confines. Drums were begting
somewhere, and trumpets blatting loudly and discordantly. Wagons rumbled back and forth to no
discernible purpose, menacing al in their path. Large unseen objects crashed and rumbled and thudded
amid shouts of rage and frugtration.

A rackety business, war, evenin its preparatory stages, Kedrigern thought. Here in the courtyard, sounds
were magnified to a deafening degree. They echoed back and forth, affording no respite from the din,



making it impossible to concentrate. It seemed that the walls would come tumbling down from the sheer
volume of sound thundering about within them. Covering his ears, he retreated into the castle.

As he waked down anarrow passage, hisears ftill ringing, he marveled that men could do battlein such
an uproar. He stopped abruptly in histracks and thought for amoment, then he laughed softly to himsdif.
He clapped his hands together and laughed aoud. He had the solution.

* k x %

"Remember, now, just enough of aspdll to put him into a sound deep. We don't want him snoring away
for the next sx months" he said to Princess.

"I know exactly what to do.”

"And put a protective spdl on yoursdlf as soon as you leave thisroom. No, put it on now. Right now.
And extend it over them when you bring them back."

"| think you overestimate the danger.”
"Better overestimate than underestimate. Maybe it would be best if you make yoursef invisible.”
"Oh, redly, Keddie."

"I'm very concerned, my dear. I'd like to send an armed escort with you, but | can't trust anyone here.
Y ou must teke every precaution.”

"I will. I promise. Invishility and a protection spdll. Anything e se?!

"Speed. Bring them back as quickly asyou can. I'll speak with Durmuk and let him know what's to be
done.”

Princess placed a hand on the doorknob and promptly vanished. Unseen lips brushed his cheek, an
unseen voice bade him farewell, and then the door opened and closed.

It took Kedrigern sometime to locate the king. Durmuk had felt a sudden urge for scrumbleberry pie,
and had gonein person, with asmall escort, to hisfavorite pastry chef in town to order a batch baked at
once. Kedrigern found him at the shop, nibbling impatiently at araisn cookie. Several dozen more
cookieslay before him.

"What brings you here, Magter Kedrigern? Are wizards fond of scrumbleberry pie?’ the king asked.
"I bring good news, Mg esty. No one need die. There will be nowar."

"How very nice of you!" Durmuk exclaimed with ahappy grin. "1 don't redly want awer at al, but
Rangdine and hisfriends keep ingsting that we're in danger, and 0.... "His expression turned thoughtful.
"My cousin will be disgppointed. He had his heart set on a brief glorious conquest.”

"Perhaps Lord Ransidine will pursue other interests. Say, the study of history.”

The king gave ahearty laugh. "Y oure adroll fellow, Kedrigern. Fancy Ransidine studying history. He's
never read abook in hislife. Nor havel. Our family were never much for such things.”

It seemed the proper time for Durmuk to be made aware of his cousin's new interest in Zendoran history
and his plansfor the kingdom'sfuture. As Kedrigern was concluding his account to the increasingly
astonished and incredulous monarch, Lord Ransidine burst into the shop with asquad of his persona
guards at his back.



Ignoring the wizard, he said, "Y ou must return to the castle at once, Y our Mgesty. It isnot safefor you
to go abroad in such periloustimes.”

Durmuk lightly waved off the admonition. "No fear, cousin. Master Kedrigern has seen to everything.
Therell benowar."

"No war? What do you mean, nowar?" Lord Ransidine cried. Hisface grew very red.

"Hell explainit to you. | must say, I'm relieved. We can stop thisinfernal racket, and rushing about, and
fuss, and dugt, and shouting, whileI'm trying to enjoy a decent medl. Y ou can learn to study history.”

Rangdine gaped at his cousinin confusion, but only for an instant. Recovering, he drew his sword,
roared, "Theking isatraitor! Betraya! Treachery! Seize them!" He brought the sword high for adeadly
dash at Durmuk. Kedrigern dove for the king to push him aside, and Ransidine's descending blade
caught him aglancing blow on the shoulder. He went down, but even as he scrambled to hisfeet hewas
ableto work aquick transformation. Lord Ransidine and his men vanished from sight.

"Sorry to berough, Your Mgesty," he said, hauling the astonished Durmuk to hisfeet whilethe king's
guards poured into the shop and milled about in confusion.

"Hetried.... Hewould have.... Oh, my," said Durmuk in afaint voice. "You.... You're hurt. Here, quick,
have acookie. Sit down. Guard, summon the roya physician. Quickly, quickly! Bring me some pie! Oh,

When Durmuk had calmed down, and atable had been spread at which he could revive himsdlf with
generous dices of pie, and the wizard's shoulder was being bound with fine linen bandagestied in place
by theroya physician under Durmuk'’s close watch, Kedrigern outlined his peace plan.

"All that's required isahouse with aclear view of Plothy Passfor acertain woman and her child. House
and outbuildings must be very strongly built. Strong asfortresses. I'll give you the specifications.”

"Will thiswoman defend them dl by hersalf?* Durmuk asked between bites of pie.
"Entirely done, your Mgesty. Sheisan unfailing peacekeeper.”
"Amazing. Agonishing. Do have apiece of pie.”

"Thank you. She and her child must live there entirely undisturbed. Necessary supplies areto be
deposited at a designated spot, and absolutely no oneis to approach the house under any circumstances.
No human contact until we notify you. Aslong as these conditions are met, no aggressor will ever cross
the border. | give you my word on that,” he said.

"She must be avery powerful wizard."
"She has great power. She's adevoted mother, aswell."
Durmuk blinked in wonderment. "How very nice. And she asks no reward?'

"The house, the necessities of life, and privacy. Absolute privacy. Nothing more. But | would suggest a
generous stipend as evidence of Y our Mg esty's good will and magnanimity.”

"Yes, of course. A stipend. Amazing. Brilliant. And so smple. Well done, wizard. It'ssuch ardief not to
haveto gotowar."

"Lord Ransdinedidn't seem so rdieved.”



"Oh, him. My cousin isavery brave man, but he's so restless. And always angry. Always shouting a
someone. Whereis he, by the way? He seems to have disappeared. | suppose | ought to do something
about his attack on me."

"| dready have. | turned him and hismen into mice."
"Mice? Oh, my." Durmuk giggled.
"It'sonly atemporary spell. Hell come around in three or four months. I hope you don't mind.”

"No, no, | dont mind a al." Durmuk paused, adab of pie hdfway to hismouth, and giggled once again.
"Mice. It might improve histemper. Perhgps| won't have to hang him after dl.”

Kedrigern's eyes were on Colette, the baker's cat, snow-white and plump as a dumpling. She had
entered silently and composed herself before asmall hole in the wainscoting, upon which her gaze was
intently fixed.

He amiled. Durmuk had echoed his thoughts. Learning how it fedsto be smal and helplessand
frightened might do wondersfor Lord Ransdine's character.

* k% k %

Workmen were dipatched to Plothy Passthat very day. When Princess returned the following morning
and saw Kedrigern's bandages, she flew to his side and quite overwhelmed him with solicitude and
caresses and anxious questions. He insisted that his injury was minor and that they had far more
important matters to concern them. Once assured, she asked, "What happened to your protective spell?
Don't tell me you went out without a protective spell after warning me. Oh, Keddie, how could you be so
caeless?'

"One hardly thinks a protective spell necessary in a pastry shop, my dear."

"If | recal correctly, you told methat it was better to overestimate the danger than underestimate it. But
toignoreit completely.... "Shethrew up her hands.

"Thingsworked out for the best. | assume your excursion went well. Y ou certainly made excellent time."

She accepted the obvious change of subject gracioudy. "It was fortunate | had a protective spell on. The
baby gave alittle whimper, and atree very nearly fell on me. The previous day he had had atouch of
colic. Treeswere splintered and boulders shattered for quite adistance around. HE's under adeeping

spdl now."

"I never redized that | was sending you into peril."

"And | never expected to return and find you wounded,” she said, dipping her aams around hiswaist and
laying her head on his uninjured shoulder.

"Fortunately, were both safe.”
"But you must be more cautiousin future.”

They clung together in silence for atime, and then Kedrigern asked, "Where are our clients, by the way?
Arethey safe?'

"They're outsde the door. Don't worry--they're dill invisble."

"I've found atemporary solution. They'll be lonely, but they'll be safe and well provided for while | seek



out the proper counterspell.”
She looked up a him. "Y ou won't need it."
"Won't 7'

"Whilel wasriding, | had time to think about the curse on that poor child. | don't think you need worry
about despdling him."

"l needn't?"
She shook her head. "Livia overlooked something.”

She explained her reasoning. It took Kedrigern no more than an instant to see the logic of her solution.
He hugged her as best he could with one shoulder swathed in bandages.

Princess went to the door and beckoned the woman and her son inside, where she a once made them
vigble. "What must | do, Master Kedrigern?' the mother asked. " Are we safe now? How long will they
let me stay here?"

"I'm arranging for temporary lodgings on the outskirts of Zendor, well out of earshot of any neighbors.
Y ou'l remain there until your housein Plothy Passisready. After that it'sdl in your hands.”

"My house? Am | to have ahouse?"

"A house and grounds of your very own, and dl you need to livein it comfortably. Gifts of King
Durmuk."

She looked from one to the other in astonishment. "Why is he so generous to me? What must | do?"

"Y our duty isvery smple Y ou must keep the peace. If anyone enters the pass from either kingdom, you
must pinch the baby until he cries. Zendor and Grendoorn depend on you,” Kedrigern said.

She hugged the child to her. "Poor little thing. | hope he understands.”
"You mugt not fail. A pinch on that baby's bottom will save hundreds of lives."

"I will befathful. I'm so grateful to you both. Well have alittle house where we can live out our lives,
harming no one. It will belonely in the yearsto come, but my little boy will be safe.”

"Y ou needn't worry about the future. By the time your boy iswalking you can have dl the visitors you
please. Y ou might even open aninn, or alittle shop. Y our son will be ableto play with other children and
make al he noise he wants to without harming anyone,” Kedrigern assured her. "By that time, any warlike
spirit should have cooled. If not, you need only get word to us."

"But what about the spdll?*
Kedrigern nodded to Princess. "My wifewill explain.”

Princess took the astonished woman by the hand. "Bog-fairy spellsare very precise. Liviaswording
placed it on the infant. So once your sonisno longer an infant--amatter of ayear or two--the spell will
smply fadeaway.”

"A year or two.... "The woman's face lit up. She shook her head in happy bewilderment. "But how can
thisbe? Liviawanted to cause us both alifetime of suffering.”



"Likeal bog-fairies, Liviafocused her atention on laying springes and traps and pitfals for anyone who
might dare to tamper with her spells. She was mean,” Princess said, "and her meanness made her
cardess. If shehad smply said 'child'svoice instead of ‘infant's cry,’ the spell would have posed a
chdlenge. But at the time her nasty mind was concerned only with the infant you so bravely denied her."

"It'shard to imagine abog-fairy being so careless” said the woman.

"Everyones cardess at onetime or another,” Princess said. She shot aquick glance a Kedrigern. "Even
wizards."



