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A NOTE FROT LORD BRITISH

Within these hallowed pages lie a series of tales that are most dear to mine heart. This is not
merely because of the biographical nature of the stories, but because they represent a vital segment
of Britannia’s history and development.

The Avatar, a close friend of mine, has become much more than a legendary figure in
Britannia. He is now an icon of messianic proportions—an example for all to follow and a hero for
all time.

The tales within chronicle what is known in Britannian history as “The Age of the Avatar,”
being the documentation of three separate sojourns made by the Avatar into Britannia from his
own world. The first occurred shortly after I united the separate kingdoms of ancient Sosaria to
form modern Britannia. I was searching for one who could incarnate the beliefs and philosophies of
Britannia—one who possessed the integrity and fortitude to embody the three great principles of
Truth, Love, and Courage, the eight virtues, and the one pure axiom of life. It was the one who
eventually became the Avatar who answered this call and succeeded.

The second tale chronicles a rather sinister period in Britannian history. After I had built the
Shrine of the Codex on the Isle of the Avatar, the Underworld nurtured and began to breed new
forms of evil. While leading an expedition into this uncharted territory, I was kidnapped by
malevolent agents of the Underworld and imprisoned in Dungeon Doom. My trusted colleague,
Lord Blackthorn, turned against me and became an interim ruler of questionable ethics, to say the
least. Blackthorn instituted a martial law that radically enforced the eight virtues, such that they
became tyrannical and oppressive. It was ultimately the Avatar who put things right and restored
me to power.

The final tale illustrates what in reality was a gross misunderstanding between two races existing
on Britannian soil. A war was raging between the humans and the Gargoyles—a war rooted in
bigotry, mistrust, and ignorance. It took the Avatar’'s wisdom and tolerance to finally convince
Britannia, and me, of the truth of the situation.

So, heed well the words within, fellow traveler. They have become more than just the foundation of
Britannian society. These tales chronicle the beginnings of our destiny.
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INTRODUCTION BY RICHARD GARRIOTT

There are many legends about the Avatar. They pass from person to person, from generation to
generation. It has always been difficult to separate one story from another, and few people have
known the entire truth. Many have followed false and misleading clues; others have known only
part of the story.

Now, finally, the true story has been told. By painstaking research, Rusel DeMaria and
Caroline Spector (along with their Britannian counterparts, Robert and Carlotta) have followed
the Avatar’s trail and produced the definitive chronicle of the Avatar. Much of the information
written here has never been revealed before.

In Ultima: The Avatar Adventures, Rusel and Caroline have brought the Avatar’s quests to
life. They have done so for those who wish to participate in the quests themselves. They have
also done so for those who want to get to know the world of Britannia better. In fact, anyone who
really wants to know Ultima should have this book.

I want to thank Rusel and Caroline for their deep interest in bringing Britannia to life. I
also want to thank all the many people who have joined the Avatar on his quests, time and
again. It continues to be my pleasure to share the Ultima adventures with you.
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A PERSONAL INTRODUCTION

How can you improve on Ultima? The original Ultima was the first role-playing game I ever
played. I've enjoyed many hours of Ultimas since then, and they just get better and better. What
can Isay? I'm a fan.

So I feel privileged that Lord British had the faith in me to let me write this book. Because
Ultima isn’t just about a game. It’s about morality and ethics. It’s about adventure, yes, but it's
also about characters who have grown and evolved with the game. It's about a world that’s as
real as Oz or Arrakis or Middle Earth.

So our task as writers was to do our best to bring Britannia to life while guiding you, the
Ultima player, through the Avatar’s adventures. And we did it all under Lord British’s watchful
eye. We hope we’ve succeeded in making Ultima even more fun for you. If so, we've
accomplished our goals.

—Rusel DeMaria

HOW TO USE THIS BOOK

This book is divided into four parts, each of which details a particular adventure of the Avatar in
Britannia. These parts correspond to Ultima IV, Ultima V, Ultima VI, and Ultima VII (with
Ultima Underworld). The first three parts are stories of the complete adventures they represent.
The fourth part only begins the two adventures it chronicles, but you should find the
information very helpful.

There are various ways to present information, and we’ve chosen several for each game. First,
there’s the narrative style. It’s a little like reading a novel, but certain key words and ideas have
been highlighted in a noticeable typeface. Second, there’s the quick walkthrough. Third, there
are charts and maps. Looking for some detailed information? If you look at the table of contents
of this book, you'll immediately see where the charts or maps you need are located. Or check the
index for specific references, say to Doom or the Three Part Key.

Most of all, enjoy this book. We hope you have as much fun reading it as we had putting it
together for you.
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heard music playing—strange,
yet familiar—something from a
half-remembered dream. I had
to find its source. It pulled me
toward it—a siren’s song,
dangerous yet compelling.

I pushed my way through a pathless thicket of low
trees, unconcerned with such niceties as direction or
even my own physical well-being. Soon the ground
began to slope upward and the trees thinned. |
climbed until I reached the crest of a small hill. The
music swelled to a crescendo. I was getting closer, but
to what?

The trees ended suddenly, and a small valley
spread out below me. The valley floor glowed as if its
grass were caught in a shaft of late afternoon sunlight,
and | subconsciously struggled with the incongruity of
this effect (it still being near noon by the sun) even as
my attention was drawn to a group of wildly colorful
wagons and tents, partially nestled in a small grove of
oaks and willows. Jugglers in gaudy costumes strolled
among crowds of people in medieval dress. The
aroma of roast turkey and meat pies filled the air. The
music never stopped.

Dy. Robert DeMain, Sditor

FHistorian (0/ Bretannia

As | continued my journey down the hillside,
toward the source of the music, I wondered. What
was a fair doing here in the middle of nowhere? For
there was no doubt that this was a fair. Even more
importantly, how did I get here? I tried to recall, but the
memory hovered at the edge of my mind, like some
ghost of thought, always sensed, never quite seen.

As | came to the fair’s entrance, a ticket-taker
approached me. He was a man of average height,
perhaps a few inches shorter than me, dressed in
what looked like a homespun tweed outfit. A floppy
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hat, with a peacock feather stuck jauntily in the brim,
adorned his head. He looked as if he hadn’t shaved
for days.

“Have ye a ticket, sir?” he asked extending his
hand with a slight bow.

I searched my pockets reflexively. I don’t know
what | expected to find, but as I pulled out my wallet,
a chain shifted around my neck and an ankh swung
forward and caught the light. I reached up and
touched the ankh. The metal was warm. | was
momentarily taken aback, having no memory of this
particular item of jewelry, but it seemed to have an
even more profound effect on the ticket-taker who
examined the ankh momentarily, then waved my
money away.

“Welcome, friend,” he said. He motioned me into
the fair with another bow. “Enter in peace and find
thy path.”

Strange. | thought. Nobody gives you something
for nothing. 1 tried to press money into the ticket-
taker's hand, but he motioned it away. The ankh,
there was something important about it, but I couldn’t
remember what. Maybe it would come to me.

“Here,” | said. “Take the money.”

But the man just smiled and motioned me through
the gate. I shrugged and slipped my wallet back into
my pocket. His loss.

The music grew louder; its source had to be
nearby. | walked along makeshift pathways, past rows
of booths painted in garish colors. People, all of them
in medieval garb, wandered the paths, exclaiming
over the wares hidden in the dark recesses of the
booths. They paid me no mind, though in my jeans
and button-down shirt I must have seemed out of
place in this anachronistic little enclave.

Or was | the anachronism? | was certainly the only
thing out of place in this little pocket of history.

As | pushed my way through the crowd, I caught
glimpses of the shadowed treasures they sought in the
booths and tents that lined the way. I made a mental
note to return and investigate these strange shops
more carefully after . . . after what?

The faces in the crowd were unusual. They glowed
with an inner light, as remarkable in its way as the
strange color of the valley itself. Snatches of

conversation floated to me in a language as archaic as
their costumes. Thees, thous, and thys spilled from
their tongues as easily as slang slipped off mine. How
had I come here? I tried again to remember.
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A car. Mine. The vision of a blue convertible
with its hood up and steam pouring from the
radiator . . . The memory was solid now. My car
had overheated and I'd pulled over to the side of
the road to let it cool down. I'd taken a walk in the
forest on the side of the road to pass the time.
Then . . .

The next memory wouldn't come.

Still, the music drove me forward until I reached
the edge of the fair. Off in a secluded grove was a
brightly painted wagon. With its rounded top, it
reminded me of a gypsy wagon I'd seen as a child.
The music came from inside. As I stood in the odd
gloom that seemed to emanate from the trees, a
woman's voice floated out to me, harmonically
enmeshed in the music.

“You may approach,” she said.

| hesitated for a moment, then went to the door of
the wagon and stepped inside. Fragrant incense
assaulted my senses. | sneezed.

“Excuse me,” | said. There was no reply.

I looked around. A round table, covered in green
velvet, took up part of the room. Fringed shawls with
ornate embroideries hung from the wooden walls, but
the dominant feature of the room was the old gypsy
woman who sat behind the table. Around her neck
hung a large ankh, similar to the one | wore. Her eyes
were black, not just dark brown, but pure black and
penetrating. They seemed to pierce me, leaving me
somehow exposed. She smiled, dispelling some of the
tension, and pointed to my ankh.

“I see that thou art a Seeker,” she said. “Be
careful. Do not part with this symbol.” Her voiced
sounded as if it had traveled through some dark,
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empty space before it reached me. My stomach
clenched and gooseflesh raced across the backs of my
arms when I heard it.

She gestured to a small chair opposite her.

“We have been waiting such a long time,” she
began, “but at last thou hast come. Sit here and I shall
read the path of thy future.”

It sure sounded as if she had been waiting for me.
But that's what fortune tellers do—make you believe
they have a mystic “second-sight.” She had a great
setup all right, and | was impressed. What future
would she try to sell me? True love? Money? A long
trip?

Meanwhile, the music continued to play from
somewhere in the wagon and the incense grew
thicker. I felt woozy.

The gypsy placed a wooden abacus-like object on
the table. Cards appeared in her hands. They just
appeared with a small puff of smoke. A close-up
magician’s sleight-of-hand trick. The cards were
larger than normal playing cards. She fanned eight of
them out on the table with a quick flick of her wrist.

“Let us begin the casting,” she said.

[ sat in the chair opposite her, wary and ill at ease.

She placed two cards on the table. The first
depicted a knight in silver armor astride a horse. The
knight’s sword was drawn and held out in front of
him. A red sash was tied around his waist. Written in
ornate black letters at the bottom of the card was the
word Halor.

The second card showed two men being
threatened by a wild beast. One of the men was
helping his companion escape over a wall while he
himself remained in peril. This card was ringed in
orange. The word at the bottom was Sacrifice.

“Consider this,” the gypsy began. “A mighty
knight accosts thee and demands thy food. Dost thou
galiamtly refuse the knight and battle him, or sacrifice
thy food unto the hungry knight?”

The cards lay on the green velvet, but I didn’t see
them. Memories washed over me, blotting out the
present. I walked into a small clearing. A willow tree
dipped its graceful limbs toward a small brook that cut
through the clearing. At the edge of the stream was a
circle of white stone. Stonehenge in miniature.

Then I was back in the gypsy’'s wagon. The
woman sat patiently across from me, waiting for my
answer. Maybe the rest of my memory would return if
I stopped thinking about it so hard. The cards were
mute, refusing to give up their secrets. I frowned. This
wasn't like any fortune-telling I'd seen.

I considered the choices. On one hand, there was
the issue of Valor. It wouldn’t be very courageous to
let anyone take food away from you without some
sort of fight. But the knight was hungry, and maybe
even desperate to eat. Why shouldn'’t [ sacrifice some
of my food for another knight?

“'\

Thou art a bounty klnﬁ:r SH
an allesed wurderer
thou believest hiw
thou A) Sacrifice tkv sizea
for thy beliefi or B) Honor
return hiv as thou hast eronised?

I thought about the question some more. There
didn’t seem to be a right answer. 1 looked up at the
gypsy, but she just sat there like a statue.

Maybe this was a remarkably vivid hallucination.
Or maybe someone was playing a joke on me. I felt
strangely detached from the whole experience, as
though it were happening to someone else.

The gypsy gave me an impatient glance, then
tapped her index finger on the table where the two
cards rested. I smiled and shrugged my shoulders.

I decided that, in this situation, Valor seemed more
important than Sacrifice. | touched the Balor card.
The gypsy placed a white and a black bead on the
abacus and picked up the two cards.

“Was that the right answer?” | asked.

The gypsy smiled.

“There are no right answers here,”
what is right for thee.”

she said, “only
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Under different circumstances her answer would have
bothered me, but | was still trying to think. To remember.

The gypsy laid two more cards face up on the
table. To the left was the Honor card. It portrayed a
knight in silver armor astride a white charger. In his
outstretched hand was a chalice. Around his waist was
tied a purple sash. The card on the right was Humility.
The person in the picture wore the black and gray
robes of a shepherd.

“Consider this,” the gypsy said. “Thou art at a
crossroads in thy life. Dost thou choose the honorable
life of a Paladin, striving for Truth and Courage, or
dost thou choose the humble life of a Shepherd, and a
world of Simplicity and Peace?”

I thought about the question. My first reaction was
that I didn’t want to be either of these things. Both
sounded boring. But the more I thought about my life,
the more attractive being a Shepherd seemed. No
problems, peace, simplicity, there was a certain
appeal. Then I considered being a Paladin. There was
something noble about the search for Truth and
Courage, and my life had little enough of these
virtues. What the heck. In fantasy it’s easy to be
heroic. | pointed to the Honar card.

The gypsy once again placed a white and black
bead on the abacus and turned over two more cards.

Honesty and Spirituality.

Honesty was a beautiful red-haired woman standing
behind a blue podium. Her right hand was raised in
the traditional gesture of someone taking an oath.
Spirituality depicted a man dressed in white robes,
kneeling at an altar with his head bowed.

“Consider this,” the gypsy said. “Thy friend seeks
admittance to thy spiritual order. Thou art asked to
vouch for his purity of spirit, of which thou art unsure.
Dost thou honestly express thy doubt, or vouch for
him, hoping for his spiritual improvement?”

Another flash of memory. Blue light. A sound—
wind chimes. The scent of rain. A package falling to
the ground. I picked it up. It was warm to the touch
and strange. What was it? The thought slipped out
of my mind and [ stared once again at the cards.
The question . . .

This question was easy. To be true to my vows, I
had to tell the truth when | was questioned. On the

other hand, part of being spiritual was understanding
others and helping them attain that spirituality—right?
Was it fair to deny my friend the chance at spiritual
fulfillment?

Okay, maybe the question wasn’t as easy as I'd
thought. I considered the question again, then slowly
pointed to the Honesty card. There could be no real
spirituality without truth, I decided.

Two more beads were placed on the abacus, two
more cards on the table. Gompassion and Justice.

“Consider this,” the gypsy said. “After twenty
years, thou hast found the slayer of thy best
friends. The villain proves to be a man who is the
sole support of a young girl. Dost thou spare him
out of compassion for the girl, or slay him in the
name of justice?”

I stared at the two cards on the table. @ompassion
showed a woman dressed in yellow, giving food to a
starving man. Her face was gentle.

Justice showed a king on his throne. His face was
stern, yet there was kindness in his eyes. His robes
appeared to flow around him and his crown was set
with emeralds.

Amanonathrone. . .akingdom. .. history. . . books....
the package contained books. A history book and a book
written in some strange runic language. The books were
bound together in a cloth map. The ankh I wore had
come in that package.

The memory faded again and I was back in the
present.

The cards. What to do? I knew the spirits of my
dead friends cried out for justice, but I felt torn.
Wouldn't depriving the girl of her support make me
as bad as the man I sought to kill? What about the
families of my friends? How would they feel knowing I
let this murderer go free?

And what was wrong with me anyway? | shook my
head. I was getting far too involved with this fortune-
telling. My Justice, my liege . . . My God, this
was getting out of hand. I folded my arms over
my chest and leaned back in the chair. The gypsy
stared at me, a slight frown crossing her face, her
black eyes boring through me, reading me, judging
me.

Tough, I thought. I don’t feel like playing any more.



She shook her head as though I'd disappointed
her. I could hear her murmur something under her
breath in a language I didn’t understand. And I
started feeling a little guilty. I didn’t usually quit in
the middle of something—even something as
ludicrous as fortune-telling.

I leaned forward and thought about the question
posed to me. In the end, I sighed and pointed to
Compassion.

The gypsy nodded and placed two more beads on
the abacus. The rack was half full of beads. My head
was beginning to ache. The incense was potent and
made me feel sleepy. | had to recapture what was
missing from my memory.

The gypsy laid two more cards out. @ompassion
and Honar.

“Consider this,” she said. “Thou art sworn to
uphold a Lord who participates in the forbidden
torture of prisoners. Each night their cries of
pain reach thee. Dost thou show compassion by
reporting these unlawful deeds, or hanor thy oath
and ignore them?”

[ didn’t even have to consider. | pointed to the
@ompassion card.

Once again the beads were placed and the cards
laid. Honesty and Balor.

“Consider this,” she said. “Thou hast been
prohibited by thy absent Lord from joining thy friends
in a close-pitched battle. Dost thou refrain, so thou
may honestly claim obedience, or show falor, and aid
thy comrades, knowing thou mayest deny it later?”
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And then I had it. Memory flooded back. The car
breaking down. A flash from within the forest.
Walking through the woods to the small clearing.
The circle of white stones. The shimmering blue
doorway. The package appearing from thin air
containing the books, the map, and the ankh. And
what the books said.

One book contained the story of Britannia, its
history and lore. But where in the world was
Britannia? This wasn’t the history of Britain. I didn’t
see any mention of Cromwell, or Henry the Eighth,
or even Winston Churchill. And the other book.

The other was a book about magic—“Mystic
Wisdom,” it was called. I had read both books
before I noticed the music. The music I followed to
this fair and to the gypsy’s wagon.

My eyes narrowed suspiciously. Maybe this really
was some sort of elaborate hoax. I wondered what
the gypsy could want from me and what the purpose
of this whole setup was.

Glancing up, | saw that the gypsy’s expression
hadn’t changed. I couldn’t read her face at all. If I
wanted to find out what was going on, I would have
to stick around.

I looked back at the cards. Maybe the explanation
for what was happening had to do with the questions
she was asking.

Balor and Honesty.

I knew that valor was important and I would
have a difficult time not helping my friends, but
the idea of lying about what I'd done bothered
me. | chose Honesty.

The gypsy placed two more beads on the abacus.
It was almost full. Just one bar on the rack was
empty. Two more cards were placed on the table.

Honesty and Compassion.

“Consider this,” said the gypsy. Her voice
sounded tired. “Entrusted with the delivery of an
uncounted purse of gold, thou art accosted by a
poor beggar. Dost thou deliver the gold, proving
thy honesty, or show compassion, giving the
beggar a coin, knowing it will not be missed?”

I could almost see the poor beggar reaching
out to me. Then there was the trust of my liege. My
liege? Again I had fallen under the hypnotic spell of



the gypsy and her questions. I decided to take another
tack. | would ask her some questions of my own.

“Couldn’t I give him a coin from my own purse?”
I asked.

“That was not the question,” the gypsy said.

“But | don’t want to get it wrong.”

“There is no right or wrong here, only thy choice.”

I rubbed my eyes. I wanted to get up and walk
away from the table, but my curiosity held me there.
Honesty. Compassion. | reached forward, my hand
hovering above the cards. | touched one. Incense
billowed up, clouding my sight. I heard the gypsy
speak, she sounded far away.

“So be it,” she said. “Thy path is chosen!”

| felt a moment of intense, wrenching vertigo. |
squeezed my eyes shut. When I opened them, | was
standing in the middle of a grove of trees. The sun was
just coming up. The valley was deserted. There was no
sign of the gypsy or the fair.

One of the more interesting aspects of the
Avatar mythos is the appearance of the
Avatar in many different guises. The |
legends say that, should the Avatar choose
Honesty over all other virtues, he will
appear as a Mage. If he chooses
Compassion, he will be a Bard. Valor will
yield a Fighter; Justice, a Druid; Sacrifice, a
Tinker; Honor, a Paladin; Spirituality, a
Ranger; and Humility, a Shepherd.

Of course, the message of the legends is
that it is most important for the Avatar to
be true to himself. When he answers the
gypsy’s questions, he must choose the
answers he believes to be correct.
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2.
Egrhc'lv British’s Castle
he fair seemed like a dream
until I noticed the indentations
left in the grass by the booths
and wagons.

What had happened?
Where was I and what the hell was I doing here? |
could see nothing familiar, only the large grassy
meadow where | stood and the surrounding hills. No
building or other landmark violated this bucolic
scene. There were no high-tension wires, no aircraft
flying overhead. Only the indentations in the grass
gave me any assurance that the world didn’t
both begin and end here in this little valley.

I looked down at myself, checking to make
sure | was still in one piece. My jeans and shirt
were gone and | was wearing a loose tunic, lace-
up boots, and what felt like homespun trousers.
Around the tunic, a wide leather belt was
fastened by a heavy buckle made of a metal I
couldn’t identify. It was silver-colored and
featured engravings that meant nothing to me.
This sort of garb was found only in museums—
and then in pitiful tatters. Or maybe on the set of
a period movie. Not in pristine condition on the
back of a dazed modern man.

I started to walk, but something banging
against my thigh brought me up short. A leather
drawstring bag or purse hung from my belt, and
it was quite heavy. Pulling the bag open, I poured
the contents out. Golden coins, each embossed
with a silver serpent, fell onto my palm. | had
never seen anything like them, and neither, |
suspected, had any of my numismatic friends.

I returned the coins to the purse and
simultaneously discovered another satchel on my
belt. In it I found several herbs I couldn’t identify,
though I did recognize some garlic. | was prepared
for vampires, anyway. Then the thought came to me
that these were reagents for mixing spells. Spells?
Reagents? | knew perfectly well that there was no
such thing as magic. Then I remembered The Book
of Mystic Wisdom. How odd that | would make
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such an association between a bunch of old dry weeds
and a supposed book of magic. But then, it was no
odder than this whole experience.

The attention to detail in this fantasy impressed
me. If | was hallucinating, | hoped I was locked away
somewhere with a really good psychiatrist. If this was
a joke, I was going to give them a round of
enthusiastic applause. Then [ was going to kill them.

The map and books I'd found were also in the
satchel. Then I remembered the ankh. I had a
moment of panic, thinking I'd lost it, but when I put
my hand to my neck the chain was still there. [ pulled
the ankh out from under my tunic and let it hang
outside. I still didn’t know why this ankh was
important, but | had formed some kind of attachment
to it. It was like a part of me, like a finger or a toe,
and [ wasn’t about to lose track of it. I headed for the
top of the nearest hill, hoping to get my bearings.

From the hill, I looked down at a castle. What was
a castle doing here? Surely [ would have known about
a castle in the area. I turned to search for the highway,
my car, and my life. I wanted out of this dream.

The highway was nowhere to be seen. There was
no road, no car, nothing but a broad expanse of clear
blue water whose waves gently lapped at the shore.
Wherever | was, it wasn't home. I was nowhere near
where I'd left my car. I turned and looked again at the
castle. Feeling dejected, I sat down on the damp grass
and tried to figure out what was happening to me.

Either I was insane, the victim of an elaborate
hoax, or this was real and | was in another universe.
The options stunk.

Still, sitting on my duff wouldn’t help me figure
out what was happening. | studied the castle more
closely and noticed a small town nearby. Where to
go first—town or castle? I chose the castle.

As | approached the castle, I found myself
walking along a rough road, something suitable
for horses and wagons, perhaps, or a four-wheel
drive RV. Not being an Indian scout, I couldn’t
be sure, but I thought | saw some horse tracks
here and there in the dust. Not to mention the
other, more obvious, evidence left by horses.

The castle was smaller than I'd expected, only two
stories of roughly cut stones fitted together with

)

mortar. As | approached it, even this small castle
looked pretty massive. Oh, well. Feeling like I had
nothing to lose, | marched up to the front entrance.
Actually, there was a flutter in the pit of my
stomach, but I kept telling myself this had to be the
result of a mental state, or bad mushrooms, or
something. The one thing this couldn’t be was real.

Two guards stood at the entrance. They were
armored and carried large pikes. Broadswords hung
from their belts and heavy metal helmets protected
their heads. I wouldn’t want to rile them up. But, like
the guards at Buckingham Palace, they didn’t
acknowledge my presence even though I stood in
front of them for several minutes.

I directed my attention to one of them.

“Hello,” I said, figuring he wasn’t going to
start the conversation.

“Greetings,” replied the guard. He didn't
exactly smile, but neither did he sneer. | began
to breathe again.

“Where am [?” [ asked.

“Thou art in the Kingdom of Britannia.”

The book. The History of Britannia. I'd
remembered it first when the gypsy was casting my
fortune. Now I was suspicious—this was too
convenient. Obviously, somebody was trying to
make me believe | was in a place called Britannia.
But why?

“Is this the castle of Tard British?” | asked. He
was the only person I remembered from the book.
Playing along with whatever was happening
looked like my best option.

“Aye, ‘tis the castle of my liege. Dost thou
seek him?”

I was getting a little nervous about this. Were
guards supposed to be this friendly? Maybe it
was a trap.

“Uh, ges. Where is he?”

“He is in the throne room on the second floor.”

The guard turned back to his post.

This was going so well that I strolled over to the
other guard. He was a big burly fellow who looked a
little dim.

“Where am [?” | asked.

“I cannot help thee with that,” said the guard.
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“What about Lord British?” | but they hadn’t moved. Torches set in holders along
“This is the castle of my liege. Dost thou seek him?” ‘ the wall, cast flickering shadows and sent smoke
I'd been through this before. | toward the ceiling. It took a moment for my eyes to
“No, thank you,” I said. “‘Bye.” | adjust to the dim light. Eight massive pillars ran the

“Good day to you.” i length of the hall, four on each side. Smooth marble
[ passed through the arched doorway and walked | stones paved the floor, and the walls were draped
into the entry hall. I glanced back at the guards once, | with tapestries and weavings depicting a menagerie of
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strange creatures in mortal conflict with knights and
other medieval types. The place was alive with
people, all in fine medieval garb. Courtiers walked
slowly through the room in small groups. A juggler
dressed in rainbow hues performed amazing feats for
a small group off to one side.

I stood for moment, watching. The courtiers
nodded and smiled at me as though my presence
were the most natural thing in the world. I walked up
to one of them, hoping to find out why I'd been
brought here.

“Hello, lady,” I said. I did a slight bow. She put her
hand over her mouth and giggled.

“Greetings,” she said. “Art thou new to Britannia?”

“Yes,” I said. “How did you know?”

“Thy bow. | am not royalty, sir. Thou shouldst not
bow to me.”

Great, | thought, made an idiot of myself right off
the bat.

“Uh, we bow to all women in my country,” I said.

“Indeed,” she said. I could tell by her tone that
she didn’t believe me for an instant. | started to
say something else to her, but she had already
slipped away into the crowd. That's what I got
for lying.

I looked around for someone else to talk to,
but everywhere I turned, the courtiers smiled
then looked the other way. Finally, I marched
up to the one person in the room | hadn’t tried
to talk to—the jester.

“Hello,” I said.

“I'm Chuckles,” he said. Then he pirouetted,
finishing with a flourish. The bells on his cap
and shoes jingled. His smile was crooked and a
bit eerie. “Welcome to Castle Britannia.”

I took a small step backward. “Thanks,” I
said. “Do you know why I'm here?”

He tossed what appeared to be a beanbag
high into the air and caught it deftly behind his
back. “Hast thou an Ankg?”

This question threw me off a little, not that it
took much.

“Uh, Yes.”

Suddenly he was standing on his hands. “Then
enter in peace.”
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“Thanks, but canyou . . .”

I didn’t get to finish my sentence because he’d
already cartwheeled off. Most people seemed a little
flighty here in Britannia, or wherever I was, but the
jester was in a world of his own.

There wasn’t much more for me to do in the hall,
so | decided to find Lord British. Maybe he could
explain what was going on. The only exit was through
an arched doorway north of the main entrance. That’s
where | headed.

The sound of running water surprised me. A small
stream ran parallel to the walkway. The air in here
was clean and fragrant and a peaceful sensation
washed over me. A huge ankh stood in the center
of the stream. It was becoming obvious that these
ankhs were the key to something.

I headed west and searched through the corridors
of the bottom level of the castle until I found a ladder
leading up. A guard at the bottom of the ladder made
no move to stop me as I climbed. Either Lord British
was very secure, or things were pretty darned
peaceful in Britannia.

Snap out of it, I thought. This isn’t reality.
There’s no such place as Britannia and no one
called Lord British. Either this is a figment of your
feverish mind, or you’re part of some bizarre new
medical experiment.

There was another guard on the second floor at
the top of the ladder. | made some small talk with him
as | climbed up, but he didn’t answer. The smells of
roasted meat and baking bread hung heawy in the air.
My stomach growled in appreciation. As I walked
down the corridor, I passed a large open-hearth
kitchen. Cooks and scullery boys were working
frantically on what looked like preparations for a feast.
I was tempted to filch a morsel, but realized that it
wouldn’t be the best way to make an impression on
the king.

I turned east. At the end of the tapestry-draped
corridor was a large, open doorway. Music floated out
mixed with laughter and the buzz of conversation. I
stopped on the threshold of the room and looked in.
Four massive support pillars flanked each side of a
room dominated by a high-backed throne. Quickly I
noticed more tapestries hanging from the walls and



several high windows that allowed shafts of sunlight to
pierce the smoky atmosphere and shine like yellow
jewels beneath the cavernous ceiling. Brightly dressed
courtiers were gathered around the throne while
jesters entertained. But it was the man on the throne
who commanded my attention.

As | walked slowly closer to the throne, I tried to
assess this man, who could only be the King himself.
I couldn’t tell how old he was. His face was lined, but
his blue eyes were still bright and clear. He wore a
fur-lined robe and a heavy crown, and his hand
gripped a staff topped by an ankh. Blond hair
streaked with white hung to his shoulders; his full
beard, similarly streaked, was neatly trimmed.
Beneath the royal robe, he wore a tunic made of
white linen, embroidered with heawy silk thread. | was
nervous about just marching up and talking to him,
but in the end, that’s what I did.

“Uh, hello,” I said.

The King inclined his head ever so slightly in my
direction. “Greetings, Seeker,” he replied.

He didn’t have the same accent as the other people
I'd talked to so far. It sounded familiar, but I couldn’t
quite place it. I didn’t have a chance to think about it
because he continued speaking.

“A new age is upon Britannia. The great evil lords
are gone, but our people lack direction and purpose
in their lives. A champion of Virtue is called for.”

All the while, he had been waving his staff to
punctuate his words, but suddenly he pounded it on

the floor, causing a new surge of adrenalin to course
through my veins. If there was such a thing as
adrenalin overload, | was probably close to it. Then his
voice dropped to a quiet, but even more compelling,
tone. His gaze seemed to lock onto mine.

“Thou may be this champion, but only time will
tell. I will aid thee in any way | can. How may |
help thee?”

Whoa, | thought. Me? A champion? | wasn't really
cut out for that sort of thing. I mean, I'm not a wimp,
but I'm not the most athletic guy in the world either.
Besides, this wasn't real.

“Right,” I said. “Who put you up to this?”

He hesitated a moment as if sizing me up, but his
gaze never wavered. Then he said, “Up? To what?”

“This hoax, or whatever it is. I'm really impressed,
but I've had as much fun as [ can stand. Okay?”

Now I saw the first inkling of concern in the King's
face. It occurred to me that [ wasn't following the script
or something. Then he was back in command again.

“Thy language is strange. Wilt thou not accept the
Quest of the Avatar?”

I don’t know why, but it was that moment,
however brief, of hesitation and genuine concern on
his part that convinced me to keep playing along. |
mean, he had really looked confused when I'd
mentioned a hoax. Either he was a great actor, or this
was . . . Well, anyway, | hadn't figured out what was
going on vet, but I suspected that this Lord British had
some of the answers.

“Okay. Have it your way,” I said, trying to look
nonchalant. “Tell me about this @uest of the Avatar.”

“To be an Avatar is to embody the eight Virtues. It
is a life lived constantly and forever in the quest to
better thyself and the world in which we live.”

“Eight Birtues?” | asked. | might as well pump him
for as much information as he was willing to give.

“The Virtues of the Avatar are Honesty, Compassion,
Valor, Justice, Sacrifice, Honor, Spirituality, and Humility.”

“Tell me about the ®uest,” I said.

“Conquering the Stygian Abyss and viewing the
Codex of Ultimate Wisdom.”

Stygian Abyss. Codex. This was beginning to sound
seriously dangerous. I tried to change the subject.

“Tell me more about these Wirtues.”
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In response, the King intoned the following liturgy
in a slightly dramatic sing-song while gesturing in
different directions, presumably toward the towns he
mentioned. I found the recitation odd, but the way it
was delivered caused the information to stay in my
memory, whereas normally I would have forgotten the
whole thing five minutes later.

“The fair town of Moonglow, on Verity Isle, is
where the virtue of Honesty thrives. Bards in the town
of Britain are well versed in the virtue of Compassion.

“Many valiant fighters comes from Jhelom, in the
Valorian Isles. In the city of Yew, in the Deep Forest,
Justice is served.

“Minoc, town of Self-Sacrifice, lies on the eastern
shore of Lost Hope Bay.

“Paladins who strive for Honor are oft seen in
Trinsic, north of the Cape of Heroes.

“In Skara Brae, the Spiritual path is taught. Find it
on an Isle near Spiritwood.

“The ruins of proud Magincia are a testament to
the virtue of Humility.

“Humility is the foundation of Virtue! Find the
ruins of Magincia, far off the shore of Britannia, on a
small isle in the vast ocean.”

He paused a moment, then continued, looking me
in the eye again. “Stay close to the towns during the
early part of thy adventure. Is there anything else
thou wouldst ask of me?”

“Uh, no,” I said. That was enough. Lord British
hadn't revealed anything except about the Quest and
the Virtues of the Avatar. Feeling dazed, | wandered
off and found a bench along one wall. Nobody
bothered me and I sat down to think.

Maybe [ had slipped into some sort of psychosis
and this journey was what my rational mind was doing
to try to get me out of it. That made as much sense as
anything else that had happened so far.

The dreamlike quality of this experience returned.
That sometimes fuzzy, sometimes hyper-real
perception that occurred only in dreams. This was
clearly a case of the hyper-real variety of fugue states.
At least that's what my rational mind said.

Oh, I know what you're thinking. We've all read
the fantasy novels about the guy who finds himself
mystically transported into another time or into a
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foreign land. He always questions the reality of the
situation, but eventually finds out it's real after all. 1
figured my subconscious was replaying the scenario
I'd read so often. But there was one difference. In the
novels, the situation turned out to be real. This time it
was about me and no way it was real.

I could smell the perfume and sweat of the
courtiers. The floor was hard, smooth, and cool
beneath my feet. Running my hand over my tunic, I
felt the nubby texture of the fabric. In an impulsive
move | put my hand to my mouth and bit down hard.

Damn! My hand throbbed, and toothmarks were
clearly outlined on my palm. I shook my hand
vigorously to keep it from smarting. Okay, so maybe
this wasn't a dream. Dreams didn't usually have pain
and toothmarks in them. Or maybe I'd bitten my hand
during my dream and just incorporated it in into the
fantasy somehow. I could go round and round with
this uncertainty. Dream or not, crazy or not, I didn't
have any choice but to continue. Come to think of it,
that’s what the protagonists in the novels always did,
too. Hmm.

One clue about what was happening might be in
the information Lord British had just given me. How
was | going to remember everything he’d said? I
stood there stupefied for a moment, then got a grip.
I'd a small notebook in my pocket when I'd left—
wherever it was I'd left. I hoped it had made the trip
with me.

I rummaged around in the bags on my belt. Luck
was on my side. Down at the bottom of one of the
bags | found the book. Like everything else I'd
brought, it had changed into a Britannian analog of
itself. My smallish wire-bound notebook was now a
small hand-bound book made of heawy linen paper. A
quill was tucked into the spine. I searched some more
and came up with a small metal bottle filled with ink.
Now [ could keep track of everything that was
happening to me.

| sat down on the floor with my back resting against
one of the pillars and made notes about everything
that had happened since this “adventure” had started. |
surprised myself by being quite handy with the quill. In
fact, I suppose I should have preferred a ballpoint, but
it never even occurred to me.
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As | wrote, a pretty young woman walked up to
me. This surprised me, since most of the courtiers
seemed uninterested in talking to me.

“Hello,” she said.

“Hi,” I replied. I stood up hurriedly, almost spilling
the ink.

“I'm Juliet,” she said.

“So, what do you do here? | mean, what’s your
Job?” 1 asked, proving once again what a brilliant
conversationalist | was. Even in my own fantasy | was
less than swift with strange, beautiful women.

“l am one of Lord British's subjects. Wilt thou
accept the Quest?”

“I don’t know. I'm not the most virtuous guy in the
world, and I don’t have any training in fighting.”

“Thou wilt find thyself more able than thou
wouldst think. Seek to learn how the three Principles
form the eight Virtues.”

“Three Principles? | thought there were just
eight Virtues.”

“Seek to know the one thing into which the three
Principles of Virtue combine.”

“One thing? What?" Now I was confused.

She just smiled and placed her fingertips on
my lips. I could smell the faint fragrance of her
perfume. Roses.

“Shh,” she said. “Listen and pay attention to our
people carefully, for they will help thee on thy Quest.”

Then she turned and walked away from me. Just
once, | wished people would stick around until I
was ready to say goodbye. | was starting to feel
lonely. And I would have been more than willing to
spend time with Juliet.

I decided to investigate the castle before I went
anywhere else. Maybe I could get more information
from the other courtiers. I finished making notes of
my conversations with Lord British and Juliet. |
searched the rest of the top floor of the castle
and found the kitchen and a prison. The prison
was locked, but the kitchen staff was friendly
enough. The soup they gave me was great, but
they had little in the way of information about
my Quest.

My Quest. Right.

I went back down to the first floor and the
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great hall where I'd entered the castle. The jesters
were still entertaining, but there weren’t as many
people here as before.

I headed east, past the great hall to where a stout
wooden door blocked my way. It wasn't locked. The
door opened into a long, thin corridor. As I entered
the corridor, the door shut behind me with a heavy
thud. The passageway was silent. I could hear only
faint murmuring from the courtiers in the main hall. |
wandered about the hallway, but it proved to be a
dead end.

Strange, | thought. What's the point of this?

I wandered back to the door and stood there for a
moment, trying to puzzle everything out. I leaned
against the wall to the left of the door—and it opened.
My hands scraped as they slid along the stone walls
and my knees slammed into the cold stone floor.

I knelt there for a moment, cursing the architect of
this castle and my own dumb luck. My hands stung
and my knees ached. Some great adventurer. Looking
around, I discovered I was in another corridor, the
mirror image of the one I'd just so painfully departed.
I looked around to see if anyone had observed my
pratfall, but | was alone. There was light at the end of
the new corridor and [ made my way toward it. That's
when the secret door slammed shut. I spun around
and looked at the featureless wall.

“Dammit,” | said. I smacked the wall in front of
me. It swung open.

Secret door, | thought. Hidden latch. | looked
carefully at the door. It appeared to be made of solid
grey rock, but on closer inspection, | discovered that
one rock was lighter than the others, almost white. |
stepped through the door and it closed again.
Touching the white rock caused the door to open.

I tried this a few times, just to be sure it really
worked. If there's one secret passage, | thought, there
are probably others.

I became more careful about my inspection of the
castle. My care was quickly rewarded—another secret door
in this hidden hallway led to the outside of the castle.

As | reached the end of the corridor, I discovered a
small room to my left. Water flowed through this room, as
it did in the room in the main corridor. Sitting on the
stone floor in front of the water was a pretty young



woman, dressed in simple grey robes. Her posture
suggested she was deep in thought. I entered the
room quietly, unsure whether I should disturb her. She
must have heard, for she looked up as I entered. Her
face was young and unlined, but her eyes were old
and haunted.

“Hello,” [ said.

“Hello,” she replied. She looked at me expectantly.

“What's your Name?" | asked.

“Shawn,” she said.

“So, what do you do?” That tired line again.
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Maybe | needed a new scriptwriter.

“I watch the water. I come from a proud city.
It was destroyed for its pride.”

“Pride? Destroyed for pride?”

But she didn’t answer me. She had already
turned away and was staring blankly at the
water. There was an air of great sadness about
her. I couldn’t think of anything else to say and
I didn't know her well enough to offer any
sympathetic comments. Feeling awkward and
clumsy, I slipped from the room.
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A little farther up from the room where I'd met
Shawn, the corridor ended in a small chamber. There
were windows in two of the walls, and a ladder led up
to the second floor through an opening in the center
of the ceiling. A guard stood next to the ladder. I
talked to him, but he didn’t have much to say. I asked
him if it was okay to climb to the next level, but he
just shrugged his shoulders. Obviously Lord British
chose these guys for their brawn and not their brains.

I reached the top of the ladder and found myself
once again in a long narrow corridor. It led to a small
prison. The doors to the prison were locked and I
couldn'’t get in. Peering through the bars in the door, I
saw several holding cells. | made a mental note to
come back here later, but not as an inmate.

Returning to the first floor of the castle, I found
another place of interest. It was in the west wing, just
south of the main corridor.

I opened the door to a room on the eastern side of
the western wing of the castle and entered a room
bathed in pale blue light. Smoky trails of incense
floated in the air, pungent and overwhelming. As I
started toward the shadowy figure on the far side of
the room, I felt my eyes grow heawy. Then I slipped
into darkness.

When [ awoke, | was on the far side of the room.
Standing in front of me was a wizened man wearing
what I imagined to be wizard’s robes. Not that I've
known a lot of wizards in my life, but I knew this was
what one looked like.

“Welcome. | am Hawkwind, Seer of Souls. I see
that which is within thee and drives thee to deeds
of good or evil. For what path dost thou seek
enlightenment?”

“Uh, just a second,” I said. I fumbled in my satchel
for the notes I'd made after talking to Lord British.
Perhaps Hawkwind could give me a clue about what I
was looking for. Better yet, maybe he could tell me if
I was dreaming, crazy, or both.

“Tell me about this ®Quest,”
notes out.

“That is not a subject for enlightenment,
replied.

“Okay, so how do | become an Avatar?”

[ said as I pulled my

" he
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“That is not a subject for enlightenment.”

Darn, I thought.

“Explain about Honesty,” | said.

“Thou dost seem to be an honest soul. Seek ye to
become more so.”

“But how?”

“Do not take that which is not thine.”

That, at least, made sense. “Okay, what about
Compassion?”

“Compassion is in thy nature. Seek ye to become
more so.”

“How?”

“Thou must find the way. It will become clear to thee.
Develop a generosity of character. Give to the needy.”

“What about Balor?”

“Thou hast not shown thyself to be valorous.”

“Well, I haven't exactly had the opportunity. But
what do I do?”

“What else?” he asked, ignoring my question.

I looked at my notes.

“The Virtue of Justice.”

“Thou hast not yet shown thyself to be just.”

“Yeah, but how do I do that?”

He glared at me, then tossed some more
incense on the brazier in front of him. The smoke
puffed up and hid him from my view for a moment.
I coughed and waved the smoke away. He was still
standing in front of me with that disgusted
expression on his face.

“Okay, never mind. Tell me about Sucrifice.”

“Thou hast not yet made sacrifices.”

“What about Honar?”

“Thou art honorable in some ways.” Which
implies what? I'm not honorable in others?

“ Spirituality?” | asked.

“Thou hast begun to show thy spirituality. Seek
now more ways.”

“Humility?”

“Thou art not yet a humble soul.”

I was feeling just a little put down, and a little
steam was building up within me. “Well, why have I
been picked to go on this Quest if I don’t have any
of the attributes of an Avatar?”

“Perhaps thou hast the ability to become one.”

The steam escaped suddenly and my indignation



was deflated. “Oh,” I said. That hadn’t occurred to
me. | couldn’t even figure out a way to get home.

“So where do you suggest | start?” | asked.

“Try the town of Britain, next to the castle. Thou
wilt learn much about Compassion there.”

| felt intuitively that the interview, or whatever it
had been, was about over. “Thanks for the help.”

“Remember to see me when thou visitest our
liege.”

“Sure, thanks again.”

“Fare thee well,” he said.

I backed away from him and turned toward the
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door. Once again, | passed through the blue light
encasing the door and part of the room. And, as
before, the overwhelming need to sleep assailed me.

When [ awoke, | was shutting the door to
Hawkwind’s room. Something about the encounter
with him had made me feel strange. | wandered
aimlessly about the corridor outside Hawkwind’s
room. That’s how I found Lord British’s treasure
room.

I opened a door north of Hawkwind’s room.
There were many guards here, some playing cards,
some sitting around talking and playing a dice
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game, some sleeping. | wandered through the
barracks exchanging greetings with them. I never
would have noticed the secret door in the
northeastern corner if I hadn’t seen one of the guards
disappear through it.

I followed him into a hidden room filled with
chests. Afraid that the guard would ask me what I was
doing here, I ducked behind a trunk. As soon as he
left the room, I opened one of the chests. It was
filled with gold coins that shone dully under the
flickering torches. | ran my hands through the
coins, tempted. The guards were so indifferent,
they probably wouldn't notice. I was about to put a
handful of coins in my pocket when my foot bumped
something and sent it skittering across the floor.

I dropped the coins and bent to pick the object up.
It was a smooth flat rock with a mark carved on its
face. Somehow I knew that this was the Rune of
Spirituality and that it was important to my Quest.
How did I know that? | wondered. It's a creepy
feeling, knowing something you shouldn’t know.

Slipping the rune into my pouch, I decided to
borrow some of Lord British’s treasure. After all, he
was the one who wanted me to go on this Quest. |
would need money for provisions and weapons—
certainly a better weapon than the slingshot I'd found
in my satchel. Besides, from the look of the treasure
room, Lord British was loaded. Hadn't he said he
would assist me any way he could?

I slipped out of the treasure room and into the
guards’ room. They waved at me, but didn’t stop
playing their game. Quickly, I left the room, feeling a
guilty blush creeping up my neck onto my face.

It was late afternoon when I stepped out of
Lord British’s castle. The light cast long shadows
and bathed everything in a soft golden glow.
Sometime during my visit to the castle, I had
decided to accept the Quest. If this was insanity,
the Quest might be a way out. If it was a prank, I
would win by beating the prankster at his own
game. And if it was something more sinister,
everything was beyond my control anyway.

Lord British had told me to investigate all the
towns and villages in Britannia. What better place
to start than the neighboring town of Britain?
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Enfry 3—Britain

short walk across a grassy field
took me to the road into
Britain. Crude huts stood side
by side with solidly constructed
wood and stone buildings. Two
men sat under a tree by the
side of the cobblestone path leading into town. They
were dressed in coarsely woven breeches and jerkins.
Straw hats lay on the ground beside them.

“Hello,” I said.

“Greetings, friend,” said one of the men. He
grinned at me as if I were his long-lost brother. Two
of his teeth were missing.

“Nice day,” I said, for lack of anything better.
“What’s going on?”

“Why, we're guarding the town entrance, of
course. Canst thou not see that? Why else would
we be sitting beside the road?”

“And what is the name of this town?”

“This is the fair town of Britain. The place where
thou hast come to learn Compassion.”

“What makes you think I've come to learn
Compassion?”

His smile became even broader, if that was
possible. “That is what we ponder here in Britain.
The nature of Compassion. If thou listeneth carefully
to the people of our town, thou wilt be well on thy
way to learning much about Compassion. Besides, art
thou not a bard? Thou shouldst have an affinity for
the practice of Compassion.”

“Okay, if you say so.”

“Mayest thou enjoy thy stay in Britain.”

I waved at them and followed a well-worn path
into the center of town. People hurried about nodding
to me as they passed by. Soon I came to a grassy field
bisected by a small clear stream. A wooden footbridge
crossed the stream and on the far side a tall man
played the lute for a group of children. He wore a
beard and had long flowing vellow hair. Something
about him compelled me to talk to him.

I crossed the bridge and stood at the edge of the
circle of children. The man played one song after
another, one funny, another so sad it threatened to
bring tears to my eyes, another recounting the history
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of Britannia. All the while, the children sat and
listened to him intently (except during the ballads,
when they giggled over the romantic parts).

The bard paused in his playing and gestured for
me to come sit by him. I eased my way through the
crowd of children and sat on the grass next to him.

“l am lolo,” he said, placing his lute butt-first upon
one knee. “Art thou on a Quest for Lord British?”

“I guess so,” | said. “It wasn’t something I
planned . . . it just sort of happened that way. The
story is pretty complicated and I have a feeling you
wouldn’t understand the part about the car. And
now I'm here, wherever that is, and I'm supposed
to be going on some Quest. Of course I'm not even
sure what this Quest involves except that it has
something to do with a Codex and eight Virtues
and three Principles. I'm beginning to feel like I'm
in Oz and [ want to go home.”

“Thou hast been given a great opportunity. Thou
wouldst not have been chosen if thou wert not able to
complete the Quest. Do not dwell on thy problems;
seek solutions.”

“l don’t know why I'm telling you all this. What do
you do, anyway?”

While | was speaking, one of the children ran up
and stroked the lute, causing a dissonant chord to ring
in the air. lolo patted her on the head and gestured for
her to try again. As she brushed her fingers across the
strings, he moved his fingers on the frets, and a
harmonious sound emerged from the instrument. The
girl ran back to her friends, giggling. Meanwhile, lolo
never interrupted his conversation with me.

“l seek the way of Compassion. I am a bard,”
he said.

| noticed a fine bow and a quiver of arrows
nearby. | suspected that this bard was handy at
more than just singing, and I acted on impulse.
“Well, why don’t you come with me? | mean, two
heads are better than one and I sure could use
help.”

With a sad grin, he told me, “To my sorrow, I
cannot Jein thee. Like the Principles, thy
companions must also be balanced.” He took up his
instrument again and began to play. “For now,
‘twould be better if I stayed here and sang to these
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children. They need my guidance more than thou.”

Disappointment shot through me. lolo would have
been a good companion. [ wasn't looking forward to
exploring Britannia by myself. The fact that I'd given
in to this whole fantasy so quickly was weighing on
me, too. Part of me wanted to believe it was real. A
companion would help me believe. But another part
of me knew it was only a dream.

I stayed and listened to him sing a while longer.
The beauty of his playing caused me to lose all track
of time. Hunger pangs finally reminded me that I
hadn’t eaten since before my arrival in Britannia, and
I went looking for a place to eat and perhaps to rest.

As | searched for a food vendor, a small child ran
across the grass and bumped into me. I grabbed his
shoulders as I steadied myself.

“Whoa, watch where you're going,” I said.

The child stared up at me with solemn dark eyes.

“Who are you?” | asked.

“A child,” he said.

“What are you doing here?”

“I study Compassion.”

“@ompassion?”

“Do you know the #Mantra of Compassion?” he
asked. His face was alive and curious.

“No,” I said.

“Ask Cricket,” he said, breaking away from me
and running toward lolo.

Shrugging my shoulders, | headed on my way,
wondering who Cricket might be. I stopped and gave
a coin to a young girl who was begging at the corner
of one of the shops. Britannia wasn't perfect after all.

Eventually I found a tavern in the center of town.
Low and squat, the tavern had a thatched roof and
small multi-paned windows. The door was open and |
walked in cautiously. There were several rowdy
drunks inside. The air was heavy with smoke from an
open hearth and from the pipes that many of the
men puffed on.

[ tried to talk to some of the less inebriated
patrons, but they weren't any help. They just belched
in my face and started singing randy sailor songs. |
moved over to one corner and tried to think. A man
sat in the corner playing a lute. He was clothed in
yellow and green and his voice was pure and clear as



a summer stream. When he paused between songs, |
leaned over to talk to him.

“Nice music,” | said.

He nodded at me and picked up his lute again.

“What’s your name?” | asked.

“Cricket,” he said.

“What'’s the Mantra for Compassion?” | asked.

“Shh,” he said. “I'm singing.”

Damn performers. | waited until he stopped
playing and asked him again.

“The Mantra for the Shrine of Compassion is
MU,” he said. Then he took a swig from a mug of
ale and started playing again. It was time for me to
leave. The smoke in the tavern was getting to me.
And it looked as if a brawl was about to start. I
wanted to be somewhere else when the punches
started flying.

So | had the Mantra for Compassion. I figured
there had to be a rune for Compassion like the rune
I'd found for Spirituality. I just knew it, though I
couldn’t explain why. Hawkwind had said
something about shrines; there had to be a Shrine
of Compassion somewhere, too, I supposed.

It was dark out. The sky was filled with
strange constellations. I looked up at them for a
while, trying to find something familiar. The
moon was bright and obscured many of the stars.
Then another moon rose from the west. This was
too much. Two moons? Going west to east? I felt
uneasy and decided that what I needed was to go to
sleep and wake up in my own bed. | started
searching for a place to sleep. Surely there would
be a hotel, or would they call it an inn?

Light spilled from the doorways of the huts
and shops that lined the streets. But between the
shops, the alleys looked dark and sinister, and 1
decided it would be smart for me to stick to the
better-lit areas.

I'd noticed that there were lots of children in
Britain. They were easy to talk to and eager to
tell what they were learning about Compassion. I
guess | was learning something about it as well.

Lost in my thoughts, I nearly bumped into a little
girl. [ was surprised to see her out after dark.

“Hello,” I said, trying my best not to scare her.
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“Hello. I'm Sprite,” she replied, without a hint of
fear or distrust. She giggled and tugged at her tunic.

“Are you learning about Compassion too?” |
asked.

“Oh, yes.”

“Do you know anything about the Rune?”

“Pepper knows of the Rune.”

“What about the shrine?”

“I cannot help thee with that.”

I smiled at her and she smiled back. A woman
leaned out of a rough hut and called to Sprite. The
little girl waved at me, then turned and ran toward
the woman.

Suddenly | was wide awake. | was on to it. All |
needed to do was find Pepper. I went from person to
person until I tracked her down between a pair of
shops. She looked at me expectantly, as though she
had been waiting for me.

“The rune,” I said. “Where’s the Rune?” | didn't
care that this was some crazy dream, or nightmare, or
hoax . . . or whatever. | wanted to find that rune.

“The Rune of Compassion lies at the end of a hall
somewhere in this town.”

“That’s it . . . at the end of a hall?” | groaned.
There were any number of hallways in town.
Was | going to have to search every one of
them?

I was looking for the rune in the healer’s shop
when I met Shapero. He was dressed in what |
had learned were the clothes of a druid: a loose
ankle-length robe belted at the waist, worn under
a long cloak.

“Hello,” I said.

“Greetings,” he replied. “May I help thee?”

“No, I'm looking for something. What are you
doing here?”

“I am searching for Julio. Art thou on the Quest of
the Avatar?”

“Kinda hard to keep a secret around here, isn’t it?
But yes, [ am.”

“You will find the Shrine of Compassion east
across two bridges.”

Just like that, these people would blurt out
information. I thought I might be getting the hang
of it. “Hey, thanks,” I said. I tried to think of



something else to say, but he nodded and strolled
off. I was also getting used to the short attention
span these Britannians exhibited.

| watched him for a minute, then went back to
looking for the rune. There were small curtained
alcoves along the east wall of the shop. Pulling one of
the curtains aside, I found a young man lying on a
pallet on the floor. He was injured, and held his side
as if it pained him.

“What happened to you?” I asked looking down
at him.

“I know a terrible secret,” he said. His eyes rolled
into the back of his head and a spasm shook his body.

“A Secret?”

“Mondain’s influence has not et left the world.
An artifact remains! I heard about it in the
Buccaneer’s Den.”

‘Mondain?” The mention of the name and the
expression on the young man's face sent a chill down
my spine.

“Ask at the Pub there about the Skull.” His eyes
focused on me for a moment, then he slumped back
onto his pallet.

I started to leave the healer’s, but I noticed
something on the wall. It was a pale white stone,
just like the ones in Lord British’s castle. 1 walked
over to it and gently pushed against it. The secret
door swung back.

Inside the room was a bard sitting at a small desk.
He glanced at me, then continued his writing.

“Who are you?” I asked.

“Julio,” he said.

“You know that Shapero is looking for you.”

He nodded but didn’t seem interested.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“I seek the true nature of things. Dost thou know
the true nature of things?”

“No.”

“No man can.”

“Shapero said I should ask you about @ompassion.”
[ said.

“Compassion derives itself from unending love.”
He turned away from me and continued his writing.

| was tired and wanted to rest and write some
notes of my own. Quietly, I let myself out of the
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hidden room. I still hadn’t found the Rune of
Compeassion, but I decided that searching for it any
more tonight would be useless.

There was an inn in the center of town. A rotund
balding man took my money and sent me to a room
at the back of the inn. The hallway leading to my
room was dark except for a ray of light shining under
a door near the end of the corridor. Curious about
who else would be up at this hour, I went to the door
and knocked softly. The door swung open and | saw
a shepherd sitting on the edge of a plain bed.

“I'm sorry,” I said. “I thought this was my room.”

[ felt distinctly uncomfortable with this lie. White
lies had never bothered me much before, but every
time I told one in Britannia, I had a bad feeling. It
was almost as bad as when I'd taken the gold from
Lord British.

“Come in,” the shepherd said. “I welcome the
company. | am Mentor.”

“Nice to meet you. What do you do?”

“I escaped Magincia.”

* Magincia?”

“Pride was too great in Magincia.”

“There’s a girl in Lord British’s castle who says the
same thing,” | said. “Too much Jride.”

“The city was destroyed by daemons for its pride.
Pride exists without Truth, Love, or Courage.”

“Sounds like a bad place to live. | wouldn’t want to
go there.”

“Hmm, perhaps a wise choice, perhaps not.”

“Well, I'll let you get some sleep now.” I backed
out of the door into the hallway. Hallway. I hadn’t
searched here yet. I went to the end of the
corridor, just a few steps beyond Mentor's room.
There was a left turn into a dead end. Sitting in the
corner was the Rune of Compassion. I picked it
up and tucked it into my satchel. This called for a
celebration! Even though I was tired, I decided to
walk next door and sample the local ale.

The tavern was still crowded, and even
smokier than before. I had to elbow my way
through the crowd to get a mug. I was leaning
against the bar waiting when one of the drunks
flopped against me.

“Hey, watch it,” I said.
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“I am Joe,” he said. “Yo, ho, ho, and a bottle
of rum.”

“Looks like you've already had your bottle of
rum. Why don’t you give it a rest? What do you do
besides drink? Don’t you have a Jah?”

“I know about the stone.”

“Stone?” | hadn’t heard anything about stones.

“The yellow Stone is in the dungeon Despise.”

“Bungeon. Like small underground places where
prisoners are kept and tortured? That kind of
dungeon?”

But Joe had already turned away and was
staggering off toward some of his rowdy friends.
The bartender slapped the mug of ale onto the bar.
I took it and downed it in one long swig. This Quest
was beginning to look worse and worse. The ale
was good, though.

Several tankards later | made my way back to the
inn. This time I really was going to get to sleep. That’s
when | bumped into Thevel.

“Watch it,” I snarled. The thought of dungeons
(and several ales) had made me surly.

He laughed.

“I see that thou hast spent too much time at the
tavern. Thy manners have left thee.”

“Yeah, well, you're right. I'm just upset about all
this Avatar business. Dungeons, | don'’t think so. And
who are you, anyway?”

“I am Thevel. I search for the mysteries of the
magic orbs.”

“Magic ®rbs?” What next?

“A one-handed beggar knows their secrets. Hast
thou seen him?”

What was this, a Dashiell Hammett mystery?
One-handed beggar, indeed. “No, all I've seen are
some drunken fighters at the tavern.”

“Find him at the Serpent’s Castle, for he knows
of the orbs.”

“Well, if you knew where he was, why did you
ask me?”

“Thou seem’st like one who hath a need to
know.”

“Uh, thanks.” I felt bad for snapping at him
before. “Have a good night.”

“Good night. And good luck with your Quest.”
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It seemed like everyone knew about this Quest. As
I made my way to my room, my head was full of
mantras, runes, stones, orbs . . . and dungeons. |
couldn’t help thinking about dungeons. I had a
funny feeling that sooner or later I was going to end
up in one. That was my last thought as my head hit

the pillow.
L slept. I decided that I would go
back to Lord British and tell
him, “Thanks, but no thanks.” 1 wasn’t about to get
caught up in his lunatic Quest.

I hurried through the main square. It was busy
this morning—lots of trading going on. I left the city
and started across the field to Lord British’s castle.

That’s when two orcs appeared out of nowhere
and jumped me. | found out they were orcs later on—
all I knew at the time was that two very ugly green
guys were beating up on me. And using axes to do it.

I ran and hunkered down behind a rock.
Frantically, with the sound of their approaching
footsteps in my ears, I searched through my satchel.
The slingshot had to be in here somewhere. Finally |
found it. A bow or sword would have been better,
but the folks responsible for this nightmare hadn't
seen fit to provide one. The sling would have to do.

I stood up and started firing. My first shot went
wide and I could swear I saw a grin on the face of
one of the orcs. That made me mad. The anger
took hold of me and my shots began hitting their
mark. The orcs turned tail and started to run. I was
so angry and frightened I couldn’t stop hurling
stones at them.

They dropped about 75 feet away from me.
Only then did | notice that my hands were
trembling and | was bathed in sweat. | jammed the
slingshot into the waistband of my trousers and
stood up. My knees were made of water and my
stomach was doing flip-flops. I put the back of my

Entry 4—Decisions

woke the next morning with a
headache and a taste in my
mouth like an army had
marched through it while |
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hand to my lips to keep from throwing up. I'd never | from the tips of the hair on my head to the very last
killed anything other than bugs before. nerve ending on my toes. When it was over I was
It took a little while for the nausea to subside. | about to protest this treatment when I realized that |
After it passed, | walked over to the two downed | was fine, as though I'd never been injured or
orcs. Their eyes stared blindly up at me, their pupils | poisoned. Amazing. | had asked to be healed, and
dilated, nearly obscuring the whites of their eyes. | apparently the King had done as I'd asked.
Their mouths were pulled into rictus grins. Even “Thanks,” I said. | was about to tell him that |
dead they smelled foul beyond imagining, nearly | wasn't going on the Quest, but I couldn’t do it. He'd
prompting a new bout of nausea. I could only guess | just healed me, after all, and was looking at me like |
at the diet that caused such an odor, and I didn't | was some kind of great guy. Embarrassment I could
want to think about it. A few feet away from the | live with, but not guilt. And I was guilty of something.

bodies I noticed a small chest. I went over to it and For starters, I'd stolen his gold. Also, I'd agreed to

tripped the latch. A noxious green cloud of vapor | go on this Quest, and at the first sign of danger, | was

escaped from the chest—poison of some kind. I | ready to chicken out. These were not the actions of

began to feel sick again, but that didn't stop me. I'd | the kind of person who would go on a Quest. | left the

beaten these orcs and I deserved some sort of reward. | throne room and went to find a place to think.

It was in the chest—81 pieces of gold. It didn't seem I wandered around the castle, trying to decide

like enough. what to do, poking my head into rooms I hadn't
Depressed and sick, I staggered toward Lord | investigated before. There was a healer on the first

British’s castle. The courtiers made a path for me as I | floor of the castle. When [ went in, I found an injured

entered the throne room. Maybe it was the smell from | fighter lying on a pallet.

the dead orcs, or maybe the poison gas. | went up to “Hello,” 1 said. “What’s your Name?”

Lord British. “Hello,” he said. “My name is Sheesa. Dost thou
“This Avatar business isn't what | expected,” I | know of the Mystic Arms?”

began, panting. “I appreciate the thought, but I'm just “No.”

not up for it.” “Seek out the smith named Zircon in Minoc, for
“Thou hast proven thyself in combat. Dost thou | he makes the Mystic Arms and only they will save

deny thy Valor?” asked Lord British. thee from the Abyss.”
“Really, it was just dumb luck. Killing those orcs “Oh great, more dire warnings,” I muttered, but

was harder than I thought it would be. | mean, they | the man ignored my outburst.

were really dead. Dead dead. I've never killed Leaving the healer’s, | went to what would become

anyone before.” my favorite room in the castle. It was on the second
I swayed. The poison was making me dizzy. | floor, in the southwest corner. There was a window

Remembering the look on the orcs’ faces wasn't | that faced toward the sea. I leaned against the

helping the sick feeling I had, either. windowsill and stared out at the tide. The fishy-sal
“Killing should never be easy. Even Kkilling evil | smell of the sea floated up to me.

things.” The castle was interesting, but I knew I had to

“Do you have any way to Heal me? Um, I think | come to a decision about the Quest. Clearly, Lord
I'm going to faint now,” I said. The room tilted and | | British and the people of Britannia took it seriously.
fell to the floor. Was it fair for me to accept the Quest and feel

Through half-closed eyes, I saw Lord British | otherwise? Could I measure up to the standards set by
gesture with his staff. There was a blinding flash of | the Virtues?
light and I felt electricity pass through my body. I decided.

Oh, it wasn't really electricity, not like plugging my For better or worse, I'd said I would go on the
finger into an outlet or anything, but it vibrated me | Quest. There were people counting on me, and even
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if this ended up being some delusional fantasy, | was
going to make the best of it. This felt like déja vu. I'd
made this decision once before, but being close to
death has a way of making you reassess things. Okay.
| was going to do it. Besides, the orcs had attacked
me first!

I pulled out the map of Britannia and spread it out
on the floor. Castles and towns were marked on the
map. My heart sank when I saw how far away they
were. And there was the problem of getting to the
towns on the islands. When I'd first talked to him,
Lord British had told me to stick close to civilization,
but, except for a handful of cities, there was no
civilization as far as I could tell. Then I noticed the
bridges scattered across the map. | knew one thing
about bridges—there had to be people nearby to
build them.

To the south and west of Britain were two bridges.
The terrain looked fairly smooth, no mountains, only
grassland and forest. I would rest tonight and start
on my way to wherever the bridges took me to in
the morning.

Whatever this was, delusion or some alternate
reality, | was itchy to get moving, to get to
someplace where | hadn't already shown myself to
be a stranger and a whiner. Maybe I'd enjoyed my
encounter with the orcs after all. I was actually
fantasizing about how I would fight against the
next creatures who dared attack me. It wasn't like
me. | had never gone in for barroom brawls or
fighting for its own sake. But when I thought of
these slavering monsters who attacked innocent
people, | danced to a different tune. Did I have the
makings of a hero after all?

Enfry 5—Paws
he sun was just up as I left
Britain. The grass was still
sprinkled with dew and a hazy
mist hung low over the ground.
Colors were more vivid in
Britannia. | had noticed that
from the first. The leaves on the trees were greener.
The sky was a clear azure, punctuated by clouds so
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white it hurt to look at them. Small wildflowers, in
delicate pastel shades, dotted the fields I passed.

Entering the forest was another revelation. The
trees rose high overhead, blocking out the light and
casting long shadows on the ground. The smells were
different, too. Pine, cedar, and a mossy fragrance
permeated the air. Sometimes I caught glimpses of
the wildlife that lived in the forest. But more often
than not I was alone except for the gentle swaying of
tree limbs and ferns that grew close to the ground.

The bucolic nature of the trip didn't last. At the
end of the day, [ was attacked by an orc. He must
have been following me from the time I'd entered
the forest. The ambush was just like the one I'd
experienced outside Lord British’s castle. One
minute he wasn't there; the next, he was.

I decided that the orcs in Britannia must be
related because they all looked the same. Their
faces were grey-green, broad and flat, with ugly,
pushed-up, piggy noses. Dark circles underscored
small, deep-set eyes. Thick rubbery lips framed
darkened teeth and receding gums. The sloping
forehead and shaggy hair didn’t help matters. No,
these were some sorry looking creatures!

The orc threw an axe at me. I tried to duck, but his
aim was above average. The blade sliced through my
tunic and cut into the flesh covering my ribs. I felt
something warm and sticky on my side. Surprisingly,
it didn’t hurt much, but I was worried about tetanus.
The shot I fired back went wide, but the next one hit
its target. Gradually, small wounds peppered the
orc’s skin and blackish-red blood ran from them. He
threw an axe and I responded in kind. We stood
there taking shots at each other, and I didn’t even
realize | was screaming until the battle was over.

It took a few hours for me to pull myself together.
Binding up my wounds took a while, and I needed to
rest and stop shaking. I had read in The Book of
Mystic Wisdom about magic spells. One of them was
a Heal spell, and I thought, What the heck, I'll try it.
I had to look it up again and mix the proper herbs
(reagents, they were called in the book). So I pulled
out ginseng and spider silk, mixed them, and said,
“Heal!” feeling slightly foolish. But damned if the
throbbing in my side didn’t suddenly disappear.
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Hardly daring to believe, I peeked under the
bloody bandage—and there was no wound. My side
was as smooth and whole as it had been before the
orc had sliced me with the axe! Now I became
interested in The Book of Mystic Wisdom for real.
There were powerful-sounding spells in that volume.

Unfortunately, not all the magic words were filled
in. I must have had an early edition of the book, or
so | surmised.

Finally, after getting over my shock at the
discovery of magic that worked, I turned my attention
to the dead orc. I searched him, holding my breath
as | rummaged through his belongings. He had
several rusty axes, a packet of food, and a small
chest of gold. I took the gold and examined the food
packet. It smelled pretty bad. It shouldn’t have
surprised me that orcs would eat some pretty grisly
meals, but this was disgusting. | knew | would need to
stock up on supplies soon.

The battle made me more cautious, jumpy,
actually, and with good reason. The hills and forests
in this part of Britannia turned out to be lousy with
orcs. | must have fought ten or fifteen of them
before I reached the first of the two crude, wooden
bridges I'd seen on the map of the southwest of
Britain. Three days had passed since I'd left the
relative safety of Britain, and I was ready for some
decent food and some sleep. And the gold I'd
scavenged from the dead orcs was really weighing
me down. | decided I'd have to find a bank
somewhere, or else I'd have to spend some of it.
Didn’t Britannia have any paper money?

As | crossed the second bridge, | spotted a small
town to the northeast. Civilization at last. I'd reached
Paws, a small village on the eastern coast of
Britannia. Surrounded by a high stone wall, it held
rough huts and shops. All in all, Paws looked much
smaller and more primitive than Britain.

The streets here weren't covered with straw (let
alone cobblestones, like the main road leading into
Britain), but were simply hard-packed dirt, and a
rainstorm the night before my arrival had turned the
streets to mud. A cart was stuck in the mire and |
helped push it free. Children played in the muck,
laughing at each other as they slipped and fell. The
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townspeople made their way gingerly across the
streets. The women held their skirts up, showing their
ankles and the wooden clogs on their feet. In a few
places, stones and split tree limbs had been placed to
provide slightly cleaner passage.

Hopping from stone to stone, | made my way
toward a small building on the south side of town.
Bins of fruits and vegetables lined the walls. Hams,
onions, sausages, and dried herbs hung from the
ceiling. The smell of fresh-baked bread lingered in the
air. A tall, thin, jovial man in a white apron stood
behind a counter in the center of the store.

“Greetings, friend,” he said. “Can I interest thee in
rations?”

I picked up an apple and sniffed at it. The aroma
was crisp and sweet. | examined it for worm holes,
but found none.

“Yes,” | said. “T'll need supplies for a long journey
overland. Do you have dried provisions?”

“Aye,” he said. “The best in Britannia, and at a
good price.”

[ bit into the apple. It was slightly tart and crunchy,
just the way I like them. The proprietor began moving
through the shop, picking and choosing provisions for
my trip. In a few moments food was piled high in the
center of the counter. | paid him and stuffed the food
into the cloth sack he’d thrown in with the order.

“Thanks for your help,” | said.

“Good luck on thy journey,” he replied.

I stepped back into the sunshine. It took a moment
for my eyes to adjust to the brightness. An armory
stood across the street and | was about to head
toward it when | heard a horse. Turning, | saw a
stable to my right, bordered by a corral. The stable
was made of split logs fitted together. Mud mixed with
straw was packed into the gaps between the logs.

I walked to the edge of the corral and looked a
the horses. These were working horses, stout and
heavy-boned. They looked sturdy and solid. A tall,
heavy-set man walked out of the stable.

“They are beautiful,” he said. “And they run like
the wind.”

“They seem very nice,” I said, “but | don’t know
anything about horses.”

“I could assist thee. See that roan pony over
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there?” He pointed at a reddish-brown horse with a
sprinkling of white on his flanks.

“Yes.”

“That is Mysterious Moe. He is a gentle horse
and well broken. Wouldst thou be interested in
buying him?”

| hadn’t considered riding across country, but I
liked the idea. A horse would be faster and maybe |
could outrun some of those orcs. There was just one
problem—I didn’t know how to ride.

‘I don’t know how to ride.” I'd decided honesty
was the best policy here.

The man shrugged as if it made no difference. “He
is a very forgiving animal.”

“I mean, I've never been on a horse before.”

“It matters not. Thou wilt be able.”

“Says you.”

He wrapped his huge arm around my shoulder—
his hand felt like a Christmas ham—guiding me
gently in the direction of Mysterious Moe. “That I do!
He is a gentle animal and will not throw thee.” |
could swear the horse was studying me as intently as I
was studying it.

“How much?” | asked, after an interval in which
my impetuous side got the better of my good sense.

“One hundred gold pieces. ‘Tis a bargain for so
fine a steed.”

After buying rations, [ was feeling a little broke, but
the idea of riding across Britannia was beginning to
grow on me.

“Okay, but if he throws me, | want my money
back.”

I didn't hear his answer because he was climbing
over the fence and walking toward Mysterious Moe.
Moe just stood there while the man tied a short rope
around his neck and led him to the gate. Shoving the
gate open, he pulled Moe through.

“One hundred gold pieces,” he said.

I counted out the gold and dropped it into his
outstretched hands. Thrusting the rope into my hand,
the man nodded at me, then turned and walked back
to the stable.

Moe looked at me and I looked at him. Both of us
seemed nervous. Okay, so [ was nervous and Moe was
cool as a cucumber. It was going to be a long Quest.
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The crossing to the armory was muddy. By the
time we reached it, Moe was covered up to his knees
in muck. He looked at me balefully as I tied him up
outside. The armory wasn't as elaborate as the one in
Britain. There was no forge for making chain mail
and plate armor, only two long tables covered with
cloth and leather goods. Two men sat at the table
piecing together a leather vest.

“May I interest thee in some armor?” asked one of
the men. He didn’t look up from his sewing. The
round needle punched a hole in the leather and the
man pulled a thick length of cord through.

“How much?” | asked.

He quoted me a price I couldn’t afford. Maybe I
could buy some after I acquired more gold. I was
about to leave the armory when | heard a strange
noise coming from the east side of the shop. The men
acted as if they hadn't heard anything, but I saw one
of them pause ever so slightly in his sewing.

Something was behind the east wall and | wanted
to find out what it was. Hidden doors were the norm
in Britannia and [ searched for one now. It took a few
minutes, but I found it.

The door swung open.

The room was bathed in red, green, and blue light.
Incense floated and swirled in random patterns around
the jars and bottles lining the shelves on the walls. A
wizened old woman sat on a low stool in one corner. |
walked toward her. She raised her head and I realized
with a start that she was blind.

Her milky white eyes gazed at me unseeing, but I
felt she was looking into my soul. Then the moment
passed and she was just an old woman in a small
smoky room.

“May I interest thee in reagents?” she asked.

There was little money left after buying the horse
and supplies, but I'd discovered that traveling in
Britannia was dangerous without spells to cure and
heal. One thing | had done on my trip to Paws was to
study up a little each night in The Book of Muystic
Wisdom. | figured that as long as | was on this Quest I
might as well play by the ground rules, one of which
was that magic worked.

After purchasing what reagents I could afford, I
went to one corner of the shop and mixed together a



number of spell-casting combinations. It took a few
tries to get the mixtures just right, but after I had the
hang of it, none of my spells fizzled. I didn’t want to
be caught outside without having some spells
prepared.

The remainder of the day I spent getting to know
many of the townspeople. Zair the Wise told me more
about the Codex and something called the Three-Part
Key. | found out about Mystic Armor from Lady
Tessa. And Barren told me where to find the Rune of
Humility: in the southeastern corner of town, in the
small hills.

The rune was where Barren had said it would be.

With a small part of my Quest completed, I
decided to go back to Britannia to see Lord British.
The castle had become my touchstone—I knew I
would always be safe and protected there.

Enfry 6—The Shrine
of Compassion and
the Quest Begins

iding back to Britain took about
half the time it had when I was
on foot. I did outrun some
orcs, but others were able to
ambush me and I had to fight. Though I was wounded
during these fights, none of my injuries were serious
enough to prevent me from riding on to Lord
British’s castle. I trusted that he would heal my
wounds when [ saw him, so I saved my reagents for
real emergencies.

The court was interested in news from other
towns, so when I arrived | was the center of attention
for several days. I was relieved when the interest
finally died down and I could spend some time alone.
Lord British listened intently to what I had learned in
Paws, but he offered little more information about
my Quest. Resting at his castle was pleasant, but I
quickly grew restless. The time soon came for me to

resume my explorations.
o

——

o o

I rode east from Lord British's castle as the sun
was reaching its peak. It was a beautiful fall day; the
air was crisp and took the heat out of the sunshine. I
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was heading for the first of the two bridges that would
lead me to the Shrine of Compassion. During my stay
in Britain I'd learned the location of the shrine
from Shapero and I intended to go there and
learn its secrets.

Of course, if I had paid any attention to the
book I'd read about the history of Britannia, I would
have realized that this journey would be dangerous.

I passed a circle of stones like the ones I'd found
near my car, before I came to Britannia. (Odd how
that felt like years ago, in another life.) |
dismounted and ate some rations. While [ was
there, a blue shimmering doorway appeared in the
center of the circle of stones. The hair on the back
of my neck stood up and the air smelled like rain.
Muysterious Moe whinnied and pulled at his tether.
Then the doorway disappeared again. | wondered
what would happen if I stepped through the
doorway, but I didn’t want to try. Not just now.
Another memory came flooding back—the last time
I'd stepped through one of those doors, I'd ended
up here in Britannia.

The doors must be some sort of teleportation
device, a link between dimensions. The thought
crossed my mind that one of these doors could take
me home, but I filed the thought away for later—I had
a Quest to complete. | had even gotten mor¢
accustomed to Kkilling . . . orcs, at least. | didn't haw
violent reactions any more. I'd found that my trusty
slingshot rarely let me down. Funny. I'd never thought
I'd enjoy this kind of life—fighting, sleeping outdoors,
no cars, no fast food, no MTV—but I did.

I stood and brushed the crumbs from my lunch off
my pants, then untied Moe and pulled myself onto
his back. I leaned forward and patted his neck. He
shook his mane and tugged at his bridle. The
decision to buy Moe had been a good one. He was
proving to be more than just transportation; I'¢
become attached to him.

The first of the two bridges leading to the Shrin¢
of Compassion was in front of me. When I started to
cross it | was attacked again. This time there were two
orcs and an even meaner-looking troll. Ugly as sin, a
three of them. I didn’t waste any time talking, I jus
started shooting. Perhaps | was a little nervous. I don!



know. At any rate, my aim was off, and they
seemed to be better at hitting me with their axes
than | had come to expect. I had cuts and bruises all
over my body by the time I finally killed them. A
couple of nasty gashes criss-crossed my upper arms
and chest, but other than that I seemed to be fine.
They hadn’t hit me solidly, just a lot of glancing
blows. Once again I searched the bodies of my slain
foes and found chests filled with gold. Then I
bandaged my injuries and rode on toward the shrine.

After crossing the bridge, I found myself at the
edge of a forest. There didn’t seem to be any way to
pass around it. So, after a moment of hesitation, I
plunged in among the thick foliage, finding it cooler
under the trees, and darker. | guided Moe northeast
and we cleared a path as we went.

I was beginning to enjoy this part of the Quest.
Riding through a cool forest on a crisp fall day didn’t
seem like a bad way to spend some time. The stable
master had been right. I already felt as if I'd always
been a rider. And Moe seemed to be in high spirits.
He pranced through the woods, his hooves making
thudding noises in the leaves that carpeted the
forest floor. Then I noticed the birds had stopped
singing. All the usual sounds of the forest had died
away, too. The only sound was Moe's hooves. Even
the wind seemed to have stopped.

And then the mage attacked.

His first attack knocked me off Mysterious Moe
and sent me tumbling end over end. For a moment, |
lay on my back, the breath knocked out of me,
then [ started to pull out my slingshot. But he had
already cast another spell. I felt as if my muscles
were being ripped out. I fired off a shot at him,
wishing I had the ingredients for an offensive spell,
but he dodged the rock from my slingshot easily.
He gestured at me and I ducked behind a tree in
time to feel something hot pass by my head.

Moe's high-pitched whinny pierced the air and I
knew he’d been hit. Anger surged through me. It was
one thing to attack me, but to attack a defenseless
animal really made my blood boil.

[ knew | didn't have a lot of time. The mage was
obviously more powerful and dangerous than I was.
All I had was a stupid slingshot. I made a mental
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note to pick up something more deadly as soon as
possible.

I fired another volley of stones at him and his
eye collapsed into a small hole of black. Blood ran
down the front of his face. It was a lucky shot; he
crumpled like a rag doll. I didn’t feel the surge of
nausea this time. It was getting easier for me to Kill,
but I didn’t like the other feeling I had—that I'd
enjoyed it. There was no question that he'd deserved
what he got, though. It had been him or me.

I looked myself over. My clothes were a mess,
burned and singed from the fireball I'd dodged. Some
of my hair had also been scorched away and the skin
underneath felt swollen and tender. I had more
contusions than before and these were ugly and
raw, as if they'd been made by a rough-edged
instrument. I knew I had to rest up, otherwise I
wouldn’t be able to heal.

Then | examined Moe. A long, jagged wound ran
across his left rear flank. The muscles under his skin
twitched when I touched the area, but he didn't move.
He craned his neck around and nuzzled me as
though for comfort. I reached out and stroked his
velvet nose. There was pain in his soft brown eyes.

I didn’t want to make camp here, so close to a
dead body. It was sure to attract wild animals and
other scavengers. And [ really didn’t want to be
around in case the mage had buddies. | took Moe’s
bridle and together we staggered through the trees a
suitable distance until we found a small clearing.
Exhausted, | flopped down onto the forest floor and
covered myself with my cloak. It didn’t matter that the
ground was hard and rocky—I was asleep instantly.

I floated in darkness, dreaming of smog, and of
telephones that became slingshots, and of beautiful
women who became fortune-telling hags. Then
someone was shaking me. | woke to find Moe pushing
at me with his nose, trying to rouse me. He pawed at
the ground, then shook his head.

“I suppose you're ready to go,”

Moe nodded.

“Like you can understand me, right,”
cocked his head to one side and waited.

“All right. I'm coming.”

I sat up and winced. | was sore and stiff, but to my

I said aloud.

I said. Moe
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amazement, my wounds had somehow healed during
the night. There were scars criss-crossing my torso
and arms where I'd been wounded, but they had
the pink color of freshly healed skin. I didn't know
what was in the air in Britannia, but it was pretty
incredible stuff.

I decided we would make our way as quickly as
possible to the Shrine of Compassion. If my dead
reckoning was correct, it was nearby.

It took us all morning to slog through the forest. At
the eastern edge, | saw the second bridge leading to
the shrine. It was surrounded by marshes.

I rode into the marsh. The goo sucked at Moe's
hooves and as he lifted them noxious gas oozed
from the ground. A sudden wave of dizziness hit
me and the world swam before my eyes. Poison! It
hit me instantly.

I had to get out of the marsh, but I couldn’t go
back to the forest in the shape I was in. Somehow I
managed to stagger across the bridge and out of the
swamp, but [ was still in bad shape.

There had to be a cure for this swamp sickness. |
didn't want to die out here alone. I sank to my knees.

Okay, I thought. Let's try magic. This is a magical
world and magic should be able to fix me up.

Sweat rolled into my eyes and my hands were
shaking as | pulled out The Book of Mystic
Wisdom. 1 flipped through the pages quickly,
looking for the instructions for the Cure spell.
Naturally, I'd forgotten the procedure to cast the
spell. My head was beginning to throb and burn.
The text blurred and the edges of the pages grew
dark. I struggled to hang on long enough—then I
found it.

I said my name aloud, as prescribed in the
book. I pulled a ginseng-and-garlic mixture from
the bag and smoothed it over my body. A light
appeared at my feet and slowly started to move
up. As it rose, | felt the strength flow back into my
limbs. My mottled skin regained its normal color
and my breathing grew easier. The queasiness
faded and a sense of well-being permeated me. By
the time the light had passed over my head and
dissipated, | was free of the poison. | was cured, but
not healed. It would take some rest for me to regain

32

my full strength. But I knew I was close to the shrine
and | wasn't going to rest until I reached it.

I walked over to Moe to see if he needed any help,
but he seemed okay. Pulling myself into the saddle, |
turned south.

A small ridge of mountains rose up before me. |
started toward them and soon found a path worn into
the rock. I followed it south, then east, then around
a turn to the north. And there was the Shrine of
Compassion.

I rested that night outside the shrine, and entered
it the next morning. A large stone ankh dominated
the center of the shrine. It was surrounded by a
circle of white quartz-like rocks like the ones that
surrounded the strange blue doorways.

I don’t remember what happened to me in the
shrine, only that | was granted a vision. [ came away
from my meditations with a sense of peace and the
feeling that | must return to the shrine again.

I camped outside of the shrine for the rest of the
day. The next morning I packed up my gear and rode
east. Only a short time later, an impassable mountain
range blocked my progress. And when I finally found
a way through the terrain, there was water I couldn't
cross. After several hours of searching the area, |
came to the conclusion that I wasn’t going to go any
farther in this direction. I couldn’t find a passage
through the mountains, and I didn’t have a boat to
carry me and Moe across the water. Frustrated and
tired, | turned around and headed back toward the
shrine. It was the only landmark I had in the area and
I needed it to find my way back to Britain.

Entry 7-In the Wilds

he way back to the Shrine of
Compassion was an endless
procession of orcs, trolls, and
all kinds of foul creatures. The
mountains and forests were
crawling with trolls and orcs. |
discovered the joys of fighting ettins (nasty two-
headed guys with a bad attitude and great aim with a
boulder). Distinctly less joyful were battles with
headless creatures endowed with huge torsos and
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burly arms that ended in talon-like fingers. Naked
and dumb, they never stopped fighting until they
were dead.

Occasionally, Moe and | were able to outrun a
group of monsters. But often that seemed to drive us
into the arms of something worse.

The Quest was going to be tough to complete in
one piece. Maybe if I died, I would wake up back
home. The idea appealed to me, but I didn’t really
want to die trying to find out. Besides, I didn't want to
leave Moe out here by himself.

We headed north from the bridges leading to the
Shrine of Compassion. We were about three days
away from Britain, to the east. The map showed that
we might be able to go around the large inland sea,
through the deep forest, and toward the range of
mountains to the east. As always, 1 had to fight my
way through trolls, headlesses, orcs, rogues, and
renegade mages. Each battle brought me closer to
death, but I always managed to hang on. Moe was
getting good at hiding during battles. When the
battle was won, I'd whistle and he'd come running.

The gold I had accumulated was going to buy
me a bow. Maybe even a crossbow. We needed
better protection.

I was already wounded from a battle with an evil
wizard. A review of the history of Britannia told me
that renegade mages used the magic of Britannia for
evil purposes, so | felt just a little virtuous when I
managed to defeat one in battle. Unfortunately, the
fight left me weak and badly wounded, but I pushed
on instead of resting and healing. I was getting
pretty cocky until | came up against my first balron.

He swooped down from the sky, his leathery
wings blowing gales of wind at me. Horns grew from
his head and his eyes glowed yellow. Six-inch-long
fangs protruded from his mouth and his smile
revealed rows of razor-sharp teeth. That smile sent
chills down my spine.

Moe let out a noise that sounded like a scream. He
reared up on his back legs and | tightened my knees
to keep from sliding off. When he came back onto his
forelegs, I jumped off his back and smacked his rump
to make him run away. But there was no place for
him to go. We were in a small mountain pass with
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sheer mountain faces all around us. The only way out
was through the balron.

The balron threw back his head and laughed—|
guess it was laughter, but it was like no sound I'd
heard before. | was tired, injured, no match for
him—and he knew it. He circled around me lazily,
toying with me. I wanted to run, but I realized that
he would just hunt me down. Besides, there was
something about him that got my back up. I'd be
damned if I'd let him see that [ was afraid. And | had
to protect Moe.

I stood my ground and readied my slingsho
wishing for the millionth time that I had a better
weapon. He gestured at me and I felt my body catch
fire. I screamed and beat at my clothes, but it didn!
do any good. With the last bit of strength I had, I firef
off a volley. It hit him, but didn’t have any effect. He
gestured at me again and the world went black.

8—BacRk at

Lord British’'s Castle
verything was dark. | heard
voice calling my name. The
there was a rushing sensatiof
as though I were flying a
swimming up from the bottor
of a very deep pool. | opened my eyes and foun:
myself in Lord British's castle.

“Wha . . . What happened?” My tongue felt thid
and clumsy.

“I have brought thee back from the brink,” sai
Lord British. “Thou shouldst be more careful on th
adventures. | was able to salvage some of th
belongings, but not all. Good luck on thy Quest.”

“The Quest,” I began. “I've failed. I've failed you.
don’t think I'm the one for this Quest. | almost g
myself killed and I've only been on the Quest for!
couple of weeks. Maybe someone else should go &
the Quest.”

Lord British didn't say anything. He just lookedé
me with an understanding expression that made m
nervous.

“I think thou wilt find that thy experiences hai
tempered thee.”
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I felt like a failure. “I don’t know.”

“Good luck on thy Quest. Remember to come to
me shouldst thou need assistance.”

‘Bt

Of course it was too late. He had already turned to
another courtier and was deep in conversation. There
wasn't any other choice but to continue. And though
[ didn’t want to admit it, | wanted to go on.

My legs were wobbly as I left the throne room and
went to the room I'd begun to think of as my own. I
checked my supplies. The runes were still there,
along with my sling and clothes. I was missing all the
gold I'd accumulated from my battles and some of
my food. Except for the knowledge I'd gained during
my battles, I was pretty much back to square one.

Then | realized 1 was missing something else—
Mysterious Moe. | ran down the hall and burst into the
throne room. Courtiers looked up from their
conversations and a hush fell over the room. Even the
jugglers dropped their clubs.

“Muysterious Moe,” I gasped.

“Who?” asked Lord British.

“My horse. Mysterious Moe.”

Lord British got a pained expression on his face.

“I am sorry. | could not save thy horse.”

I had suspected as much but didn’t want to face
the truth. Mysterious Moe, with his soft brown eyes
and uneven canter, was dead. My eyes stung and
the lump in my throat was choking me. There was
nothing left to do but go rest up and start again
tomorrow. | walked from the room on stiff legs, my
body painfully held erect. I didn't want to dwell on
my loss; instead I chose to push the pain aside and
concentrate on the Quest.

I thought about what I'd learned so far. One
thing I knew was that I'd need better weapons if I
hoped to survive the wilds of Britannia. A bow, or
even a crossbow, would be a good choice, but that
cost money, which meant killing more monsters.
Killing monsters wasn’t particularly repugnant to
me now, especially if the monsters were balrons.
How I would kill a balron wasn't clear to me, but the
very thought of it made me smile. I was still smiling
when [ fell asleep.
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Enfry 9—The Shrine
of Sacrifice
he next day I set out on the
Quest again. | made my way
east, then north, back to the
range of mountains where I'd
lost Moe. It was cold in the
mountains. Though it was still early fall, here in the
mountains it felt more like the dead of winter. |
pulled my cloak tight and tucked my chin into my
neck, but it didn’t help much. Errant gusts of wind
still blew down my back, making me shiver. It had
been a difficult journey so far, but I was getting
used to battling my way cross-country.

I discovered that Lord British had been right—
was changing, becoming stronger and more adep
at the use of weapons and magic. There wer
limits to what I could do, of course, but | was stronge
than before.

I pushed on through the mountains hoping!
would meet the balron again. I wanted him dead, o
as dead as something that unnatural could get. But'
didn’t get the chance. As I traveled east, the mountain
gradually sloped down into hills, then into smoott
grassland dotted with trees.

Wandering aimlessly about was not a good ida
and | wanted to find a village or town to rest in.
knew that towns were often located near water, so
started south, toward the sea. Also, I wanted to geta
far away from the cold as I could. Sometimes whe
you're not looking for something you find it, whid
was how I discovered the Shrine of Sacrifice.

The Shrine of Sacrifice sat serenely across a sma
footbridge in a grove of trees. The fact that the sit
was so peaceful should have made me wary, but!
didn’t. I started across the bridge and was ambushe
by a couple of orcs. You could hardly cross a bridgei
Britannia without fighting a pack of orcs or trolls ¢
both). I don't know why I didn't think of it before '
started across. | won that battle, but | was getting tire
of killing orcs. |

The Shrine of Sacrifice was just like the Shrine!
Compassion—a large ankh in the center of a ring( ¢
white stones. I discovered I couldn't enter the shrit |
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without the appropriate rune and Mantra, so | drew a
small map to guide me back here later. I knew I'd
have to come back.

A small grove of trees just north of the shrine
looked like a nice place to camp, so | settled down for
a short rest. Both moons were dark that night and I
had just lain down to rest when a strange
phenomenon occurred. Small mushrooms began
sprouting up all over the forest floor. | remembered
reading in The Book of Mystic Wisdom about
nightshade, a reagent so deadly and potent that it
could only be harvested when the moons were
dark. I grabbed as many of these small mushrooms
as | could. Though I had no idea how to use them
vet, | planned to make a careful study of the spells in
The Book of Mystic Wisdom to see what
nightshade could do.

The next morning | made my way south again.
Eventually I came to a small town.

Entry 10—Vesper

his town was about the size of
Paws, and was also ringed by
a high stone wall. As in
Britain and Paws, the guards
at the front gates didn’t
interfere with me.

| went north on the well-worn path that cut
through the grass. There weren'’t regular streets
here, just paths worn by constant use. At the
northernmost point in town | found a double
throne. Seated on the throne were two mages. As
mages go, they were fairly typical. Robes, great
staff, book of lore, long beard. They eyed me
impassively as | approached.

“Hello,” I said.

“Greetings,” one of them replied. “I am Twin
Gates.”

“Wihere am 1?” | asked. “This town isn’t on my
map.”

Inclining his head, the mage acknowledged my
comment. The other looked amused. “Thou art in
Vesper. Hast thou come a great way?”

“Yes, | have.” Little did he know.
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“We are honored by the visit of the one on the
Quest,” he stated with some formality.

I was beginning to wonder if | had “Quest” written
across my forehead.

“Do you know anything about the Quest?”

“I am afraid I cannot help thee,” replied the other
mage.

“Well, thanks anyway.” I would have expected
these two to know something, but I struck out with
them.

I turned and walked into the center of town.
Vesper consisted of some small huts and a central
marketplace. Several shepherds were gathered
together in a corner of the courtyard. They smiled at
me and gestured for me to join them.

“I am Plain,” said the smallest man in the group.
“This is Simple, Gem, Joseph, and Randal.”

“Hello,” I said, acknowledging them all and
squatting on the grass with them. “Why are you
here?”

“I am on a pilgrimage,” said Joseph. “Dost thou
know that there is no Shrine of Pride?”

“No.”

“Pride is not a Virtue of the Avatar.”

“Pride has no virtue,” Plain said. “That is why
Magincia was destroyed. Humility is the virtue that
remains.”

“But what about the Shrine,” I asked. I knew I
would need to know later.

“The Shrine of Humility lies on the north bank of
the Isle of the Abyss and is guarded by endless
hordes of daemons. It is off the coast southeast of
Britannia,” said Simple.

“Endless hordes of Baemons?” | asked.

“Beware.”

“What about the Mantra?” I asked.

“Since Humiility is the opposite of Pride, so it is
with its Mantra,”said Gem.

“But I don’t know the Mantra for Pride.”

“When you do, reverse it.” Riddles, | hate riddles.
Oh, well. [ decided it was better than being bored.

I thanked them for their help and got to my feet.
Brushing the grass off my pants | walked toward the
arms shop ahead of me. | asked about crossbows, but
they didn’t have any. I bought a bow instead, thanked
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the man for his time, and exited the shop. There were
narrow corridors on either side of the arms shop.
Down one was a small inn; down the other, a tavern
and the shop that really made my trip to Vesper
worthwhile.

Behind the armorer’s shop was a Guild shop.
Though what guild I wasn't certain. They didn’t say.

Compasses, rope, bells, and various pieces of
nautical equipment were piled on shelves or hung
from the ceiling on the left side of the room. A long
glass-topped case ran along the right side of the
room. Under the glass, multi-faceted jewels glowed
in the dim lamp light. Next to the jewels were keys
on oversized round key rings. Row upon row of
torches lined the walls like soldiers at attention.
The man who slouched behind the counter was
anything but soldierly.

“Avast ye, mate! Sure ye wish to Buy from Ol
Long John Leary?”

The speaker had several days’ growth of beard. He
sported an eye patch and a peg leg. I thought I'd been
dropped into Treasure Island for a moment. Every
time he opened his mouth | caught the distinct
aroma of rum.

“Welcome to the Guild shop. Like to see me
goods?”

I stood for a moment with my mouth working, but
no sounds came out.

“C’'mon, mate. What'll it be? Ye look like a fish
gaspin’ fer water. Like to see me goods?” he
repeated.

“Yes,” | managed to get out.

“Good, mate. Here's what | got: torches, magic
keys, magic gems. Wanna buy?”

“What does a magic key do?” I asked.

“Opens any locked door ye might encounter,
mate. A handy tool depending on yer occupation.”

“And the gems?”

“Ah, that’s a secret, mate. Ye don’t want Long
John to give everything away.”

I looked over the tray he put in front of me. If |
ended up in the dungeons, the torches would
probably come in handy. And if I didn’t know what
the gems did, I figured I'd rather have some than
find out | needed one at a bad time. The keys |

knew would come in handy—I'd already run across
locked doors.

“What about something to help me figure ou
where [ am?”

“Ah, ye mean a sextant. Aye, | have one of those
It'll cost ye 900 gold pieces.”

“Nine hundred gold pieces!”

“That’s the price, mate. Take it or leave it.”

This was a great shop. Lots of new items, ant
they mostly looked handy. But I didn't have enougt
gold for all that stuff, especially the sextant. I didn!
even consider stealing from the townsfolk, who were
for the most part, trusting. I'd realized after taking tht
King's gold that I couldn’t do that again. So I spent#
few days around Vesper hunting down orcs and othe
nasties and getting their gold.

[ know it sounds a little predatory, but I'd learna
that the evil creatures that roamed the wildernes
were a danger not only to me but to the innocen
citizens of the land. By ridding Britannia of thes
monsters, | was helping the good folk. No doub:
Hawkwind would say my Valor had increased, ant
perhaps some of my other attributes as well. Chal
one up to enlightened self-interest.

Finally I returned to the Guild Shop and purchase
the sextant and as many of the other items as I cout
afford. This little shopping spree took me down to m
last gold piece, but I had decided to return to Britain.
wasn't thrilled about it, but somehow I knew I needs
to see Lord British again and tell him what I'd learna:
about the Quest. | knew there would be battles—an
treasure—along the way.

| stayed for a few more days in Vesper befor
returning to Britain. The shepherd Serville was ver
helpful, even though I had to promise not to reveal Il
hidden location.
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Editor’s Note
Once he acquired a sextant, the Avatar kept a
record of the latitude and longitude of each place
he visited. The latitudes and longitudes of the
places of importance in Britannia can be found in
the back of this volume.

Enfry 11—Locke Lake
and Cove
he people in Vesper treated me
well, but my wounds were
healed and I was getting
restless again. Since I'd agreed
to undertake this Quest I'd
found myself unable to stay
too long in any one place. The need to reach the
Quest’s conclusion drove me onward.

It was late fall when I left Vesper. The leaves on
the trees had turned and the forest was on fire with
golds, reds, and yellows. Underfoot the fallen leaves
crunched and crumbled to dust. The air was cold at
night and I was glad I'd thought to buy a wool cloak
in Vesper.

| stopped and gathered more nightshade near the
Shrine of Sacrifice before I made my way into the
mountains. The thought of getting snowbound in the
mountains terrified me. Visions of the Donner party
wandered through my dreams and | hurried to get
through the higher elevations before first snowfall.

It was bitter cold in the mountains. My breath
formed little clouds in front of my face and after a few
hours my feet and hands were numb. But I kept
pushing forward. It wasn'’t just the cold that drove me
on—it was the thought of meeting another balron.
With my stiff hands and feet I would be an even easier
target than before. I'd gotten over some of my anger
at Moe's death and my more rational side knew that
looking for an encounter with a balron was stupid.

| reached the edge of the mountains after three
days without rest. The air grew progressively warmer
as | made my way through the hills. By the time I
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reached level ground, I was exhausted. Making camp
at the foot of the mountains may not have been the
wisest thing to do, but I wasn't feeling wise, just tired.
The night passed uneventfully and I awoke the next
morning feeling much more like myself. The magical
properties of Britannia helped me grow stronger
every day.

To the west of the mountains was Locke Lake. |
had managed to decipher enough of the runes to
make out the names of most of the places on the
map. Locke Lake was ringed with poisonous swamps,
so | skirted the lake and made my way around the
northern edge. Orcs lived in these woods and I knew
they'd be after me if I didn’t move quickly.

As | made my way south along the western shore,
I caught a glimpse of something moving on the waves
of the lake. At first I thought it was a figment of my
imagination, but then it moved again. Finally it came
close enough that I could see that it was a small ship.
The sail was puffed out and the ship moved quickly

“Sail North
*Turn Hest
*Fire-North
CANNON HIT!
“Fire-North

*SOUTH HIND<

over the water. At the top of the mast a small flag
whipped about in the breeze. The flag was black with
a white skull and crossbones centered in the middle.
The Jolly Roger. It was a pirate ship.

I had just realized this when the ship’s cannon
fired. A cannonball landed in front of me, sending up
a huge plume of dirt and knocking me on my back.
The force of my fall onto the cold ground knocked the



breath out of me. Lying there gasping for air, I
wondered what I'd done to provoke them. Then |
realized it didn’t matter. They were going to kill me
if I didn't get up and defend myself.

I rolled over and pushed myself up. Lungs burning
and legs weak, I struggled to my feet. Another
cannonball landed. Dirt flew, tufts of grass jumped
into the air, the earth rocked. A small crater appeared
in the ground and my ears rang from the sound. 1 fell
forward and began crawling. Silver dots swam before
my eyes. | waited for another explosion, but the
cannons fell silent.

Why hadn’t they killed me? I rolled over and
looked in the direction of the pirate ship. The boat
had pulled even with the shore and a gangplank was
being lowered. They were going to come ashore and
finish me off.

| crawled forward and crouched behind a tree. It
was time to analyze my options. | wasn't dead, but |
was pretty beat up. If I waited and let them come at
me, | would lose the element of surprise and any hope
I had of surviving. Gathering my courage, I leapt out
from behind the tree and charged the boat.

The pirates turned and looked at me, their mouths
open in surprise. I'd expected a whole crew to come
charging at me, but only two men were visible on
board. Charging up the gangplank, I fired one arrow
after another from my bow, but the pirates proved to
be a lot tougher than most of the people and
creatures I'd encountered in Britannia.

I had little time to think about pirate durability; all
my thoughts were instantly centered on dodging
pirate attacks. They were better armed than I and had
no interest in taking prisoners. Our blood splattered
the deck, making it slick. My arrows continued to find
their mark. My bow arm grew tired, but by this time
the pirates were in worse shape. | tried to keep my
distance from them and keep the arrows flying. One
particularly macho pirate slipped in his own blood, but
just laughed and applied his weapon more fiercely
than before. &

[ was getting weaker by the minute and needed to
end this battle quickly. In a frenzied spurt, I launched
arrow after arrow. My blind panic lasted long enough
for me to defeat the pirates, but I found myself
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wounded and in need of rest. | made sure the pirate
boat was firmly anchored then collapsed gratefull
into slumber without even bothering to light a fire. M
last thought was that I would have been dead if I
tried to fight the pirates with the slingshot.

L

The next morning was overcast and grey. My muscle
were stiff, but otherwise I felt fine. After a quic
breakfast, I boarded my new boat and looked around

She was a tidy vessel. The pirates had taken goo
care of her. The rigging on the main mast had becom
tangled during the night and it took me a while t
straighten it out. Apparently the pirates hadn't ha
enough time to secure all the lines before the
attacked. Casting off from shore, I raised the sail an
let it catch the morning breeze. The wind ruffled m
hair and my cloak billowed behind me. It was just lik
with the horse. Somehow I found myself knowing jus
what to do, and | was sailing like a bloody pirat
myself. | began to search for a tributary that woul
take me out to sea. Now that I had a boat, | coul
reach the islands off the mainland and pursue mor
information about the Quest.

I soon discovered that orcs and rogues who live
along the water’s edge could do an astonishin
amount of damage to me, even from the shor
Careful sailing kept me from getting too close. Sailin
clockwise, | made my way around the lake.

Marsh and woodlands dominated the northen
edge of the lake. To the east, steep cliffs rose out g
the water. 1 rounded the eastern shore and heada
southwest. Soon | saw the Shrine of Compassia
nestled among the high cliffs. It glowed softly i
the grey light. It was possible to reach the shrin
from the lake, and I filed that information away fo
future reference.

An estuary on the southern edge of the lak
flowed south; I swung the boat around and steered!
carefully into the small opening.

Navigating this passage was tricky and I feare
losing the bottom of the hull in the shallow water.
hoped this was my way out of the lake. | wanted I
get to open sea and make my way to the islant
offshore. Following the stream, I turned south, the



east, before stopping abruptly at a small inlet. Sheer-
faced mountains surrounded the inlet on three sides.
Huddled against the cliffs was a tiny village.

The village wasn't marked on my map, and none
of the people I'd talked to so far had mentioned its
existence. | dropped the anchor and tied the lead line
to an iron post I found sticking out of the ground.
When | jumped ashore, the earth seemed to move. |
was concerned until [ realized that my time at sea had
left me unused to walking on solid ground.

Cautiously I approached the village. I was getting
accustomed to being jumped by all kinds of Britannian
monsters. To my relief, I made it to the path leading into
the village without encountering anyone or anything.

The village was small. There were only two stone
buildings. Unlike every other Britannian town, this
one had no surrounding walls. I guess the residents
figured they were well protected between the lake
and the cliffs. A footpath led into the village. The
grass was barely worn, as though there were little
traffic to flatten it out.

A grove of trees grew off to the south of the path.
To the north, a small pond glistened in the
slanting afternoon sun. In front of me a small druid
stood on a wooden bridge which passed over a
fast-running stream. All this was pretty much in
keeping with the usual Britannian style of things,
except for the seahorse that bobbed lazily in the
stream. The short druid was leaning over the
bridge talking to the seahorse. Talking to a
seahorse? What next?

The conversation must have been pretty amusing
because as I walked up, both threw their heads back
and laughed. Or rather the druid laughed; the
seahorse produced something between a whinny and
a nicker that sounded remarkably like a guffaw.

“Mind if I interrupt?” I asked. I was trying to be
nonchalant about the talking-seahorse business.

“Not at all,” said the druid. “I am Frontis. It is my
duty to welcome thee to Cove, the hidden city of
Wisdom.”

“Hidden is right. If [ hadn’t run across that pirate
ship I might never have gotten here.”

“Oh, there are other ways to reach us,” Frontis
said. “Thou couldst have come through the whirlpool.”
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“Whirlpoal? Never mind, I don't think I want to
know. Who's your friend?” I gestured to the seahorse.

“That is Blissful,” replied Frontis.

“Nice to meet you, Blissful,” I said.

“And thou. Art thou on the Quest?” asked the
seahorse.

“Yes. Does everyone in Britannia know about this
Quest?”

“The shrine ankh knows how to enter the Chamber
of the Codex.”

“ Slhrine ankh?” | asked.

“We have a shrine here in Cove. Perhaps he speaks
of that,” said Frontis.

“Meditate at the Shrines of Honesty, Compassion,
and Valor for three cycles to learn how to enter,” said
Blissful.

With that, the seahorse plunged back into the
water, sending up a spray that splashed Frontis and
me. | wiped futilely at my clothes, but they were pretty
well soaked.

Frontis laughed and shook his wet hair.

“‘Tis the way of seahorses. Wilt thou be staying
with us for a while?”

“At least until [ dry out and have a look around.
I've discovered that a lot of people in Britannia have
information about my Quest.”

“Thou art welcome to stay as long as thou desirest.”

“Thanks. And thank Blissful for the bath next time
you see him.”

Frontis chuckled and walked away from me.

I walked over the bridge and turned north into the
shrine.

The shrine was a building made of white marble.
Red light pulsated, casting an eerie glow in the room.
The light was coming from a series of force fields that
protected alcoves running the length of the walls.
Don’t ask me how I knew they were force fields.
Maybe from watching Star Trek reruns. Or perhaps it
was part of the mysterious knowledge that I kept
dredging up from nowhere. And then | began to
wonder why there were force fields here. Was
someone trying to protect something?

A large stone ankh stood at one end of the shrine.
As [ approached, | was overcome by a sense of peace
and well-being. The desire to meditate at the shrine
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washed over me. | concentrated and freed my mind
of all thoughts. The ankh reached out and connected
with me. I know we communicated, but I am unable
to recall the conversation. The only thing | remembered
was that something was said about the Codex of
Ultimate Wisdom.

Eventually this connection was broken and I went
back to exploring the shrine.

To the left of the ankh was one of the six force
fields in the room. It glowed red and ominous. I stuck
my hand into the field. A roaring sound thundered in
my ears. My hand burned as if it were on fire. |
opened my mouth to scream, but no sound came.
Cursing, [ tried to pull my hand out of the field.
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Though it took only a moment to wrench my ha
free, the pain made it seem longer.

Somebody wanted to keep me from finding wh:
was behind this field—which gave me a powerful it
to discover those secrets. | had a sudden though
Reaching into my satchel, | pulled out The Book ¢
Mystic Wisdom. | remembered seeing a spell fo
removing force fields. | found it, mixed together
necessary reagents and cast the spell.

The field flickered, then shattered into a million piece
with a crackling sound and fell to the floor. A mome
later, the pieces faded and disappeared, making a mute
popping sound. It was eerie. Cautiously, | steppe
forward and found myself in a small alcove.




Why would a force field be protecting an empty
alcove? I thought. Unless, of course, everything
here isn’t what it seems.

| ran my hands along the wall. The stone was
smooth and even under my fingertips. Then I
studied the face of the wall. On the western wall I
discovered what I had been looking for—the latch to
the hidden door.

The wall swung away from me into the room
beyond. A gust of stale air blew out. Poking my head
into the room, [ discovered a candle. It was made of
golden-white beeswax and rested on a filigreed stand
embedded with cabochon rubies and sapphires. A
crystal dome covered the candle and fit neatly into the
base on which it rested. A small engraved plate on the
base said: Candle of Love.

An overwhelming urge to take the candle flowed
through me.

Should I take this? 1 wondered. Would it be
honest?

Then another thought occurred to me—that this
was an item of importance to the Quest. I had no
rational reason to think this, just a strong sense of the
rightness of the notion.

Gently, almost reverently, I wrapped the candle
up and slipped it into my knapsack. I left the shrine
and continued my investigation of Cove.

o 0 o

In the grove of trees, | found a group of mages.
They were sitting around a small fire discussing
Virtue, the Axiom, and the One True Principle. Their
names were Spellbind, Shaman, Charm, and Circe.

“The One Pure Axiom encompasses all things.”
said Charm, a pretty woman with black eyes and dark
hair.

“Yes, but one must know the combination of the
three Jrinciples of Wirtue,” said Spellbind, a tall mage
with long brown hair.

“The One Pure Axiom is more endless than the
changing tides, more eternal than day and night,”
replied Shaman, who wore a serious expression. He
interrupted as though Spellbind hadn’t said anything.

Circe sat apart from the rest. A mysterious smile
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spread across her face as she listened to her
companions. | asked what her opinion of the
Principles was and she whispered it in my ear. Later,
after we had eaten, I thanked them for their
hospitality and continued looking around.

My search through Cove introduced me to many
interesting people. Merlin told me where to find the
black Stone. Sloven knew of another Stone and told
me who might reveal its location. Mentorian told me
the @ate spell with the understanding that 1 would
not reveal its ingredients. | have kept that promise.

Brother Zair had information on how I might
discover the Mord of Passage needed to enter the
last chamber of the Stygian Abyss. He told me to see
the Kings of the castles that represent the three
Principles. Each King only knew one of the three
syllables. Allen, a small boy I had to search the town
diligently to find, told me I needed a ship to reach
the Abyss.

The inhabitants of Cove had much to tell me about
my Quest and | was glad I had found the village. As |
sailed away, I thought I saw Blissful, the seahorse,
following my ship, but it must had been a trick of the
light. Or maybe of the mind.

Through much arcane research, we were able to
discover the reagents needed to perform the Gate
spell the Avatar mentions. Mix together one part
each: ash, black pearl, and mandrake root. Then
the caster must invoke the phase of the moongate
he wishes to travel to. The Gate spell is very
debilitating and may only be performed by
experienced mages.
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Entry 12—The
[ffoongate and Yew
ne of the advantages of having the
boat was that | was able to sail
straight to the western shore of
Locke Lake without going
through the swamps. | came ashore
just north of the bridge leading to the Shrine of Compassion.
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Making my way toward Britain seemed like the
next logical thing to do. I skirted the foothills to the
west and started southward. More orcs, trolls, rogues,
and undead skeletons attacked me, but [ easily
dispatched them.

In front of me | saw a bridge, and beyond it the
spires of Lord British's castle. | hurried across the
bridge, my destination in sight. The ring of white
stones was on my right. As | passed by, the hair on
the back of my neck stood up. Whirling about, I saw
that the blue doorway had appeared in the center of
the ring of stones.

The air was filled with the smell of rain. The
doorway pulsed and glowed. Though I had avoide
using it before, something pulled me forward. I w
at the edge of the circle of stones. The doorwa
beckoned. I leaned forward, took a deep breath
then jumped.

I remember that for a split second, self-doubt hi
me just as | entered the strange light/door/gateway .
. whatever it was. I'd been doing a lot of irrationa
things lately, but this was pure insanity. I'll neve
know what made me do it, but I counted it as furtha
proof that I was delusional, probably drooling



somewhere in a padded room while concerned
doctors and orderlies clucked their tongues and shook
their heads. But | had no time to deliberate the
matter. | had jumped from the frying pan into . . .

Light exploded around me. | screamed but no
sound left my mouth. In a split second it was over. A
sense of vertigo, then I landed on the ground. The
place I'd been standing in was gone. There were
trees around me as far as the eye could see. |
breathed again.

Instant teleportation. At least | assumed it was
instant. | squinted up at the sky. The sun seemed to
be in the same position as when I'd entered the
doorway. Then | had a thought. Maybe I had
teleported home. Maybe | was in the forest by the side
of the road where my car had broken down. | began
to run. Soon I burst into a small clearing, in the
middle of the forest. To the west there was nothing
but more forest. | turned east and crossed the
clearing, venturing into the woods on the other side.
Soon a town came into view and bitter
disappointment filled me. Another Britannian village.
Not home.

I wallowed in my frustration for a moment, then
put it aside. There was still a Quest to be completed.
And, though I could hardly admit it at the time, [ think
another part of me was relieved. I pretended to go
about my Quest duties with a sort of resignation, but
part of me was anxious to see it to its conclusion.
Going home now would be tantamount to giving up.

A moat, spanned by a wooden bridge, circled the
village. Like Cove, this town didn’t have any
protecting walls, but the moat looked deep and
dangerous. | suspected it was stocked with the
monster du jour, and I didn't want to sample the daily
special. Tall trees grew up against the sides of the
stone buildings in the town. It took me a moment, but
| managed to make out smaller wooden huts hidden
deep in the trees.

| crossed the moat and walked toward the center
of town. A short man dressed in druid’s clothing stood
on the grassy path, right in my way. He wore a loose
sage-green tunic, belted at the waist. In his hand he
held a staff carved out of wood. The staff looked like a
snake, its body wawvy, its head triangular.
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“Greetings, traveler,” he said. “Welcome to Yew,
the city of Justice.”

“Hello,” I said. “Who are you?” | chuckled at my
unintentional pun, but he didn’t seem to notice.

“I am Dwp,” he said. “How may I help thee?”

Dwp? Hadn't he ever heard of vowels? “Tell me
about Justice,” | said, judiciously keeping my other
thoughts to myself.

“Love no one more than the truth, for Justice
seeks no favors. Temper truth with understanding.”

That’s what he said. It didn’t really make sense to
me at the time, so | passed over it and asked, “Are
there any places of interest in Yew?”

“If thou needest provisions, the dry goods store
hath all thou wilt require. ‘Twas the first building thou
passed in town. The healer resides in the next
building.

“Criminals in Britannia who are captured are
brought to the jail here for justice. If thou wishest to
observe Britannian fairness and right, seek thou
there.”

“Thanks for thy help,” I said.

Knowing | was low on provisions, | walked toward
the dry goods store, but I stopped dead in my tracks
before I'd taken a dozen steps.

Thanks for thy help? Had 1 really said that? I
grinned sheepishly and shook my head as | walked
into the dry goods store.

After I stocked up on food, I went to the healer.
Even though I was feeling fine, I wanted to see if there
was anyone there who might have information about
my Quest.

The healer’s shop was cool and dimly lit. Two
wounded men lay on cots against one of the walls.
Their eyes were closed and their faces pale. Sitting
behind a desk in the middle of the room was a druid.
He was bent over with a quill in one hand, writing
notations on a piece of parchment paper. Glancing
up at me, he laid the quill aside and folded his hands
in front of him.

“Art thou in need of healing?” he asked.

“Uh, no. I was just looking for someone,” |
replied.

“One of these men?” he asked.

“No, I don't know either of them.”



“Then perhaps thou mightst give blood to help.
Wilt thou donate some of thine?”

I wasn't thrilled with the idea of opening a vein.
But when | looked back at the pale faces of the
wounded men and heard their shallow, labored
breathing, | found myself saying yes. The healer was
well practiced, and in a moment the deed was done.
Except for a little light-headedness, which the healer
said would pass soon, | was fine. The feeling that I
had done something good and of value was
overwhelming. The healer’s gratitude when | agreed
to donate blood told me that he and his fellows were
always in need of blood and I vowed that | would
donate more, as often as | was able. It wasn't as if |
hadn’t been donating blood to the local forests lately,
what with all the orcs and their cronies. I might as well
shed some of my precious plasma for a good cause.

From the healer, | crossed to the jail. This was a
somber building. I couldn’t imagine children running
through the halls here as they had so freely in Britain.
Flagstone covered the hallway. Two pairs of pillars
supported massive beams running the length of the
ceiling. A throne stood at the far end of the hall. On
the throne sat a regal man, his face set in a neutral
expression. No thought or feeling flickered across his
features as | approached.

“Greetings,” he said. “Welcome to Yew, city of
dJustice. | am Talford.”

“Hello,” I said. “I have come on the Quest of the
Avatar.”

“Then thou needest to learn about justice. Thy
stay in Yew shall teach thee well.”

“I'm looking for the Rume.”

“It is hidden well.” He paused for a moment and
looked me over, as though considering my worthiness
to receive this information. Then he spoke again.
“Hast thou never committed a crime?”

I was taken aback by the Question. It didn't follow
from his first statement, but still I thought about it for
a minute. Though I wasn’t a criminal, I had done
some things that might be considered illegal—petty
stuff, admittedly—when [ was a kid.

“No,” | replied. (I conveniently forgot the gold I
had stolen from the King. Honestly. It just didn’t
come to mind.)
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“Then do thy penance well, and with the felor
search ye well.”

[ stared at him for a minute. Penance? Felon
What was this riddle and what the hell did it have t
do with the Quest? | decided he meant I should spen
some time in the jail and mull over my nefarious past
such as it was. Two guards stood watch over tu
small cells in a room off to one side of the thron
room.

“Hello,” I said to one of the guards.

“Greetings,” he replied. “Art thou a criminal?”

“Uh, no. Uh, kinda. Look I'm supposed to d
penance for my crimes. Where do I go?”

“Art thou a felon or not?”

“Not.”

“Then the first cell is where thou belongest. The
second cell is for felons.”

Felons. “With the felon search ye well” was wha
the judge had said. | would have to investigate thi
further. What difference did it make where 1 did m|
penance?

Instead of going to the first cell, | walked to the
second cell, opened the door, and stepped inside.

“Hello,” I said. “What are you in for?”

The felon sneered at me and rolled over, turning
his back to me.

“You're a real friendly guy, aren’t you?”

The felon looked over his shoulder at me. If looks
could kill I would have been maimed.

| started to sit down on one edge of his cot, but he
stretched out on the bunk so there was no room.|
wasn't sure what | was supposed to do, or how long!
should wait in this cell to perform my penance.

The “crimes” I'd committed were pretty minor—
couple of petty thefts when I was a kid. But the morel
thought about it, the worse I felt. I guess I'd neve
really considered what I'd done in the past. Before,
I'd always written it off as a youthful prank. Bu
even as a kid I'd known that it was wrong. [ did i
because I'd been dared. There was nothing righ
about it and, for the first time, I felt real remorse for
my crimes. | vowed | would find a way to make
restitution, when—if—I got back home.

It felt as though a weight had been lifted from my
shoulders. I got up and looked around the cell. Ha



Talford meant | should search the felon himself? |
looked at the man on the bunk. He sneered at me.
Getting him to let me search him was going to be a
neat trick.

Then he got up from the cot. Right where he'd
been lying was the Rune of Justice. | waited until he
was looking out through the bars and retrieved it.

As | write this account, I'm struck with the sense
that I'm undergoing a transformation. Not only am I
gefting stronger and more adept at traveling through
the land and fighting the monsters, but my thoughts
and emotions are becoming clear and even. I can only
see my former life as one of strife, stress, and
emotional chaos. Here, little by little, the yo-yo of my
emotions has begun to slow down. This is the first
time I've set such thoughts on paper, but not the first
time ['ve had them.

The felon sat back down on his rough bunk and
sneered at me again, and I decided it was time to leave.
As charming as his company had been, | was ready to
get out of this jail. With a jaunty wave at the guards, I left
the prison.

There was no inn in Yew, so | decided to make
camp outside of town. Beside the moat on the outer
edges of Yew I spoke to a druid named Calumny. He
told me where to look for mandrake root, an
important reagent, and his information about the
Quickness spell was interesting.

Calumny’s Quickness spell requires the
following reagents: ash, ginseng, and blood moss.
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The next morning I continued my search for clues
about the Quest. In a small grove of trees north of
the entrance to the town, I found a group of druids
sitting around a small fire. Two of them had their
eves closed and the soft murmur of their voices
floated to me. Over and over they chanted, “Beh,
beh, beh.” I went up to one who wasn't chanting.
She was small, with an athletic body and long golden
hair braided into one long plait.

“Hello,” I said. “What are your companions
doing?”
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“Chanting,” she replied.

“I can see that. Why aren’t you doing it?”

“I'm seeking Justice,” she said. “May | Jain thee
on thy Quest?”

Nobody had asked to join me before. I was
surprised by her question, but my gut feeling told me
it was right to take her with me.

“Sure,” I said. “You can come along. I could use
the company. By the way, what’s your name?”

“Jaana,” she said.

I remained calm on the outside, but inside I
rejoiced.

Entry 13—

Empath Abbey

aana and | made camp outside
Yew later that day. She knew a
lot about the woods and spent
much of the time before
nightfall pointing out various

aspects of the forest to me.

I'd been traveling alone for so long that I'd almost
forgotten what it was like to have a companion. We
talked about Britannia and Jaana told me a little
about herself and her lifestyle. I found myself
listening silently to her for long stretches of time.
Not just because she was interesting, but because I
was so unaccustomed to conversation.

What could I talk about? Cars, computers,
television? These things were beyond Jaana’s
comprehension and, in light of the Quest, their
significance in my life had diminished too. I told her
about the Quest and what I'd learned about it so far—
which wasn’t much. She was always encouraging,
though. The night wore on and we built up the fire as
we talked.

“How long have you lived in Yew?” | asked her.

“Several years,” she said. “It was the first place I
went in my search for Justice. And thou? Hast thou
been in the service of Lord British long?”

No," I replied. “I've only just recently come to
Britannia.”

“Art thou from one of the islands?”

“No,” I sighed. I ran my hand through my hair.
How was | going to answer this question? “I come



from a different world altogether. It's called Earth,
and I'm not sure exactly how I came to be in
Britannia. | think it has something to do with those
strange doorways.”

“The Moongates?”

“Is that what you call them—Moongates?”

“Aye. ‘Tis their nature. They are aligned to the
phases of the twin sister orbs—Trammel and
Felucca.”

“There are phases of the moons on my map. Does
that have anything to do with the Moongates?”

“Aye,” replied Jaana. “The gate is activated by the
phases of Trammel. Retrieve thy map and I shall show
thee.”

I'd been using my satchel as a pillow and the map
was inside the sack. I sat up and pulled the pouch onto
my lap. After a couple of moments of rummaging, I
found the map on the bottom of the bag. I spread the
map next to the fire, smoothing the wrinkles as I did.
Jaana and | squatted next to it.

“See, here,” Jaana said, pointing to the moon
painted on the map next to Lord British’s castle. “This
is called the crescent waxing moon. When Trammel is
in the crescent waxing phase, the Moongate will
appear near Lord British's castle. If you are at another
Moongate and the other moon, Felucca, is crescent
waxing, then you will be transported to the Moongate
near Lord British’s castle.”

“Uh huh,” I said, trying to act as though I
understood.

Jaana turned and looked at me. Her eyes were
bright cornflower blue. A very distracting blue, I
thought. And her hair shone like spun gold. Only |
knew this gold would be soft and warm to the touch.

“Thou dost not understand?” she asked.

I shook my head, trying to clear it of these
distracting thoughts. I turned my attention back to
the map.

“No, I'm still confused,” I admitted. “Let me see if
I get it. The moon phase on the map indicates both
the phase when the Moongate will appear as well as
the phase that will take you to that location?”

“Aye. ‘Tis correct. For instance, see up here near
Yew?" She pointed to the upper left-hand corner of
the map. The moon depicted was almost full.
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“That is called the gibbous waxing phase. Ho
wouldst thou travel to Yew from the Moongate nez
Lord British’s castle?”

I gazed at the map for a moment, trying to piec
together all she had told me about how th
Moongates worked.

“The Moongate near the castle should appez
when Trammel is crescent waxing,” I said.

“Thou art correct. And how wouldst thou kno
when to enter the gate to travel to Yew?”

“When Felucca is gibbous waxing, the gate shoul
take me to Yew.”

“Aye. See, thou dost understand.”

“Which moon is Trammel and which is Felucca?"
asked.

Jaana pointed up to the night sky. Two orbs hun
low and large.

“The moon on thy left is Trammel; the one on th
right, Felucca.”

“So if | wanted to go there,” | pointed at a sma
island off the western coast of Spiritwood, where a hal
moon was depicted on the map. “I would pass throug
the Moongate when Felucca was half full.”

Jaana nodded. She pointed at the half-full moo
I'd indicted.

“That is called the last quarter. It depends o
which Moongate thou art near. The Moongates ar
not all connected together. Thou mayest only travel
three phases from one gate.”

“Sounds complicated.”

“Aye, ‘tis most complicated until one hath learnet
Then ‘tis most simple—like most things,” she smiled.

“Then how did 1 get here if the gates only got
three places?”

“I know not, but then the gates are a mystery. N
one in Britannia really comprehends their workings
Perhaps thy appearance is part of the gates’ magic-
to bring forth one from far away who will hel
Britannia in her time of need. It has happene
before, but such tales have long been considered th
stuff of myth and legend. Mayhap there was more ¢
truth in those tales than we knew.”

I lay back on the ground. My knees cracked fros
crouching over the map for so long. Jaana banked the fir
then stretched out on the other side of the fire from me
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“Good night,” she said. “Tomorrow I shall take
thee to the Shrine of Justice. ‘Tis not far from here.”

“Why do you want to go there?” | asked.

“Tis not for me but for thee,” she replied. “Didst
thou not say that part of thy Quest was to visit the
shrines and meditate therein?”

“Yes, you're right.”

“Aye,” she said. “‘Tis true.”

0 0 o0

The next morning we started for the shrine. By
midday | was confused and lost, but Jaana kept
trudging through the forest. She pointed out that she
knew the location of the shrine and that with my
sextant, it would be easy enough to find, forest or no.

| discovered that Jaana was a good companion.
She knew more about the forest than anyone I'd met
before and she had an empathetic quality that I
found comforting. Not that she couldn’t be stern,
but even then everything she said and did was
tempered with kindness.

The other thing I discovered was that she was a
good fighter. As usual, we were attacked by orcs
during our trip to the shrine. I thought I was going to
have to protect Jaana. With all sorts of brave, manly
determination I rushed forward to cover her.

She shoved me aside.

“How can I hit the orc if thou art in my way?” she
asked.

“Uh, I just thought . . . because you're a girl.”

“Dost thou think I would imperil thy life by not
knowing how to defend myself? Thou needest
companions on thy journey, not burdens.”

“Oh, well.” And then we didn't have any more
time to talk, only time to fight.

Jaana may have been able to defend herself, but
she still tired more easily than I did. We had to fight
lots of monsters before we could rest. I could tell
she was grateful for the respite, even though she
never complained. It felt good to have someone to
talk to. She told me more about Yew and how Lord
British had encouraged each of the different towns in
Britannia to develop into a unique cultural center.

I took out the Candle of Love and showed it to
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her. It was like a beacon in the darkness of the night.
Even unlit, it shone with a purity and beauty that took
my breath away.

“Thou shouldst visit Empath Abbey,” Jaana said.

“Why?” I asked.

“Thou hast the Candle of Love. Those at Empath
Abbey might be able to tell thee more about it. It is a
castle not too far from here. Wouldst thou like me to
take thee there?”

I thought about it. Someone, somewhere, had
suggested [ visit the Kings of various castles and ask

them about the Word of Passage.
“Okay,” | said. “After we visit the shrine, we’'ll go
to Empath Abbey.”

Later that day we reached the Shrine of Justice. It
stood at the northern shore where the woods ended
in the middle of a swamp. I entered the shrine and
meditated. | will not tell of my time at the shrine or
what happened to me there. That experience was too
sacred and profound for mere words.

0 0 9o

Empath Abbey stood on the northwest shore of
Britannia, just west of the Deep Forest. It wasn't as
big as Lord British’s castle, but was impressive
nonetheless. A stream ran in front of the castle,
spanned by a bridge. We crossed the bridge and
entered.

In the center of the broad entryway stood a small
child. His hair was black and his eyes were obsidian.
He exuded an air of stateliness.

“Greetings,” he said. “I am Chinup. Welcome to
Empath Abbey, the castle of Love. Hast thou come to
learn about Love?”

A vision of Jaana’s hair shining in the firelight
flashed through my mind. I'd wanted to reach out and
touch it, touch her, but something had restrained me.
I glanced at Jaana. She looked at me expectantly.

“Yes. We've come to learn about Love.”

“Then thou shouldst try the oak grove.”

“®ak Grope?”

“Behind the Abbey.”

“Well, thanks for the help. We'll look there.”

Chinup nodded and stared at me with his ancient
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eyes. | had the creepy feeling that he knew my
innermost thoughts. Taking our leave, we wandered
through the castle, marveling at its beauty.

In the northwest corner of the abbey, a small double
throne stood at the far end of a large room. Thick,
embroidered yellow velvet drapes flanked the ornate
chairs framing the man and woman who sat there.
The man was older than Lord British by a few years.
His face was careworn, but shone with a kindness of
spirit. Grey hair framed his face, but far from making
him look elderly, it simply added a measure of dignity to
his features. He reminded me of someone, but |
couldn’t say who.

“Greetings,” he said.
ruler of this province.”

He had the same strange accent as Lord British.
Then it came to me who he reminded me of—Lord
British himself.

“Greetings,” I said. “I am on the Quest of the Avatar.
This is my companion, Jaana.” Jaana made an awkward
bob in the direction of the throne. | was getting the hang
of the Britannian style of introductions.

“Greetings, Jaana. Welcome to Empath Abbey,”
Lord Robert said.

“I'm interested in finding out more about this
Probince,” | said.

“Thou shouldst ask my lady Marcy,” replied Lord
Robert. He turned his head to the woman sitting on
his left, his face filled with love and affection. I
bowed toward Lady Marcy and made the same
introductions.

“Welcome,” she said. Her voice was soft, but held
a thread of iron in it that caught my attention. I
studied her for a moment. 1 could tell she was tall,
even though she was seated. Her hair was brown and
cut short. A thin gold crown circled her head,
threading through her curls.

She told us about the abbey and how it had come
to be built. And about the efforts she and Lord Robert
had made to settle this part of the Deep Forest.
Unfortunately, she didn't have any information about
my Quest. Jaana and | were about to leave the throne
room when | remembered about the Word of
Passage. [ recalled that in Cove, someone had told me
that the Kings of the castles knew the Word of

“l am Lord Robert. | am the
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Passage to enter the Stygian Abyss.

“Excuse me, Lord Robert,” | began,
understand you know the Mard of Passage.”

“I know but one syllable of the Word of Passage,”
he said. “It is AMO. Seek thou now the other parts.”
“Thank you,” I said. Lord Robert and Lady Marcy
turned back to the private conversation Jaana and I
had interrupted. We left them and strolled through the
peaceful halls of the Abbey.

We felt bathed in love as we wandered the halls.
Eventually, we came upon a small shrine with a stone
ankh set into a recess in the wall. I don’t recall exactly
what transpired at the shrine. The ankh revealed
something about the Candle of Love, but the details
escape me for the moment. Somehow I feel that I'll
know what to do when the time comes. Ominous
words, but true.

The time we spent at the shrine tired us, but left us
full of joy. We didn't talk about it, but it seemed to
bring us closer together. A companionable silence had
settled over Jaana and me and neither of us was
willing to break it. We sat in silence for a time, looking
out through a window in one of the abbey rooms.
Then a brawny paladin entered.

“Greetings,” he said.

Jaana and | jumped, startled at the sound of his
voice.

“Greetings,” | replied. “Who are you?”

“I am Malchor,” he said. “I go on Quests.”

That got my attention.

“@uests? What kind of Quests?”

“My last Quest took me near Spiritwood. Art thou
on a Quest?”

“Yes, | am. Do you know anything that might help
me on my Quest?”

“Perhaps.”

“Care to share it with me?”

“Some say the Silter Horn is buried on a small isle
off the tip of Spiritwood.”

[ hadn’t heard anything about this horn, but like
most things about this Quest, I had a feeling it would
be important later on. | made a note in my book and
thanked him for his time.

With our moment of reverie interrupted, Jaana and |
discussed what we should do next. She wanted to go to

“but 1
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Skara Brae, but | wanted to go and look in the Oak
Grove. We agreed to investigate the Oak Grove
immediately and leave for Skara Brae the next
morning.

The entrance to the grove was through a door off
the throne room. The door was locked. I jiggled the
knob. Jaana jiggled the knob. It wouldn’t budge.

“I have some keys,” I said.

“Keys?” Jaana asked.

“Well, magic keys. I got them from a Guild shop in
Vesper.”

“Thou hast been to Vesper?” she said. “Thou truly
art a great traveler.”

“Yeah, well, uh, do you think it would be a bad
thing to use one of them? I mean, the door is locked.”

“Did not Chinup instruct thee to come here?”

“Well, yeah, but . . .”

“Then use thy key.”

I shrugged my shoulders and extracted a key from
my pouch. It slipped into the lock and glowed for a
moment, then the door swung open.

Beyond the door was a shady oak grove. As we
stepped into the grove, a sense of well-being swept
over us. Jaana looked at me and smiled. | was
overcome with a surge of love for her. Not romantic
love, although there was a twinge of that, but rather
the deep abiding love you have for your dearest
friend, your boon companion.

I looked around the grove. Here and there among
the trees people sat or reclined. They were dressed
according to their professions: tinker, ranger, paladin,
druid. We spoke with them all and they told us much
about Truth, Love, and Courage.

It was with great regret that we left Empath Abbey
the next morning.

Enfry 14—SRara Brae
n the shore, a few minutes
west of Empath Abbey, Jaana
and [ sat looking out at the sea.

“Why exactly are we here?”
I asked. I pulled up a blade of
grass and pinched off a four-

inch piece of it.
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“We are waiting,” she said.

“Waiting for what?” | asked as | fitted the length ¢
grass between my thumbs.

“A ship.” Jaana glanced over at me and watche
what | was doing.

“A ship?” | blew into my enclosed hands. A hollo
tone sounded.

“Yes.”

“Right. Like a ship is going to magically appes
and take us to Skara Brae.”

“Thou hast no faith,” she said. Then she pulled i
a piece of grass and broke off a short length too.

“I have faith in my feet. Let’s start walking souh
There'’s bound to be a ferry or something to get to tf
island.”

“No. There is no ferry and the trip south is fraugh
with dangers. There are many evil monsters in th
mountains and woods.” She fitted the grass betwes:
her thumbs, as I had, and blew into her cuppa
hands. No sound came out.

“So what else is new? Britannia is crawling wit
monsters. You can’t poke your head out of tow
without getting smacked by one.”

“Thou art cynical.”

“No, just realistic.”

“Very well. As thou wishest. How did thou d
that?”

“It's a guy thing,” I said.

Jaana rolled her eyes. “Thou speakest strang
words.” Then she turned her gaze back to the se:
forestalling my reflexive comment about her ow
strange vernacular. A flock of gulls circled overheat
swooping and diving for fish. The sea smell was in ff¢
air, pungent and fishy. \

I lay back and looked up at the sky. We'd bea
sitting here for a couple of hours without any sign ofi
ship. | was beginning to think Jaana had gone .
when [ felt her stiffen beside me.

I sat up.

“What is it?” | asked.

She touched my arm and pointed. Off in tht
distance I could see a sail. b

She had been right. I jumped to my feet an
started waving my arms over my head.

“Hey!” [ yelled. “Over here.”
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“Get down!” Jaana grabbed my arm and pulled

me down beside her. “Dost thou wish them to see
us?”

“But it's our ship. The one we've been waiting
for.”

Jaana shook her head.
“No. ‘Tis a pirate ship. They will come ashore and
then we will fight them for their ship.”

“Are you kidding?”

“No. ‘Tis the only way.”

“We've been sitting here all day so we can fight
pirates and take their ship? Are you crazy?”

Jaana looked at me with a perplexed expression.

“Thou knowest | am not insane. Why art thou
upset?”

“Upset. Upset! | fought some pirates at Locke
Lake. They weren't exactly pushovers. These guys are
probably worse.”

“But thou art on the Quest of the Avatar. Surely
thou wilt prevail. Thou art on the side of right.”

| groaned.

“Just because I'm on this Quest doesn’'t mean |
can't die. I've already done that once. Or close to it,
anyway. Besides, | have no idea what would happen
to you if I died.”

“Thou frettest too much.”

‘Well, we don’t have any more time to argue
about it. Look, they're here.”

The pirate boat dropped anchor. She was a fine
vessel, trim and neat. She had two masts and looked to
be about 25 feet long. I could see the pirates on deck.
There were five of them and they were a scurvy lot.
The anchor dropped and they started climbing over the
railing, dropping into the water to wade ashore.

Jaana started edging forward.

“What are you doing?” I hissed.

“l am trying to get into position to fight these
brigands.”

“With your bare hands?”

“Thou didst not object to my hands when we were
in the forest fighting orcs.”

“That was different. These guys are tough.”

She shrugged and crawled forward.

“Here,” I said. Jaana stopped and looked over her
shoulder. [ pulled my sling out of my waistband and
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tossed it to her. She smiled, took it, and began inching
forward again. Then | started sneaking ahead too.

The pirates came ashore. They shouted that we
should come out of hiding and fight them like men.
Then they promised that they wouldn't Kill us, just
take us as prisoners. | glanced over at Jaana. She
rolled her eyes. Neither of us believed them. One of
the pirates took a bow and fired a shot into the
bushes where we were hiding. That was enough
provocation for me.

[ leapt to my feet and fired an arrow. It sank into
the shoulder of one of the pirates. He yelped and
grabbed his wound. Blood ran between his fingers.
The other pirates shouted and rushed us, cutlasses
drawn, arrows flying. In seconds we were in the
middle of a melee.

Perhaps it was the Britannian air, or maybe it was
fear for Jaana, but my aim had never been better. My
arrows found their mark unerringly. Jaana finished
many of them off, the stones from her sling flying.
The wounded pirates fled back toward their ship, but
we pursued them.

The cold salt water stung my wounds as I splashed
toward the fleeing pirates. The water slowed us all
down as we plunged through the surf. Water sprayed
in plumes off the pirates’ cutlasses as they swung
wildly. The feathers on my arrows were wet and my
aim suffered. Jaana slipped and fell. She came up
gasping for air, her hair in stringy ribbons covering
her face. One of the pirates slid beneath the waves
and didn't resurface. The last pirate looked around
and saw that he was alone. He gave a blood-curdling
vell and with his cutlass raised high over his head, he
slogged through the water toward Jaana.

She turned to run, but her heavy cloak was soaked
and kept her from moving quickly enough. The cutlass
arced downward. Jaana screamed. | drew my bow and
fired. He stiffened as the arrow found its mark. The
cutlass dropped from his hand and sank below the
surface of the water. The pirate spun and looked at
me, his eyes wide with surprise. Then he crumpled
into the surf.

Jaana gathered up her cloak and waded through
the surf toward me. She sank to her knees as soon as
she touched the beach.



“Are you all right?” I asked. My breath was coming
out in short gasps and | was shivering in the cool
autumn air.

“Y-y-yes, | th-th-thank thee. ‘T-t-tis only the cold
that is affecting me.” She shivered and clenched her
teeth together to keep them from chattering.

I pushed her wet, stringy hair away from her face
and gently stroked her cold cheek. Our eyes met and I
found muyself leaning toward her, closing the short
distance between us. Then she sneezed. The mood
was broken and I realized I'd almost kissed her.

Taking advantage of Jaana's distress was not the
action of someone on a Quest. Straightening up, I
shoved my hands in my pockets and felt my cheeks
grow warm and flushed. I spun around, then spoke
more gruffly than I felt.

“Let’s build a fire and rest tonight. We'll leave for
Skara Brae tomorrow.”

| thought I heard her sigh, but it must have been
the wind.

The boat cut neatly through the waves. Jaana and
I stood on deck enjoying the sunshine and the sea air.
We were making good time and according to Jaana
we would be in Skara Brae the next day.

Jaana was looking fit. I'd cast a Heal spell on her
the night before. Her wounds vanished magically,
then she returned the favor. It was a good thing we
both had magical abilities. Jaana told me most of the
professions in Britannia included some training in
magic. All, that is except, for fighting.

We’d been sailing for several hours and I was
beginning to think the sea was the only way to travel
around Britannia. | was turning to tell Jaana this when
I saw something on the horizon.

“Did you see that?” | asked. I pointed off the
starboard deck.

“What?” she asked looking in the direction | was
pointing.

“It looked like a big red tree trunk.”

The blood drained from Jaana'’s face.

“Big? Red?”

“Yes, why? What's the matter?”

But she didn’t answer. She ran to the cannon an
began pushing it into place. Before I could react, the
ship was rocked by a loud explosion. The boat bobbet
up and down wildly, while part of the deck began f
smolder. I grabbed hold of the mast to keep fron
being knocked off my feet.

“What was that?” | shouted.

“Sea serpent,” she replied. Her breath was comin
in short gasps as she strove to shove the cannon infs
position. | ran over and helped her push.

“Is this going to do any good?” I asked.

“I know not. It can do no harm.” She pulled a flin'
from her satchel and struck it. It sparked and caugft
the cannon'’s wick.

There was a blast from the mouth of the canno
that caused it to roll backward across the deck. Then
we heard a faint plop as the cannonball fell into th
water. The sea was silent for a moment.

“Did we kill it?” I asked in a whisper.

Everything was still. Too still.

The water in front of us erupted upward. Out ¢
the ocean burst the sea serpent. For an eternity
thundered upward, sending torrents of water over the
ship’s deck. The water drenched us, making the dedz
slippery. We lost our footing and started to shde\
toward the creature’s gaping maw. lts tapered h
was crowned by a ridge of spiny fins. Black bead
eyes on either side of its head riveted me and:
flickering red tongue darted out of its wide mouth. I
iridescent red scales, tipped in ebony, glistened in
sunlight. j

The creature bellowed in pain and anger. The so
shook the boat and caused the sails to whip around.

“What do we do now?” I shouted over the din.

“Fight!” Jaana yelled back.

And we did.

The serpent opened its mouth and a burst of fur
shot from the depths of its belly. The fireball land
on deck and smoldered, despite the small lake
had formed. Clouds of steam rose from it. With
the strength I could muster, I fired an arrow, but
bounced pathetically off the beast’s scaly hide and fi
into the water below.

Jaana rushed toward the creature. Her han
worked in frantic motion. She threw something i



the air at the horror and spoke a name so vile it made
me sick. The monster opened its mouth to roar, but a
whirling vortex surrounded him. Silver-blue swirling
light spiraled up from below the water, encasing the
serpent, consuming him in its brightness. I put my
hands over my eyes, but I could still see the light. An
unearthly note sounded then all was silent except for
the ringing in my ears. | looked up and the sea
serpent was gone. Twinkling motes hovered over the
waves where the creature had been, then they too
disappeared.

“‘What did you do?” I asked Jaana, staring at her in
horror. What terrible power had she unleashed?
Could she control it?

“| cast a spell to Kill it,” Jaana said. “I did not wish
fo, but ‘twas the only way. We could not survive a
prolonged battle with one of those creatures.” She
wobbled a little and made an attempt to grab the
railing.

“You'd better sit down,” I said.

Jaana nodded and sank to the deck. I looked over
the ship. There were scorch marks across the deck
and one of the sails had been singed pretty badly, but
the ship was still seaworthy.

| pulled the rigging taut and checked over the lines.
After [ secured the lines, I made sure Jaana was all
right. Her smile was tremulous and she looked pale,
but she waved me away. | decided that leaving her
alone for a while was the best thing.

During the battle, the boat had been blown off
course. | turned the bow back southward and we
continued on in what | hoped was the direction of
Skara Brae.

Skara Brae was on a small island off the western
coast of Britannia. We dropped anchor close to land
and waded to shore.

The town sat in the middle of an open field.
Water-filled trenches bordered small stone huts. Rocks
edged the wide grassy paths. In the center of town,
four men sat around a stone ankh. They seemed lost
in thought and Jaana and I agreed it would be wrong
to disturb them.
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Jaana wanted to visit the herb shop. We had
accumulated some gold pieces during our trip through
the Deep Forest and Jaana said she needed more
reagents. My supply was running low too, so we
wandered from shop to shop until we found an herbalist.

The herb shop looked a lot like the one I'd
discovered in Paws. Herbs hung from the ceiling and
bottles of unnamed stuff sat on shelves around the
walls. A blind woman sold the reagents. | noticed that
the prices were better here than they had been in
Paws.

After we bought our reagents, we went to Food for
Thought, a shop that carried rations. We took
advantage of its very low prices to stock up.
Unfortunately, there wasn't a weapons shop in Skara
Brae. 1 decided we would have to visit Jhelom or
Trinsic if we were to acquire more and better
weapons. I'd learned that both Jhelom and Trinsic
catered to people who lived by the sword, and were
certain to have a variety of weapons available.

By the time we left the herbalist's shop, the sun
had set. We could have stayed outside the town and
saved money, but | wanted a bath and one night’s
sleep without being awakened, so we decided to find
an inn.

We entered the front door of a small hostelry. A
portly man appeared.

“Greetings,” he said. “Welcome to the Inn of the
Spirits. Dost thou wish a room for the night?”

“Yes,” | replied.

“l only have one small room and, worse yet, it's
haunted. Wilt thou accept it?”

“As long as the ghost doesn’t bother us, it'll be
fine.” With all that had happened, I suppose I should
have taken him seriously, but a lifetime of not
believing in ghosts prevailed.

He started down the short hall and motioned us to
follow. At the end of the hall he paused and said
something, but I didn’t quite catch it.

“What did he say?” | asked Jaana.

“He said, ‘Do not mind the noise, it is only rats.””

“Great,” | said as the proprietor hurried off. He
looked scared, which did nothing for my peace of
mind. All of a sudden the forest looked a lot better,
but we were here now, so . . .
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We settled into the room and, to my surprise, the
night passed uneventfully. I twisted and turned, trying
to work out the kinks in my back. The lumpy beds in
the inn were little better than the forest floor.

When | awoke, the room was bathed in the pale
grey light of dawn. Everything was still. From the
window [ could see the red-purple streaks of morning
in the sky.

Jaana was still asleep. There was a small bowl of
water on a stand in the corner and | used it to wash
the sleep out of my eyes.

When | turned back toward the center of the
room, | saw the ghost. He materialized slowly, until
his form was not quite transparent. I jumped back and
put my hand on my bow.

“Fear not,” the apparition said. The sound didn’t
came from the spirit, but was more like a voice
speaking in my head.

“I take it you're the ghost,” | said, lowering my
weapon a bit. | wasn't frightened—which surprised me—
just concerned about being attacked. He didn’t look
like a threat, though, so I let my guard down a little more.

“Yes,” he replied. “I am Isaac.”

“You Haunt this inn, right?”

This was strange. Carrying on a conversation with
the dearly departed before breakfast wasn't normal.
But then, nothing much that had happened to me
over the last few weeks could be called normal.

“Yes. The ®@uest is not complete. Art thou on a Quest?”

“Yes, | am. Do you know anything about it?”

“The white Stane sits atop the Serpent’s Spine. It
can only be reached by one who floats within the
clouds.”

“Floats within the clouds? What floats within the
clouds?” 1 imagined Isaac’s discorporeal form drifting
in the wind above the mountain range, but my own,
more solid flesh I could not imagine there.

Isaac never did answer me. He just faded from
sight like a dream. | heard Jaana stir and turn over.
The day was about to begin.

e Q0 0

“What dost thou wish to do today?” asked Jaana.
We'd just eaten breakfast and were sitting in the
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sunshine outside the inn. Around us, the inhabitant
of Skara Brae went about their business.

“I think we need to search the town some more.:
found out about the white Stone this morning from th
ghost at the inn, but I think there might be more I ca
learn here about the Quest. | need to learn the Manir
of Spirituality and find out where the shrine is. Luckily,
found the Rune of Spirituality in Lord British's treasur
chamber.”

“What wert thou doing in the treasure chamber o
our Lord British?” asked Jaana.

I blushed. I didn’'t want to lie to her, but I didn|
want to lose her respect now either.

“It's a long story and I prefer not to go into it jus
now.” I said. That was the truth, even if it didn]
answer her question. | hoped she wouldn't pursue th
matter and she didn't, but for the rest of the day I fel
guilt hanging over me like a cloud.

We left the inn and headed west through town
The sweet smell of drying herbs mixed with the
pungent odor of roasting meat. The townspeopl
nodded and waved at us, but didn’t interrupt thei
errands to talk.

Near the herb shop, we saw a beggar.

“What is your name?” | asked.

“l am Ambule,” he replied.

He looked as though he hadn't eaten in days. H
was gaunt and his clothes hung off him in tatters.|
reached in my bag and pulled out a few gold pieces.|
gave him the money.

“Thank you, sir,” he said. “I am ever so grateful.” I

“We are on the Quest of the Avatar. Do you knos
anything about it? Perhaps the location of the Sk
or maybe the Mantra?”

“Ask the child named Barren.”

I thanked him and pressed more coins into
hand.

We found Barren behind the inn, playing.

“Hello,” 1 said.

“Hello,” he replied.

“Ambule said you knew the Mantra.”

“I know it well,” he replied. “It is OM.”

We thanked him and left. There was only o
place in town we hadn't visited, the group of
standing around the ankh in the center of town. |
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The four men we'd seen the previous day were still
clustered around the ankh. Only one seemed
approachable. He was standing west of the ankh. His
garments were the sort | associated with Britannia’s
rangers—high leather boots, loose pants and jerkin,
and a long hooded cape. A sword hung from his side.

He glanced at us. His face was smooth and clean-
shaven. | would have described him as baby-faced,
except for his piercing blue eyes. His hair was blond,
but not as pale as Jaana’s.

“Greetings,” he said.

“Hello,” I said. “Who are you?”

“Shamino,” he replied. “l am seeking inner light.”

“And what is that?”

“The one great truth. That which lies within the
Codex.”

Most people who said such things to me seemed a
little ridiculous, even here in Britannia. But from
Shamino, the words carried a purity and truth that
seemed very much in place. “We’re interested in the
Codex ourselves,” I told him. “We’re on a Quest.”

He studied me seriously, then Jaana. Then he
squared his shoulders, looking all the more impressive
to me, and said in his direct way, “A Quest? I would
join thee.”

| looked over at Jaana. We had grown pretty close
over the last few days and part of me didn't want to
jeopardize that, but I remembered lolo’s words. The party
must be balanced. We didn't have a ranger, and Shamino
looked more than competent. Jaana’s eyes met mine. For
a moment | thought I saw something bittersweet in them,
but then it was gone. She nodded at me.

“All right, you may join us,” I said. “We're leaving
in the morning.”

“What is thy destination?”

“We haven't decided—Trinsic or Jhelom. We need
to get a better weapon for Jaana.”

“Then Jhelom would be thy best choice. The
fighters there have a good selection of weapons. It is
also due south and should be a short voyage.”

“Thanks for the help. We’ll meet at the boat at
dawn. We're docked on the south shore. By the way, do
you know anything about the Shrine of Spirituality?”

“Nay, but thou mightest meditate here by the ankh
to discover its secrets.”
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I looked up at the ankh skeptically.

“Whatever you say,” | said.

He stared at me for a moment, his eyes unreadable.
Then he shrugged and walked away.

“Well,” I said to Jaana, “do you want to meditate?”

She nodded and sat in front of the ankh. I sank
down beside her and looked at it. It was carved from a
block of marble. The surface was polished smooth. I
felt myself becoming relaxed. My muscles loosened
and my mind grew clear.

Slowly, just under my breath, | formed the mantra.
The ‘OM’ passed like a hum from my lips.

“What dost thou seek?” asked the ankh. The
words weren't spoken aloud, but reverberated in my
mind. It was beginning to seem almost natural—
hearing voices in my mind, that is.

“The Shrine of Spirituality.”

“Enter the gate of the full moons.”

“What does that mean?”

But the connection was broken. I snapped out of my
trance and looked around me. The sun had set. Hours
had passed since I had first sat in front of the ankh and
begun chanting. | struggled to my feet, stamping my
foot on the ground. My leg had fallen asleep. Jaana still
sat beside me, her eyes closed, her mouth in the shape
of an ‘o." I shook her. Her eyes snapped open.

“We need to get some rest. Tomorrow's a big
day.” | stamped my foot some more. I felt as if pins
and needles were stabbing me as the blood began to
flow back into my leg.

“I hate it when that happens,” she said.

“Me, too.”

We walked back to the Inn of the Spirits. Our rest
was peaceful and uninterrupted by ghosts.

Enfry 15—Jhelom

e met at the boat the next
morning. The sky was dark and
mist shrouded everything in a
grey haze. Jaana and I stood
on the shore, shivering in our
cloaks. A hint of winter in the
breeze from the north chilled us to the bone.
“Shamino’s late,” I said with annoyance.



“He is not. Thou art impatient,” replied Jaana. Her
face composed and serene.

“You're right,” | said, tucking my chin further into
my cloak.

As we spoke, Shamino appeared out of the fog
like some silent specter.

“Hast thou awaited me long?” he asked. He didn't
sound particularly concerned.

“No,” Jaana said. | shot her an annoyed glance,
but she smiled at me and shrugged her shoulders.

The ship was anchored a short distance offshore,
so we pulled off our boots, rolled up our pants, and
waded out to it. The water was cold; | heard Jaana
gasping behind me. The trip lasted a few moments,
but we were thoroughly chilled by the time we
reached the boat. | climbed up the rope we'd left
dangling over the side, then reached to help the other
two aboard. They ignored my proffered hand and
scrambled onto the deck almost effortlessly.

The dawn was almost too beautiful to describe.
Streaks of plum and peach stretched across the sky.
The sun was a brilliant yellow-orange. The mist
diffused the light and gave everything a soft, muted
appearance,

The rigging took only moments to secure and with
the sky still pale rose, we caught the morning breeze
and sailed south. The early morning waves slapped
quietly on the bows and all else was silent except for
the occasional groaning of the mast.

e 0 0

Eventually we came upon three islands located a few
days’ journey south of the tip of Spiritwood. The
three islands were lined up neatly in a row.
According to Shamino, Jhelom housed the greatest
fighters in all Britannia. The barren and inhospitable
island was dominated by mountain ranges and
swampland.

We swung the ship through a small strait between
two of the islands and landed south of the city. With
its four tall stone towers and high walls, Jhelom
looked to be impregnable once its gates were closed.

Guards stood on either side of the entry into town.
As usual, they made no move to stop us from entering.

We passed through the gates and found ourselves
in the main square. Trees crowded up against the
stone walls, providing shade, and clean cobblestont
paths stretched away from our location. Under the
trees, shops crowded together near the walls of th
city, punctuated here and there by cottages.

“We need to buy some weapons. Do you know
there’s a shop nearby?” | asked Shamino.

Shamino nodded. “There is a weapons maker ova
there,” he said, pointing toward a small shop to th
northwest.

Following Shamino’s directions, we fount
ourselves in a combined weapons and armor shop
Fine chain and plate mail hung from hooks across on
wall. Swords, hauberks, bows, and axes wer
displayed on the opposite wall. Workbenches took
much of the floor space. We squeezed into the shg
and looked around.

“Welcome,” said the shop owner. “May I hel
thee?” He was a tall, thin man with an impish grin.

“We're looking for some weapons. What do ya
have for sale?”

“I have swords, axes, hauberks, and crossboi
What dost thou wish?”

“One of those crossbows would do,” [ said.

“Good choice. The bard lolo’s favorite weapon.”

“How much?” | asked.

He quoted me a price that made my teeth hut
but | paid it. Jaana refused the crossbow, saying
should take it and she would use my bow. | wants
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her to have a more powerful weapon but she insisted.
| felt better knowing all of us were well-armed.

‘We need to find some things here before we
leave,” | said to Shamino. “Items for the Quest.”

“What dost thou seek?” he asked.

“We need the Rune of Valor, the Mantra, and the
location of the shrine. Oh, and sometimes people know
about the Stones. We need that information, too.”

We spent the rest of the day talking to everyone in
Jhelom. No one knew anything about the rune, but
we learned about the red Stone from a strange person
called X and a wounded fighter called Gravnor.
Bengrog knew about the dungeon Destard. And
Aesop told us that RA was the Mantra for Valor.

We agreed to spend the night at the inn and
search for the rune the next day. The night passed
quietly and the next morning my companions and |
paced our small room as we tried to figure out why
we hadn't found the rune.

“We've looked all over town,” I said.

‘I too find it strange that no one knows of the
mune,” replied Jaana.

“‘We have not explored this inn thoroughly,” said
Shamino.

“You're right,”
knows where it is.”

We left our room and went to the room across the
hall. The door was locked. We knocked, but no one
answered.

“I'm going to try one of the magic keys I bought in
Vesper,” | said. Withdrawing one of the keys, I
slipped it into the lock. It glowed, then turned. The
door swung open.

A fighter sat in one corner of the room. He stood
as we entered. He was well over six feet tall and
dwarfed everything else in the room. His hair was
brown and clumsily cut. A fierceness emanated from
him and his hand dropped to the sword at his side as if
in a reflex action.

“What dost thou wish?” he asked frowning at us.

“Uh, we're looking for information about the Rune of
Valor. Do you know of it?” | said.

“Nay,” he replied. “1 am a fighter. I wish to battle again.”

“Then why are you locked in this room?” | asked,
curious about him despite his fierce demeanor.

I said. “Maybe one of the guests
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“‘Tis a long story,” he sighed.

“Yes, well, I know all about those. We're on the
Quest of the Avatar. Would you like to Jein us?” I had
no idea what prompted me to ask him, but it felt
right.

“Aye,” he replied, smiling suddenly.
honored to join thee.”

“By the way,” | said, “what’s your name?”

“Geoffrey.”

“Glad to have you along, Geoffrey. This is Jaana
and Shamino.”

The others nodded at him. Shamino’s expression
was unreadable. Jaana smiled briefly, but her face
remained closed. I'd discovered she didn’t warm up to
people quickly. I felt forces coming together. A sense
of mission spread through me.

Geoffrey gathered up his belongings and we went
into the hall. At the end of the hall was one more
door. I tried this door, but it was locked too. Using
another magic key, | opened it.

A fighter lay on a low bunk as if asleep. His eyes
slowly opened and he gazed at us.

“Welcome,” he said. His voice was dry as autumn
leaves and sent shivers down my spine.

“Hello,” 1 replied, pulling myself together.
are you?”

“Lord Robert,” he said, swinging his legs off the
bed into a sitting position.

“I'm sorry for barging in on you, but we're looking
for a Rume.”

“A rune?” he asked, looking at us with new
interest.

“Yes. A small, flat rock with a symbol carved on it,”
I said in a peevish tone. We'd been searching for this
rune with no luck and now Lord Robert wanted to play
“twenty questions.” | had a Quest to complete and he
was wasting my time.

“Hmmm. Art thou on the Quest of the Avatar?”
His blue eyes searched our faces intently.

“Yes. Yes, we are,” | said. Suddenly, I had the
feeling that Lord Robert knew about the rune and was
testing us.

“Then thou dost deserve the rune,” he said
abruptly. He nodded as if he’d made up his mind about
something. “Ask Nostro.”

“I would be

“Who
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“And where would we find him?” | asked, hopeful
for the first time that we might find the rune.

“I know not.”

“Well, thanks for the help,” | said, unable to keep
the disappointment out of my voice.

[ turned to the others.

“Great. All we need to do is find Nostro,” I said.
“Do you remember talking to anyone by that name?”

Jaana shook her head, a small frown pulling at her
mouth. Shamino was looking at a spot to the south of
Lord Robert’s bed, his face as unreadable as ever.

“What are you staring at?” | asked, curious.

“I believe this is a secret door,” he replied,
pointing at a spot on the wall.

I walked over to where he stood. Sure enough,
there was a pale stone sunk into the wall.

“Dost thou always search through other people’s
rooms?” asked Lord Robert dryly.

[ blushed.

“I never did before I came to Britannia,” I said
weakly. “But since | started this Quest, it's become
something of a habit.”

Lord Robert looked at me with skeptical eyes.

“Indeed,” he said. “Thou shouldst ask permission
before rummaging through other people’s lodgings.”

“My apologies, Lord Robert. May we investigate
your room for clues pertaining to the Quest of the
Avatar?” | asked humbly.

Lord Robert nodded approvingly.

“Aye. Thou mayest seek clues in my room, but do
not take anything that is not thine.”

“Never,” | said, slightly offended. Maybe I'd done
some things wrong in the past, but I was on the Quest
now. I didn’t do stuff like that anymore.

Lord Robert gave me one last long look, then
shrugged his shoulders and lay back down on his cot.
He closed his eyes and in a moment appeared to be
asleep again.

“How did he do that?” I whispered to Jaana.

“I know not,” she said softly. “Be grateful that he
allowed thee to explore his room.”

| turned and looked again at the spot Shamino had
discovered. It did seem to be the latch to a secret door.

“What dost thou wish to do?” asked Shamino, his
voice neutral.
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“Find out what'’s behind the door. And there’s only
one way to do that,” I said. I pushed the stone. A
portion of the wall swung away to reveal a{
passageway beyond. Dank air rushed out at us.|
stepped through the doorway and found myself iné
small room filled with treasure chests. On the no
wall was another white stone.

= | thmk there's another passage through hera
Come on.”

The others crowded into the room behind me.
pressed the white stone and the second hidden d
opened into a passageway, so well-lit we didn’t neet
to light any of our torches.

I stepped into a hall just barely wide enough for
one person to pass at a time. We filed in and the
door swung shut behind us. To our right was¢
flickering blue field. Why was it here? 1 wondered:
Then I remembered the red fields at the shrine i
Cove that protected the Candle of Love. Mayt
these fields were protecting something too. I staret
at the field for a moment. I could see the backsd
guards positioned beyond. One of the guard
glanced over his shoulder for a moment, but the
he ignored us.

To our left was another blue field, but there w:
no one beyond it, at least not that I could see.

“What kind of field is that?” I whispered to ¥
others.

“‘Tis an energy field of some sort,” said Jaana ®
believe it is a field to block passage.”

“How do you know that?” I asked. Jaana knew
sorts of interesting things.

“Well, ‘tis only a guess,” she began, warming
the topic. “But the poisonous fields are a noxio
green. A field of flames is orange-red. I recall that
violet field will cause anyone passing through it
sleep. That leaves only the blue field. And since
guards seem unconcerned by our presence
surmise they are accustomed to being protectedt
the fields against threats from this direction.”

“‘Tis a great deal of supposition,” said Sha
dryly.

Jaana glared at him.

“I did not say ‘twas so, only that it might be," &
said, an irritated tone creeping into her voice.




I thought I caught a shadow of a smile on Shamino’s
face, but it passed so quickly I couldn’t be sure.

“Enough of this,”
about them?”

‘| could try to remove the field,” said Jaana as she
pulled out her bag of spells.

“Very well,” I said. “Let me move out so you have
a clear shot.”

| ducked down and Jaana motioned with her arms.
The field to the south vanished. We stepped into a
small room with a large central pillar. A beautiful
mage stood in one corner.

“What’s she doing here?” | wondered, aloud. The
others looked at me as if I'd just committed a faux pas.

“The lady can hear thee. Hast thou no manners?”
hissed Jaana.

“Sorry,” | said contritely. “I didn't mean anything
by it.” My face grew hot and I knew a blush was
creeping up my neck onto my face. The last thing I
wanted was to look like a boob in front of the others. I
tumed back toward the mage. She wore a long blue
tunic under a darker blue robe. Runes were
~ embroidered in white on the cuffs. Her long black hair
was pulled back into a single braid. In her hand she
carried a wawy staff.

I interjected. “What do we do

~ "Hello,” I said. “Sorry about being so rude. Who
- are you?"
‘My Name is Senora,” she said. “I am being
punished for my crimes.”

- “Your @rimes?” | tried to think of what she might

have done to be locked up like this.

She blushed and looked at the floor.

“They are not important. Hast thou a boat?” she
asked, trying to change the subject.

“Yes,” | answered.

“Then thou wilt need a sextant. Ask the barkeep,
for he knows more.”

“Thanks, but we already have one. Are you sure
- you don’t need any help?” I asked. But she had
already turned away from me.

Jaana tugged my sleeve.

“If one is imprisoned here,”
there be others.”

“What's your point?” | asked.

“Perhaps Nostro hath suffered a fate similar to

she said, “so might
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that of Lady Senora.”

“How will we find him?” I asked.

“We must search these passages,”
“Art thou willing?”

“I guess so, but where do we go next? There are
guards to the north. The only other way to go is east.”

“I suggest we go east,” interrupted Shamino. “‘Tis
the only direction we know not of.”

“Okay,” | said. “Let’s go.”

Since Jaana, Shamino, and I could all cast spells,
we took turns removing the fields that blocked the
ends of the hallways. As we explored, it dawned on
me that we were probably inside the walls surrounding
Jhelom. Eventually, we found Nostro in the northeast
corner of the wall.

He was frail and withered and looked as if the
slightest breeze would blow him over. His face lit up
with joy when we entered the room.

“Greetings, friends,” he said. The instant the
words left his lips he collapsed in a fit of coughing.

“Who are you?” | asked.

“l am Nostro, builder of these walls,” he said,
gasping for air. He drew a shaky breath and
exclaimed, “They sealed me in!”

“You've been trapped here?”

“Aye. | thank thee for rescuing me.”

Shamino and Jaana helped him to his feet. He
leaned heavily on them as he took a few tremulous steps.

“We'll get you out of here as fast as possible,” 1
said, trying to figure out the quickest way out of the

she replied.

wall. “By the way,” | tossed over my shoulder, “Lord
Robert says you know about the Rume.”
“Aye,” he said, with a funny little smile. “‘Tis

buried in a tower. ‘Twas buried in here with me. |
imagine they've been wondering where it is.”

“Well, we'll look for it on our way out.” | started
out of the room and Nostro followed me. Jaana
stayed behind and looked for the rune, but it wasn't in
that tower. We later found it in a corner of the
southeast tower.

Nostro followed us out of the secret passageway
and all the way to the edge of town. He thanked us
over and over for releasing him from the tower. We
didn’t want to admit it, but it was with some relief that
we left him behind.



Enfry 16—The Shrine
of Valor,

the Silver Hiorn,

and Serpents Castle
cross the bay from Jhelom was
the Shrine of Valor. I felt
myself drawn there as if some
powerful magnet were pulling me. The others
encouraged me to meditate at the shrine, saying my
instincts were telling me something. Britannians
seemed to be very big on omens and feelings.

The trip across the bay was short, and we docked
next to the shrine. | wanted Geoffrey to come with
me to meditate. After all, fighters were surely the
most valorous folk. He declined, though, so I went
alone.

The shrine stood flush against the mountains. To
reach the entrance | had to cross a broad flat plain.
With each step, a sense of peace and well-being grew
within me. Kneeling before the ankh, I pulled the
Rune of Valor out of my pouch and concentrated on
the Mantra. | don't know how long I remained like
that, kneeling and meditating, but at some point, a
voice spoke to me and told me I'd achieved partial
Avatarhood in the Virtue of Valor. I felt a thrill, a
sense of accomplishment like nothing I'd ever
experienced before. Then the presence revealed a
sign to me. | carefully copied the sign in my book.
This broke my concentration and I found myself
standing outside the shrine, a little weak in the knees
but, other than that, feeling wonderful.

“Thou art changed,” Jaana said looking at me
intently.

“Not so much,” I replied, making light of my
experience. “There’s still more to be discovered on
this Quest.”

I walked back to the boat with a renewed sense of
purpose. The change in me must have been more
profound than 1 realized, because Geoffrey began
treating me with a touch more deference—something
that was definitely out of character. I had earned his
respect.

“Where dost thou wish to go next?” asked Shamino.
His demeanor, at least, had changed very little.

I unfolded the map of Britannia.

“If I'm deciphering this right,” | began, “this i
Spiritwood here.” | pointed to a large wooded area o
the mainland east of Skara Brae. “When Jaana and
were at Empath Abbey, a man called Malchor told u
that the Silver Horn was on one of the islands off th
tip of Spiritwood. The horn must be important, but'
don’t know why yet. The map shows seven smal
islands directly north of here. They aren'’t very large. |
shouldn’t take us long to search them.”

Shamino nodded, his face still closed to my
scrutiny.

“Aye,” he said. “May I suggest we sail from ther
around the Isle of Deeds to the Serpent’s Castle.|
hear there is much information there for one on
Quest.”

“Good,” I said. “And then it's north and a li
west to Trinsic. We should be able to stock up
food and weapons there.”

“‘Tis a sound plan,” said Geoffrey, cracking hi
knuckles.

“Jaana? Do you agree?” | asked.

“Aye,” she replied. She wasn't looking at me,
was glaring at Geoffrey. “Stop that!”

“Stop what?” he asked, confused.

“Cracking thy knuckles. ‘Tis a horrible sound and
cannot abide it.”

Geoffrey gave his hands one last hard crun
Jaana winced and covered her ears.

“My apologies, Lady,” said Geoffrey. “I did
know thy temperament was so delicate.”

““Tis not my temperament thou shouldst fear,
my fist,” Jaana said, holding her clenched handi
front of her.

Geoffrey looked down at her, then burst
laughing.

| stepped between them, hoping to defuse
situation. Jaana and Geoffrey were very differ
types. Sometimes they rubbed each other the
way.

“Stop it, both of you,” I said. “You're compani
on this Quest, not enemies.”

“He is a great lummox,” said Jaana. “All bra
and no brains.”

“And she is too puny to be of use in a battl
snarled Geoffrey.
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“Okay, that’s it,” I interrupted. “Jaana, Geoffrey
may not be a great wit, but he is a valiant fighter and I
know he'll make a difference in battle.”
I turned around to Geoffrey.
“Geoffrey,” I began, “Jaana may be small, but she
has proven herself to be fearless in combat and
knowledgeable in the mystic arts. The two of you may
not see eye to eye, but you will try to get along for the
good of the Quest. I need you united, not bickering.”
Jaana and Geoffrey looked chagrined. Geoffrey
stepped forward and held out his hand.
“My apologies, Lady,” he began, “I pray we may
become good company on this Quest.”
Jaana took Geoffrey’s proffered hand and shook it
briefly.
“Tis | who should ask thy forgiveness, sir,” she
said. “I judged thee too quickly. Clearly, I let pride
cloud my good sense.”
“There,” I said, feeling full of myself. “See how
easy that was?”

Feeling smug, I turned away from them. Shamino
leaned against the railing of the ship, looking at me.

- For the first time | was able to read his expression and

| didn’t like what I saw there—an indulgent
amusement and a hint of cynicism. Who cares what
Shamino thinks, I thought. But it did make me
uneasy and I couldn’t shake the feeling for the rest of
the morning.

o

We set sail for Spiritwood, using the northern tip

- of Jhelom as our guide. The wind was with us and

gradually we began to relax and enjoy the voyage. It
was warmer here in the southern part of Britannia. |
wondered what the weather was like back at Lord
British's castle. It had been a long time since I'd been
able to see him and tell him what I'd discovered on
the Quest. Maybe we would go to Britain after Trinsic.

Shamino took the helm first, leaving the rest of us
with a bit of free time. Jaana sat in the front of the
boat, watching the waves break against the prow.
Geoffrey did situps with his legs hooked under the
siderailing. [ pulled out my book and studied the notes
I'd taken.
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I knew that for each of the eight Virtues there was
a rune. There was also a shrine, and a Stone. The
Stones were colored according to the Virtues. So far |
knew that the color for Valor was red. And I knew
there was a black Stone and a white Stone out there.
That left a rather wide array of colors to choose from,
and no clue about what they might be or what Virtue
they related to. One thing that had become clear—to
get the Stones, we would have to go into the
dungeons. The thought made my skin crawl.

“Land ho!” yelled Shamino.

I looked up from my notebook. Off the starboard
side of the boat were the first of the seven small
islands. No buildings were visible; the islands looked
deserted. I wasn’t surprised. These were among the
rockiest, most godforsaken plots of land I'd ever seen.

We set ashore on the westernmost island and
started looking for the Silver Horn. We found it on
the second island, just off the tip of Spiritwood, buried
in the rocky dirt. The horn clapper was wrapped in a
piece of velvet cloth. The horn was dull from being in
the ground, but a quick wipe revealed it to be silver,
carved with runes and abstract designs. Embedded
around its bell were precious stones. | found myself
wondering how such obviously precious and
important items could be found discarded in such out-
of-the-way places.

Shamino polished the horn with a cloth and soon
it caught the sun and shone with blinding brightness.
The ranger found that the wrapping was actually a
bag just big enough to hold the horn. He slipped horn
into bag and pulled the drawstring closure tight.
Walking around behind me, he tucked the package
into my knapsack.

“For safekeeping,” he said.

“Shouldn’t we blow it to see what it does?” | asked.

“*Tis a magic horn,” replied Shamino. “Who
knows what the result might be? Nay, ‘tis better to
wait and see if we may learn its use from one more
wise in such matters.”

[ nodded.

“Let’s rest here tonight, then head for the
Serpent’s Castle in the morning,” I said.

0 0 o
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Serpent’s Castle sat serene and secure on the bay
of the Isle of Deeds. At each corner of the castle
stood a round tower topped by colorful flags.
Rounded roofs and ornate arches indicated a different
architecture from that of the northern keeps.

We entered through the south gate. To my
surprise, a beautiful paladin stood in the center of the
main hallway.

“Welcome to Serpent’s Castle,
dazzling smile.

“Thanks,” | said, trying to concentrate on my
mission and not be flummoxed by this gorgeous
woman. “We're on the Quest of the Avatar. Do you
know of anyone here who can help us?”

“There are many in the castle who might help
thee. Thou needst but to ask.”

“Any suggestions on who they might be?” | asked,
more in control of myself now.

“I am sorry, | cannot help thee with that.” She
turned and walked away. | watched for a moment
drinking in her loveliness. Then I turned toward the
others.

“Well, any suggestions?”

“Let us first find the lord of this castle. Perhaps he
will help us,” said Geoffrey.

“Good idea.”

The main hallway led straight into the throne room.
The architecture of the Serpent’s Hold was somewhat
more organic than what I'd seen before. Its walls and
ceilings were curved and many arches overhung the
halls. The throne itself was ornate, and in appearance
much like a living thing. We approached the man
seated on the throne.

“Greetings,” | said.
of the Avatar.”

“Thou art welcome,
lord of this province.”

“Thank you for your hospitality,” I said. “These
are my companions—dJaana, Geoffrey, and Shamino.
We have traveled long and hard to reach this place.”

“*Tis much courage thee and thy companions
show to undertake the Quest. How may I help you?”

“If you are the king of this province, then you
should know the Mard of Passage to enter the Stygian
Abyss.”

”

she said with a

“We have come on the Quest

" he replied. “I am Sentri, the

“I have but one of the three syllables: COR. Dos
thou know the four cities of Courage?”

“No,” I said.

“They are Jhelom, Minoc, Trinsic, and Skara
Brae.”

“Who should we talk to about the Quest?”

“There are many who may assist thee on thy
Quest.”

“Well, thanks.”

I walked over to the others.

“Not a lot of help,” I said.

“But now thou hast two of the three syllables d
the word of passage. Surely ‘tis something,” sail
Jaana.

“You're right,” I said. “I just get tired of everyonei
talking in riddles.”

“That is why ‘tis a Quest,” remarked Shamino
“Remark well the four cities of Courage. Methink
there is meaning hidden there.”

“I think thou shouldst check the Academy ¢
passed,” offered Geoffrey.

“Academy? What Academy?” | asked.

“The one we passed by to get here. Hast thou n
eyes? The Serpent’s Castle is well known for traini
fighters.”

“I guess not,” | replied. “I've had other things a
my mind. What will we do at the Academy, besid
letting you trounce a few recruits?”

“Aye, ‘tis a pleasant idea. But thou knowest he
gossip passes through a school. Mayhap there will it
a tale there for us.”

We walked to the Academy.

It was little more than a large room with padd
mats on the floor. On the west wall was a mu
depicting scenes of battle. Weapons hung from
north wall; towels were draped over hooks nearty
Several sweaty, tired students sat on a bench. i
them stood an imposing woman, obviously i
teacher. She was commenting on the bout that
taking place in front of her. She was oblivious to o
presence and I didn't want to bother her, so wes
down on the bench to wait.

“Greetings,” said one of the students.

“Greetings,” | replied. “Shouldn’t you be pay
attention to the instructor?”
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‘Ave,” he replied. “But ‘tis a lesson I already know
well.  do so want to be a fighter.”

“So you want to be a Fighter,” I said. “It's a hard job.”

‘I plan to conquer the secrets of the altar room,”
he said. His eyes were bright. “Ask our teacher about
the rooms, for she knows much.”

Altar rooms? What altar rooms? Then I
remembered different conversations I'd had since the
Quest began. A guard at Empath Abbey had
mentioned the altars. And there had been references
1o them in Cove and at Lord British’s castle, too. |
made a mental note to review my journal when we
bedded down for the evening.

| stayed and watched the rest of the bout, then
rose and approached the teacher when she called for
a break.

“Greetings,” | said. “We are on the Quest of the
Avatar. The students tell me you're a good teacher.”

‘| thank thee. My name is Shyra. Hast thou come
to learn to fight?”

“Any help you could give would be appreciated.”

“Good,” she said. “Thy companion looks
familiar.” She pointed to Geoffrey.

“l hooked up with him in Jhelom. His name is
Geoffrey. Maybe he trained here. By the way, one of
your students says you know about the Altar Rooms.”

‘In the altar room of Courage, use the red,
orange, purple, and white Stones.”

“The orange and purple Stones? Where would I
find them?”

‘| know not. Thou shalt have to ask someone else.”

“Thank you for your help,” I said.

Geoffrey wanted to stay and spar with some of the
students, but we convinced him that the Quest was
more important than pounding on amateurs.

Across the hall from the Academy was another
large room. Shoved into cubbyholes along the east
wall were hundreds of scrolls. A large book lay
open on a stand to one side of a table that ran
down along the south end of the room. A glance at
the scrolls and book revealed that this was the
healer's room.

There was only one room for the sick and in it
we found a patient—an emaciated sailor lying on a
thin cot. His face was badly sunburned as though
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he had spent many days in the sun.

“I'm sorry to disturb you,” I began, but the sailor
cut me off.

“Enter, strangers,” he said weakly.
time since I've had visitors.”

“What happened to you?” | asked, unable to tear
my eyes away from his ravaged face. I ached for his
pain.

“I alone survived the shipwreck of the H.M.S.
Cape. Hast thou heard of her?”

I remembered that someone in Cove had
mentioned the H.M.S. @ape, but, at the time, I didn't
think it of consequence. Mentally, | chastised myself
for not writing that information down.

“Yes.”

“She went down in the deep waters of the bay in
the Cape of Heroes.”

The Cape of Heroes was the body of water just to
the south of Britannia and northwest of Serpent’s
Castle. | had noticed it on the map.

Even this brief conversation exhausted the sailor.
He closed his eyes and soon I heard the shallow
sound of his breathing. He was asleep. I slipped away
quietly. The others were waiting for me outside the
healer’s.

We searched the castle and discovered that there
were secret doors leading off the throne room. These
led into treasure chambers. The treasure chambers
also had secret doors, which led outside. In a pool
behind the castle lived a nixie, named Noxum. He told
us about the magic wheel from the H.M.S. Cape.

Brother Antos helped us find the person who
knew where the Bell of Courage lay. And Durham
helped us with information about the Three-Part Key.

We decided not to stay at the castle. We were
impatient to be on our way.

As we passed through the castle gate, | noticed a
beggar leaning against the wall of the castle.

“Greetings,” I said. “Who are you?”

“I am Roderick,” he said.

“Why are you here?”

“I used to fight in the dungeons. Aye, those were
glorious days, but I lost a hand to a zorn. See?” He
thrust out the bloody, putrefied stump where his hand
used to be. “Wilt thou give me gold?”

“‘Tis a long
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“Sure,” | said quickly, reaching into my satchel.
“You were really in the Bungeons?”

“Aye,” he said. “And dangerous it is too, but there
are rewards.”

“Rewards?”

“Aye. Gold. And other things.”

“Be more specific.”

“The orbs.”

“The ®rhs?”

“An orb of blue light will make thee stronger,
quicker, or smarter, but thou shalt pay a price.”

“What price?”

He smiled, showing gaping black holes where his
teeth had been.

“Find out for thyself. If thou art brave enough.”

Geoffrey grabbed my arm.

“We must go now. The tide is with us.” He pulled
me away from the beggar. That night I dreamed of
blue orbs, the gaping maws of the unspeakable zorn,
and the darkness and horrors of the dungeons.

Entry 17—The Cape
of Hieroes and Trinsic
e sailed north to the Cape of
Heroes. According to Lessorn,
the sailor we'd met in
Serpent’s Castle, it was there
that we'd find a sunken vessel,
the H.M.S. Cape. Aboard it when it went down was a
magical wheel that had strengthened the hull of the
ship. I hoped to retrieve the wheel and see if it would
do the same for our boat.

Jaana took the helm. She astonished and
embarrassed the rest of us by singing a bawdy sea
chantey. When she finished, she burst out laughing
at our shocked expressions. Geoffrey looked like a
fish gasping for air. Shamino crossed his arms over
his chest and turned away; | could only stand there
and gape.

“If only you could see the expressions on your
faces,” she laughed. “Have you never heard a simple
song before?”

“That’s quite a, uh, vocabulary you have,”
weakly.

—

[ said

“‘Tis nothing,” she said demurely. “Just a dittyl

learned from a sailor. Besides, ‘tis a girl thing.”
looked pointedly at me. I blushed—hoist on m
petard.

Luckily, at that moment we sailed into the Caped
Heroes. Forests and low hills bordered the shoreline
The water was crystal clear. I thought we'd run inf
the shallows, but when we dropped a depth tester, w
discovered we were still in deep water.

“This is amazing,” | said. “The water must
hundreds of feet deep.”

“Thou exaggeratest,” said Shamino.
like tens of feet, but deep nonetheless.”

“What's that?” I pointed to a dark shadow on fi
bottom. ‘

““Tis the shadow of our ship, I believe,”
Geoffrey.

Jaana swung the boat around and we slowed to
stop. I lowered the anchor over the side.

“Well,” I said, “what do we do now?”

The others looked at me expectantly. I got i
idea that they wanted me to tell them. I looked o
the side of the boat, then back at the others.

“Okay. We need to get the wheel out of fh

““Tis mot

water,” | said. “That’s the first thing. The questionf
how?”
“‘Tis simple,” began Jaana. “Hook a rope aroi

the wheel and pull it from the water.”

“And how do we hook it?” I asked. “Do any
you know how to swim?”

They shook their heads.

“Ah. Well, looks like I'm elected,” I said.

[ pulled off my shirt and boots, then walked tof
side of the ship. Taking a deep breath, I climbed of
the railing. The water looked far away. I never i
much of a diver.

“Hand me a rope,” | said. Shamino passed me
end of one of the lines.

“Here goes nothing,” I said, and jumped. Ti
seconds of free fall and then I hit. The water was
cold. I bobbed to the surface, gasping for air.
didn’t drown, I'd freeze to death if I didn’t get am
on. Taking several deep breaths, I plunged ben
the surface and opened my eyes to get my beari
The ship was directly below me. Clenching the 1
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between my teeth, | made my way down until at last I
reached the ship. Bubbles of precious air escaped my
mouth, but I held on to what remained with grim
determination.

The H.M.S. Cape had seen better days. Algae and
ribbons of seaweed covered her. Bloated, dead sailors
bobbed with the current, arms and legs tangled in the
seaweed and the wreckage. I shuddered at the sight of
their watery grave, but did not hesitate.

The wheel was lashed to the main mast of the
ship. I swam over to it and tied my end of the rope
around one of the spokes. I grabbed hold of two of
the spokes and pulled. The wheel wouldn't come
loose. With a silent groan I released the wheel and
frantically looked around. My lungs started to burn,
but I still wasn't ready to admit defeat. In the back of
my mind | realized that I would never have
accomplished even this meager feat in my former life.
Britannia again.

Meanwhile | was seeking something to cut the
lashings. A dead sailor bobbed in front of me; tucked
into his belt was a knife. With desperate fingers, I
grabbed it.

The knife was rusty, but still serviceable. I shoved
the blade up under the ropes and worked it back and
forth. Nothing happened for a moment, then with a
muffled groan the bindings split. My lungs were on
fire now, and my head pounded. I knew my air would
not last much longer. My fingers were numb from the
cold as I worked the knife under the other pieces of
rope. Fortunately these were rotted almost all the way
through and gave way more easily. In seconds, the
wheel was free. The knife fell from my hand and
tumbled to the bottom of the ocean.

[ tugged on the line, the signal to Jaana and the
others. The wheel fell slowly toward the deck of the
Cape, but then the line grew taut and pulled it
upward. | grabbed hold of the wheel, hoping my
breath would hold. The ascent seemed to last forever.

Finally I burst to the surface, gasping for air.
Shamino and Geoffrey pulled me and the wheel onto
the ship. I sat down, dripping water and laboring for
breath.

“They had it lashed to their mast,”
try securing it to ours.”

I gasped. “Let’s
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Geoffrey held the wheel while Shamino tied iﬂ‘
securely to the mast. A moment passed, then a bl
light spread from the top of the mast down the lengfh
of the boat, bathing the whole ship in a beautifi’
radiance.

I lay back on the deck and stared at the whee
letting the ocean breeze dry my skin.

Qe 0 ©

We put in at Trinsic the next day. The wheel fron
the H.M.S. Cape had done its job, protecting our bo#
from the attacks of various sea creatures. Sailing o
Britannian oceans was as dangerous as walki
through Britannian woods.

Trinsic lay close to the shore on a bl
overlooking the sea. Surrounded by high stone wa
it was a stronghold in a dangerous part of the world

To the east, as we entered town, was a shop ff
sold dueling weapons. Next door there wasa
armory. To the west we saw an inn and a pub calé
The Tap.

“Let’s spend the night at the inn,” I said. “A
my dip in the ocean, I'm ready to rinse off with son
fresh water.”

“The pub next to the inn is well known for
brew,” said Geoffrey. He smiled broadly. “Sea tra
gives me a powerful thirst.”

“Aye,” added Shamino, nodding enthusiasticdl
“*Twould be a shame not to sample what might bel
finest ale in Britannia.”

“We seem to have a consensus here,” | st
“What about you, Jaana? Are you parched too?"

“Being a bard, thou knowest that singing is¢
work. Since | entertained thee with my songs onbo
ship, the least thou couldst do is to quench my thir

“I know when I'm outvoted. The pub—thes
bath.”

The tavern was smoky, but not too crowd
Jaana, Geoffrey, and Shamino sat down at a &
while I got the ale. When [ returned to the tab
handsome paladin had joined the others.

“Hello,” I said. “Who's this?”

“This is Dupré,” said Jaana, gesturing to ther
across from her. “He's a town leader.”
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“How do you do?” I asked.

‘l am well,” he replied rising out of his chair
slightly. “Thy friends tell me thou art on the Quest of
the Avatar.”

“Yes,” | said. “Do you know anything about the
Quest?”

“No, I cannot assist thee.”

“Isn't Trinsic the town of Honar?”

“Ave,” he said. “Honor is my constant quest.
Honor is like finely polished armor. Without constant
care it is soon tarnished.”

“Would you excuse us for a minute?” I asked.
*Private business.”

“Certainly,” he replied. “My mug is empty and I
would refill it.” He rose and walked over to the bar.

“Is anything wrong?” asked Shamino.

“No,” I replied, looking around the table at the
others. “I just wanted to check and see if you would
mind if I asked him to join us.”

The others looked startled.

‘I know it's short notice, but I have a feeling about
him. Besides, for the Quest to be balanced, our party
must be balanced as well. We need a paladin.”

“Aye,” said Jaana. “Thou art right, but will he do?”

“Well, we're going to find out.”

Dupré came back to the table and sat down.
“Have you finished your business?” he asked.

“Yes, but we have a question for you.”

“Aye, what would you ask of me?”

“As you know, we're on a Quest and to complete
it, we need a paladin. We were wondering if you
would Join us?”

“lwould be honored to join you,” he said.

We raised our mugs and drank a toast to the
newest member of our party.

© 0 9

The next morning [ woke with a pounding in my head
like the anvils of a thousand angry blacksmiths. Great
ale or not, | wasn't going to drink like that again. |
dimly recalled the fifth toast, something about Jaana’s
eves being brighter than all the stars in heaven. Which
one of us had made that up escaped me and it took
too much energy to think about it.
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At this point I realized the pounding I had assumed
was in my head was actually coming from the door.

“Stop that!” I yelled, or tried to yell. It came out
more like a weak croak. The door swung open and
Dupré bounded into the room. He looked hale and
hearty and ready for bear. Or orc. I wanted to kill
him.

“Good morning, friend!” he bellowed.

“Keep it down, will you? Do you want to wake the
whole inn?”

He peered at me closely.

“What is wrong with thee?” he asked. “Hast thou
caught the plague? If so, we must send thee from this
place, for surely we cannot endanger the lives of
others.”

“A noble sentiment, Dupré. But what ails me is
too much of your fine ale.”

“Thou shouldst not drink beyond thy limits. Thou
art old enough to have learned this lesson before.”

“Once or twice,” I said. “I don't make this a habit,
if that's what you mean.”

“Even so, ‘tis a fool who gets drunk.”

“Call me a complete idiot.”

“Thou art an idiot.”

I tried to glare at him, but it came across as more
of a squint. Then [ burst out laughing. The worst part
was Dupré’s expression. He wasn’t mad, just
disappointed in me and perhaps a bit confused.
After all, I had told him to call me an idiot, and he'd
simply obliged me. Now I told him to go get the
others and meet me in a few minutes. He shrugged,
turned, and left.

I pulled on my clothes and went to face the music.

e 0 0

A man stood in the main room of the inn as | walked in.

“Hello,” I said. “Have you see three men and a
woman waiting around here?”

“Nay,” he said. “Thy friends?”

“Yes,” | replied. “We're on a Quest together.”

“Aye, | know much about quests.” He looked me
over as if he doubted that I could be on a Quest. “Dost
thou know what is needed to enter the shrines?”

“Yes. The Mantra and the rune.”



I think my answer impressed him. Anyway, he
appeared to be satisfied with my answer. “Aye,” he
agreed. “The Mantra for Honor is SUMM.”

That was helpful. “Know anything about the Rumne
of Honor?” | asked hopefully.

“A man named Winthrope knows of the rune.”

“Thanks. I appreciate the help.”

The others were waiting outside the inn. As |
stepped out, I bumped into a scruffy merchant.

“Excuse me,” | said.

““Tis no great matter,” he replied, waving his hand
slightly. “I see thou art a traveler also.”

“Yes,” | said. “I am on a Quest.”

“I am Winthrope. | trade in rumors.”

“What kind of Rumers?” | asked cautiously. This
Winthrope looked pretty disreputable to me.

“Ask me.”

I thought for minute. I needed to know about the
shrine, the Rune, the Stone, and the Codex. There
was a lot of ground to cover.

“What about the Shrine of Honor?" I asked.

“I cannot help thee with that,” he said.

“The Rune?”

“Which rune?”

“The Rune of Honor.”

“Hmm.” He stroked his chin. “There was a small
child who knew. Terrin was his name, I believe.”

“Anything else? Maybe the Stone, the Codex, the
shrine?”

He shook his head.

“No, I cannot help thee.”
went into the inn.

“Well,” | said to the others,
is find Terrin.”

We wandered around the town for the rest of
the morning. We found out about nightshade from
Virgil. Quix told us the names of people who could
tell us about the purple Stone of Honor and its
uses.

We found the child Terrin hiding in a grove of
trees behind the weapons shop.

“What's wrong?” | asked him.

“I am hiding,” he replied. His voice was unsteady.

“From whom?” I asked.

“The bull. It chased me. Is it gone?”

Then he turned and

“now all we have to do

I looked around, but didn't see a bull. “I think it}
gone now.”

He stood up, braver now. “Good. | was ven
afraid.”

“A man named Winthrope said you know where
the Rune is.”

He brightened then. I think he was happy to be
useful.“Aye. ‘Tis buried in the southwest corner o
town.”

“Thank you for your help,”
for that bull.”

“Iwill,” he replied.

I said. “And watch

It was a short walk to the southwest corner of to
but we had to push our way through the trees
bushes. | blundered out of the woods into a magi
field. The air around me turned a sickly lime-gre
Then, suddenly, I was through the field and in a
open area. A young mage stood in one corner.
had a nasty, superior expression on his face.

“Hello,” I said.

“Greetings,” he replied in a whiny, nasal voice.

“Who are you? And what are you doing here?”

“I am Sendrick,” he said. “I practice great magics.

“Oh, really?”

“Aye, really,” he replied. He sounded put out
I wasn't impressed. “Dost thou know the ingredi
for all great magics?”

I thought for a minute, then said, “Mandrake.”

was a shot in the dark, an educated guess based
my readings.

“Aye,” he said, his voice peevish. “Ask at
Folley Tavern about mandrake.”

Then Geoffrey, Jaana, Shamino, and Du
stumbled through the force fields into the clearing.

“Hast thou discovered the rune?” asked Jaana.

“No,” I said. “I haven't looked yet.”

We spread out and searched the small clearing.
rune lay under some loose dirt near Sendrick. |
it into my satchel and was about to pass back thr
the force field when Shamino grabbed my arm.

“Thou shouldst dispel this field,” he said.

“Why? It didn’t do us any harm coming through.

“‘Tis a poison field. Better not to try thy luck.”



| shrugged and cast the spell. The field collapsed
and fell apart. I let the others go back first and
glanced over my shoulder at Sendrick as we left. He
stood in his corner with a petulant expression on his
face, as though we'd spoiled his fun.

| told the others I needed to visit the Shrine of
Honor. We set sail the next day. After visiting the
shrine, we sailed back around the Cape of Heroes and
made our way back to Lord British’s castle.

Entry 18—Tyythloth
and the Lighter-than-

Air-Device

he first snow of winter had just
fallen when we docked at Lord
British’s castle. I'd been away so
long that I'd almost forgotten
how beautiful this part of Britannia was. A white frosting
of snow covered the turrets; dripping icicles gleamed on
the ramparts and eaves. Our boots crunched in the drifts.
Smoke wafted up from the chimneys rising above the
castle’s roof. It felt like home.

“Why have we come back here?” asked Geoffrey as
we walked toward the castle.

“To rest and regroup,” | replied. “Lord British likes
to get information from other parts of Britannia and I
need to talk to Hawkwind to see how I'm doing on
the Quest.

“Also, we need the white Stone. Isaac, the ghost
at the Skara Brae inn, told me that it could be reached
only by a lighter-than-air device. I've heard stories that
two men in the Buccaneer’'s Den know of the lighter-
than-air device. According to the rumors, these men
claim that the lighter-than-air device may be found in
the dungeon outside the great castle.

“If I'm figuring things right, the great castle is Lord
British's castle. There were a couple of doors I
couldn’t get through last time I was here because I
didn't have keys. Well, I've got keys now and I want to
see if they take us into the dungeon.”

“The dungeons are dangerous. Only those who
are very brave, or very foolish, dare them,” said
Shamino.

‘I know, but we need the white Stone and this is
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the only way | know to get it. Besides, if the flying
object is outside the dungeon, all we need to do is go
into the dungeon, then cast a spell to get out—an
Exit spell. If my calculations are correct, we'll be
outside the dungeon in a matter of minutes, and find
this lighter-than-air-device.”

“And if thou art wrong?” asked Jaana.

“The, we've got problems.”

We entered the main hall of the castle. I stopped
in the main hall's archway, amazed by the
transformation wrought there. Garlands of evergreen
hung from the ceilings and wrapped around the
columns down the center of the room. Red, blue, and
vellow bows adorned the greenery. Soft woven
carpets covered the floor. Each depicted a different
Virtue, they looked like oversized versions of the
gypsy'’s tarot cards.

The courtiers wore their finest clothes. Deep
velvets, trimmed with fur, rubbed against heavy
embroidered silk. Our rough, travel- and battle-
stained outfits set us apart and called attention to us.

“Do you know what’s going on here?” | asked.

“It looks like a celebration of some kind,” said
Jaana.

Geoffrey, Shamino, Dupré, and I turned and gave
her an annoyed look.

“Thou hast a fine grasp of the obvious,” said
Shamino dryly.

Jaana blushed.

“There’s one way to find out what'