
































Granite had wandered around the strange
human city for most of the day, not finding
the Fighters’ Guild or anything else of interest.
He moved to an archery range, of sorts, and
watched the contestants. After a bit, a human
woman came up to him.

“Your turn dwarf, what do you want to use?”
Tanna asked.

“Do you have any throwing axes or boulders?”

“No, for your type we just have slings, dag-
gers, darts, and arrows. What will it be dwarf?”

Granite didn't like her manner, but he sup-
posed all human women were alike. This one
must be young; she didn't have a beard.
Looking over the missiles, he selected the
daggers because they were heaviest.

Standing up to the throwing mark, he threw
five daggers in as many seconds, He threw
them so hard they were impossible to follow
to the target fifty yards away. When Tanna
looked she could see no daggers sticking out
of the target.

“Missed with all fivel” she laughed.

Granite smiled and threw the other five as
quickly as the first group.

“Walk with me for a moment, would you?” he
said in a sweet voice.

They moved to the huge target which was
round, with several rings painted on it. The
wood must have weighed at least four hun-
dred pounds. There were notches all over the
target from past throws. Granite put his finger
out and gently pushed the top of the target
and the top half fell over with a loud crash.
There were ten holes evenly spaced through
the middle of the target. Fifty yards further,
ten daggers in an even row were buried to
their hilts in a stone wall. The dwarf had
thrown the daggers through the target and cut
it in half!

“Any questions?” he asked.

“No, is there anything I can do for you?” she
said in a hushed whisper, calculating the
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strength it would take to do such a feat as she
had just seen.

“I need directions to the Fighters’ Guild.”

Granite walked away from the target range as
two strong men strained to carry the damaged
wooden post away. Granite walked into the
guild and talked to the guildmaster, Caratacus.

“Well, dwarf, we don't get many of your kind
here,” said the guild Master.

“No surprise there,” Granite snorted. “I waht
to be in your guild and I want to accomplish a
task. What can I do?”

"Well, harump, umm, let’s see now. As to get-
ting in the guild, you are already in. We are
very informal about that here in town. I don’t
have anything specific for you to do right now.
Why don’t you go to the Rat’s Nest Pub and
keep your ears open. If you hear any news
about a certain Jared Jymn, act on it. He is a
guild member who is in trouble right now.”

With directions to the pub, the dwarf was off.
Caratacus seemed like a good sort, for a
human, but he didn'’t look very strong. Granite
doubted if the fellow could lift more than five
hundred pounds,

Although the dwarf hadn't been in many
human pubs, he was really unimpressed with
the Rat’s Nest. Pulling up a bench, he asked
the very young (she had no beard either) serv-
ing wench for a barrel of ale.

“You mean tankard, don’t you?” she asked.

“No, | mean barrel.” He took the platinum
coin he was using to pay the bill and pushed
it through her metal serving tray to press
home his point.

So, for the next three hours he drank his ale
and listened to the conversations around him.
Finally, he struck verbal gold when he heard
the humans at the next table talking about
Jared'’s problems with the Red Plume Guards.

“] can’t believe Jared stole any gems,” one of
the men was saying.

“Yar right, I don’t believe it either. Many’s the
times [ seen him fighting in the arena, just for
fun. He had a few pals there too. That big
minotaur, Taurus, was a buddy wasn't he?”

“| think yar right...”

Just then a huge fight broke out in the other
half of the pub and while others went to join
the fun, Granite went to the arena.
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“You want to what?” the arena attendant
asked.

“I would like to fight. Is there a problem?”

“Well normally the Red Plume Guards have to
drag contestants kicking and screaming into
the arena. We don‘t get many volunteers
here.”

“I would like to fight Taurus, the Minotaur, if
that's all right?”

“Well there is a problem there,” the attendant
said scratching his bald head. “You have to
defeat Lefty first and he is a mean customer.”

“Lefty is the champion of the day?” Granite
said not caring how he had to get to the
minotaur.

"Naa, Lefty is an orc. He is the best of the first-
level fighters.”

“An orc? “ Granite said smiling for the first
time in hours. “This task isn’t going to be so
bad after all. Where do I sigh up?”

It was 10 A.M., but the arena was filled with
cheering people. Granite was given a thick
quarterstaff that must have been made for a
human. He brought the thing onto the sands
of the arena and watched Lefty, the orc, come
out and wave to the cheering stands. When
the orc was within reaching distance, the
dwarf broke his own staff in half and smashed
Lefty with one piece of it, breaking Lefty
almost in half. The crowd was too stunned by
the quick battle to react. The crowd instantly
started chanting, “Taurus, Taurus!”

The minotaur came at Granite with a rush.
Using his horns as well as his staff, he tried a
series of mighty blows against the dwarf. Each
was easily blocked. When Taurus backed off
to try a new line of attack, Granite started
talking.

“So, Taurus, I hear you are a friend of
Jared’s.”

Granite blocked Taurus’ horns and two strikes
to the left and easily defended a strike at his
head.

Granite could see that his words had affected
Taurus.

“I have been sent by the Fighters’ Guild to
help Jared. Do you know where he is?’

The minotaur was swinging his quarterstaff
with all his might but nothing was getting
through the whirling defense of the dwarf’s
short staff.

“Jared left a message at the Hermit's Place
outside town. It is in one of the chests there.
Now fight me and quit talking, you little
shrimp.”

That last comment was probably a mistake.
Granite dropped his staff and slammed his fist
into the minotaur. The creature landed in the
arena boss’ seat, twenty feet above the sands
of the arena. The dwarf didn't like being
called names.

Granite’s next stop was the stables.

Up until now, horses, ponies, and mules had
always left Granite alone and he had left them
alone. But if the dwarf was ever going to
quickly finish this task, he would have to use
the services of some type of mount to get to
the Hermit’s Place and back. He decided to
sleep in the stables that night and think about
the problem.

The next morning, the riding problem had to
be solved. Granite solved the problem the
only way he knew hew, “Give me the fastest
horse you have.” He figured his task would be
over quicker, one way or another.

The beast was named Lightning and Granite
was assured that as long as he was on
Lightning’s back, the animal would go full tilt.
That sounded great. However, in practice, it
wasn't

The roads were filled with stumps, hay
mounds, ponds, and fences. Every time
Lightning eame to one of these obstructions
the horse felt the need to jump it. And every
time Lightning jumped an obstacle, Granite
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would fall off the horse. After the twentieth
stump, the dwarf was very tired of riding. But
he did find the Hermit's Place and naturally,
the way his luck was going, he didn’t find the
hermit. Entering the area he discovered
several metal-bound chests.

“One of these must hold the message of
where Jared can be found.”

Each chest was locked, and Granite wasn'’t
good with locks. He was good at breaking
things, however. After smashing three locks,
he had found his message: Jared was in a
secret chamber in Hillsfar's Haunted Mansion.

The long ride back was infinitely forgettable.
Parts of Granite’s body would never forget it,
but his mind put the pain of more falls behind
him. Granite told the stable boy what he
could do with Lightning and hurried off to the
mansion. The dwarf wanted to get there while
there was still bright sunlight to be seen. He
hadn’t had all that much experience with
haunted things, but his great, great, great,
grandmother had always told him that the
undead didn’t do muct during the daytime.
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Getting into the mansion was easy, but finding
that secret chamber took quite some time.
Finally, in one corner of a room, he located
the secret door and went inside. Almost
instantly, he discovered Jared hiding among
the shadows.

After telling the frightened man he was here
to help him, the dwarf heard the whole story.
It seems Mordak, the court wizard, had actual-
ly stolen the jewels and tricked the Red Plume
Guard into believing Jared was the guilty.
party. Jared had proof of Mordak's guilt but
the guards had orders to kill him on sight. If
Granite could go to the Bugbear’s Cave Pub
and give the evidence to the Princess of
Hillsfar, Jared would become a free man.

Getting directions to the pub and finding the
princess was a breeze compared to falling off
Lightning 85 times. Granite collected his
reward from the guild Master for helping Jared
Jymn, and left Hillsfar without once looking
back. His quest over, he thought how nice it
would be to become king of his clan, invade
Hillsfar, and level the place. But that wouldn't
be for a hundred years or so.
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Mhai drifted lazily through the familiar territory
of his dreams, his mind's eye exploring each
facet of the scenes dragged up from his sub-
conscious. One of his favorite dream seg-
ments was just now appearing, a pleasant
pastoral setting of dwarven maidens in a sun-
lit meadow. (Mhai knew they were maidens
because they parted their beards in the mid-

dle.) The dwarves
were cavorting
about in huge vats
of milk. Their
stumpy, hairy legs
were churning the
milk into frothy
masses of slightly
hairy butter. Mhai
(who had never
been out of the glo-
rious city of Hillsfar)
imagined that such
scenes took place
all the time in the
farms outside the
city.

Abruptly the scene
shifted. Though still

dreaming, he was suddenly back in the stable
where he was spending the night. His mind’s
eye hovered in the rafters, taking in his sleep-
ing form sprawled out in the hay, as well as
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the dimly seen forms of horses in their stalls. that.”

The room began to spin, slowly at first, then
faster and faster. Two arms formed out of the
blur. They were a womans’ arms, Mhai was
certain, despite the presence of a rose tattoo
with the inscription “Mom” on one arm. The
arms beckoned to him, and a pair of feminine
lips appeared, forming soundless words that
he couldn’t quite understand. After a while,
the lips seemed annoyed at his inability to
catch on, and disappeared with a petulant

popping sound.

a vision appeared of the door to one of
Hillsfar's magic shops, the only business in
the city that had a perpetual Going Out of
Business sale. (Mhai once asked how this
could be and he was told it was magic and to
beat it if he wasn’t buying.) He could see that
the door was locked and the street was dark.
The arms pointed to Mhai and then pointed to

the magic shop
door; Mhai stared
blankly. The fingers
made little walking
motions and then
gave up. The arms
popped into nonex-
istence.

When the vision
ended, Mhai awoke
with a start to find
himself staring into
unblinking eyes
less than an inch
from his nose.

shrieked, leaping
into the air.

Clinging to the barn'’s rafters, he looked down
to see the now-recognizable form of his famil-
iar frog, Dodo.

“Gads,” Mhai said, “I've told you not to do

“I know, “ Dodo said telepathically, “but I can
never resist watching the sheer, youthful exu-
berance with which you awaken to tackle
each new day. Reminds me of myself when I
was just a tadpole.”

Mhai told Dodo of his vision and asked the
frog’s advice. Dodo shook his head sadly and
said to Mhai, “You know, you keep forgetting
that even though I'm only one year old in

human terms, that’s really about 70 in frog-

The arms apparently had more patience, for
they continued to gesture and in Mhai’s mind
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years. Who's going to do your thinking for you
when I croak? The vision obviously wants you
to go to the magic shop at night and break in.
Must be something important in there. Maybe
this is what the guildmaster at the Mages’
Guild meant when he said that there was a
task for you. Remember? He said to be ready
for it no matter how you came upen it. This
could be your big break. Let’s go while it's
still dark.”

“But what about the Red Plume Guards? You
know what'll happen if they catch me break-
ing into the shop at night.” Mhai shuddered at
the thought of the pummeling he had taken in
the Arena the last time he’d explored an
establishment after hours.

“Well, you can outwit...er, outrun them,”
Dodo said. “I'll help you. Come on, do you
really enjoy sleeping on horse-manure pillows
every night?”

“OK, but I hope you'll be sermy if o’ Lefty, the
Orc, uses me to break in a new quarterstaff
again.”

Mhai bent over and scooped Dodo into his
shirt pocket. He tiptoed out of the stables and
into the night. The two hurried down streets,
made unfamiliar by the darkness and the fog
that had rolled in from the Moonsea ~ not
thick enough to really obscure vision, but just
enough to make things eerie. Mhai headed
southwest through Hillsfar’s zigzagging maze
of streets, glancing up nervously at the shut-
tered houses and businesses as he passed by.
After a ten-minute walk that seemed much
longer, Mhai found himself at the magic shop
door.

Eager to be off the streets, Mhai pulled out
one of his knock rings (discovered during an
earlier adventure) and used it on the lock,
praying that it opened the door before the
trap was sprung. When the lock clicked, Mhai
heaved open the door. The shop looked dif-
ferent at night, he thought, more maze-like
and ominous. After a mental nudge from
Dodo, Mhai began to search for anything
unusual that might help him figure out what
the Arm and Lip Lady (as he thought of her)
wanted him to find.

Mhai rummaged through dozens of chests.

Most of the items he found were long familiar
to him from the many hours he’d spent in this
shop. Finally, Mhai found something that he’d
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never noticed before - an ornately-carved
pick whose handle was inscribed with the
word “Stonemaster.” The pick seemed to glow
faintly in the dim light. Dodo peered at it from
Mhai’s pocket.

“Well, it appears to be something special all
right. Maybe that’s what the lady wanted you
to find.”

“But what do we do with it? It sure doesn’t
belong here — we’'d have noticed it before.
Besides, it actually looks valuable and that’s
awfully unusual for this shop. It must belong
to someone. Maybe that’s what we're sup-
posed to do - figure out who it belongs to and
give it back to them. Who do you suppose it
belongs to?”

Dodo sighed and shook his head. “Well now,
what does ‘Stonemaster’ say to you?”

“I know,” said Mhai. “It must be the quarry
master in charge of the rock quarry west of
town! But if we want to see him, we'll have to
leave the city and go wandering through dark
forests overrun by lions, tigers, and bears!”

“Oh my,” said Dodo.

“OK, be sarcastic; some help you are. | guess
I have to do it, though. The guildmaster may
never forgive me if I don’t come through for
him on this quest.”

Mhai wrapped the pick in a rag and carried it
under his robes as he scurried back to the sta-
bles. The only person he saw was a mage who
suddenly appeared in front of him in a partic-
ularly dark portion of Market Street. Mhai sti-
fled a shriek (much to Dodo’s disappoint-
ment) as Wak Rathar leered at him and asked
if Mhai wanted to see a magic trick. Since
Mhai had fallen for this once before, and had
found himself in the Arena being walloped by
Lefty, the Orc, Mhai declined the invitation
(even though he’d heard that gold, rather than
the Arena, sometimes rewarded the daring).
The rest of the trip was without incident.

Mhai reached the stables just as the rising sun
appeared over the city walls. He located
Damin and talked him into lending him a
horse for the journey. Mhai had heard that the
quarry was beyond the trading post to the
west of Hillsfar, so he set out to visit the trader
in order to gather information. The path to the

post was cratered with holes and littered with
fallen branches, and Mhai’s horse seemed to
trip over every obstacle. “My tax gold pieces
at work,” Mhai thought glumly, as he sprawled
on the ground time and again. At last the
nightmarish ride was over and Mhai walked
shakily into the trading post, feeling much the
worse for wear.

The trader was very happy to be of service,
for a price. For 5 gold pieces, Mhai was
allowed to look at a map that showed a path
leading to a Hermit’s Place to the north.
Farther to the north, with no path indicated,
was an area bearing the legend “The Quarry’s
Around Here Somewhere (I Think).”
Reluctantly, Mhai mounted his horse for the
torturous ride to the Hermit's Place.

Once there, Mhai discovered that the hermit
had apparently taken a vow of silence and
would do no more than nod his head to the
north and hum maniacally. With a sign, Mhai
headed off into the woods, leading his horse
along an overgrown trail that wouldn't have
qualified as a decent-sized rut in the paths he
had ridden earlier that day. Dodo hopped
alongside him, happy to be in the woods and
free of Mhai's sweaty pocket at last.

After walking through the forest for an hour,
Mhai stumbled onto a clearing around a small
hill. The entire hill was a beehive of activity.
Dwarven and human miners swarmed over it,
excavating deep holes into the hillside, clear-
ing topsoil to prepare new dig sites, carting
away rock and sorting it into piles, and per-
forming other duties he could not decipher.

Mhai and Dodo approached the nearest work-
er and asked to see the quarry master. They
were told that he was in a small shack near
the opening of the largest excavation. Mhai
scrambled over the rock-strewn ground to the
shack and knocked on the door, setting off a
small avalanche of rock dust from the roof.
“Well,” said Dodo to Mhai, “at least you're
going to make a good first impression.”

Before Mhai could reply, the door to the shack
was flung open and Mhai found himself star-
ing at an extremely irate dwarf.

“Can'’t you incompetent fools do anything
without me leading you around by the
hands?” the dwarf snarled. “Well, what is it
this time? Speak up, or are you dumb in both
senses of the word?”

“Er...ah...I mean...are you the quarry master?”
Mhai finally managed to ask.

“Of course I'm the quarry master. Who else
around here looks foolish enough to agree to
supervise 200 butter-fingered, troll-brained
excuses for craftsmen? Now, what do you
want —and it better be important!”

“L..um...I have this for you,” Mhai said as he
unwrapped Stonemaster and held it down so
the dwarf could see it.

"Well, I'll be a wart on an ogre’s behind!
Stonemaster has returned at last.” The quarry
master glanced up at Mhai almost pleasantly.
“Diane told me someone would comie bearing
Stonemaster. She left this elixir for you.”

He handed Mhai a translucent glass bottle that
was filled with a red liquid.

“I'm not sure what this stuff is,” he said with a
grin, “but it’s yours now. Many thanks for
returning Stonemaster. Now we can really
send some stone a-Alying.”

Mhai led his horse back into the woods and
sat down with Dodo to examine the bottle.

“Now what do we do?” Mhai said.

“I sure wouldn't open it if I were you,” Dodo
replied. “Wait until we can show it to the guild-
master. He should know what to do.”

Mhai agreed. He wrapped the bottle carefully
and placed it inside his robes. Then he put
Dodo in his pocket and began the ride back
to Hillsfar.

Many a merry spill later, Mhai and the horse
limped through the city gates. Dusk was gath-
ering as they finally entered the stables. Mhai
bid good riddance to the horse (the feeling
was mutual) and flopped down to sleep on the
nearest relatively manure-free pile of straw.

The sun was high in the sky by the time Mhai
was awakened by a horrible groaning sound.
Slowly he realized that he was the one groan-
ing. Even his eyelids seemed bruised as he
struggled to open them. He rose to his feet,
snarling at Dodo and mentally daring the frog
to laugh. Dodo casually snared a few flies for
breakfast, oblivious to Mhai’s glares.
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“How good to see you up, Mhai,” he said final-
ly. He was enjoying the moment to the hilt.
“All ready to prance over to the Mages’ Guild,
are we?”

If thoughts could kill, Dodo would have been
the frog-leg entree that night at the Ruby
Slippers Pub. As it was, Mhai just groaned
again and began to half-walk, half-crawl out
the door of the stables. Inspired by the sight
of his master painfully staggering down the
street, Dodo wrapped his long tongue around
one of the stable hands’ drinking cups.
Hopping along with Mhai, Dodo held out the
cup to passers-by, most of whom dropped in
a coin or two out of pity for the poor soul who
seemed to be suffering from some unfamiliar,
but doubtless incredibly painful, disease.
Since they had to go halfway across town (and
past the rich folk who lived around the castle)
to reach the Mages’ Guild, Dodo had collected
almost 96 gold pieces by the time they
reached their destination. Mhai was almost
walking erect by then, despite Dodo’s admoni-
tions to milk the crowd for all it was worth.

After a long delay, Mhai was ushered into the
Master’s chambers.

“So, what brings you in to see me, Mage
Prittee?” said Glinda, Master of Mages.

“This bottle, Sir. [ hope that you might be able
to tell me what it is and what I should do with
it,” Mhai said.

“You have found the elixir of Diane! I thought
this lost with the disappearance of her daugh-
ter. Wonder not what you should do with it,
but rather what it shall do to you.”

With that the guildmaster uncorked the bottle.
A thin, red vapor quickly escaped from the
opening. To Mhai, the fragrance was intoxicat-
ing. He caught a fleeting glimpse of Dodo fran-
tically leaping out of his pocket. Then his sight
dimmed and the floor seemed to rush up to
greet his face.

The next thing he knew, Mhai was floating in a
dream, watching something materialize in
front of him. A tall, handsome woman slowly
appeared; Mhai recognized her lips and arms
from his vision of two nights earlier. “I am the
daughter of Diane,” she said, “trapped in a
prison. Only a mage thrice honored may
release me from my doom.”
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“The first honor is of exacting aim on the
fourth board,” she said. With that cryptic pro-
nouncement, the woman began to fade. Her
lips were the last to go, lingering for a few sec-
onds to whisper the word, “Tanna,” and then
fading from sight as well.

Mhai awoke with a bad headache. He put his
hand to his aching head and felt a bandage
wrapped around it. He sat up and waited for
the room to stop spinning.

“What did she tell you this time, Mhai?” Dodo
asked, once Mhai felt well enough to stand.

“We have to go to Tanna’s Archery Range by
the stables,” Mhai said weakly. He picked up
Dodo, left the guild, and headed northeast
through the busy streets.

Once there, he picked up a wand for the tar-
get shooting competition and went out to the
range. On the first board (or round) of compe-
tition, he placed second and won 30 gold
pieces. On the second and third boards, he
seemed to hit everything he aimed at, even
peqging the pesky rats a few times. For once,
the running commentary of the announcer
didn't disturb his concentration. He placed
first in both boards, winning money he didn‘t
bother to count. He cast everything aside but
his goal of placing in the top five on the fourth
board. After hitting the swinging target a few
times, he decided to concentrate on getting
rid of the rats. (He couldn’t bear to think of
hitting the beautiful birds that occasionally
flew across the target range.) He had always
hated rats, though. He hit four of them on this
board and placed second this time. He had
done it! “Maybe there’s hope for you yet,”
Dodo said from inside Mhai’s pocket.

After he collected his winnings, Tanna took
him aside. She glanced around to make sure
no one could overhear. Then she whispered,
“You are honored this day, bold mage, with
the first honor of Diane. Your quest now leads
you outside of Hillsfar. You will find more of
Diane’s elixir in the Wizard’s Labyrinth located
near the ruins.”

Mhai once more resigned himself to a ride
through the country. He borrowed a horse
from Damin and set out for the trading post.
He seemed to have less trouble on this ride
and plowed into far fewer obstacles that on
his previous ride. Even Dodo was impressed.
“Will wonders never cease?” he said to Mhai.

“First a marksman and now a horseman. What
new talent will you display next?”

At the trading post, Mhai was told that the
ruins were but a short ride to the south. He
found the Wizard’s Labyrinth at the end of the
trail from the ruins.

Using a knock ring, Mhai entered the
labyrinth, and he and Dodo set out to explore
it. After several hours of peering into rotted
treasure chests and exploring dead-end corri-
dors, Mhai and Dodo discovered a bottle with
a reddish liquid in one of the chests.

“An elixir of Diane,” Mhai said triumphantly.
He started to uncork the bottle.

“Wait,” said Dodo, “lie down and then uncork
the bottle. Once again the reddish vapor
poured out and the world dimmed. Mhai found
himself drifting in a formless void. Diane’s
daughter appeared suddenly in front of him.

“The second honor,” she said, “is one of free-
ing the Mages’ Tower from a malevolent spirit.
You need to open a special chest within the
room it inhabits.” The woman disappeared in
the usual manner - lips last.

Mhai told Dodo about the woman’s message
as they rode for Hillsfar in the gathering
darkness of evening. “Malevolent spirit?”
Dodo said. “What happened to your
common sense?”

“I am on a quest,” Mhai replied, “to earn a
spot beside the honored mages of my guild.
That’s worth a little risk.”

“You'll earn a spot beside the other mages of
your guild all right,” said Dodo. “Right inside
that spirit’s stomach. I hear there’s a regular
conclave of your fellows in there.”

“Quiet or Ill turn you into a prince.” Mhai
threatened, and at that prospect Dodo
stopped arguing and settled for muttering dire
predictions under his mental breath.

The next morning Mhai set out for the Mages’
Tower. He headed for the southeastern end of
town, clutching his purse tightly as he passed
the Rogues’ Guild headquarters. Soon he was
standing before the entrance to the Mages'’
Tower. Mhai took a deep breath as he entered
the deserted building. He explored the inside
of the tower, a feeling of foreboding gathering
inside him as he approached the top. Pushing
open the shattered door to the uppermost

room, he staggered as if physically struck by
the sense of evil that emanated from within.
Mhai entered the room and desperately looked
for the chest Diane’s daughter said would be
there. In the darkest corner of the room, an
evil presence stirred and began to spread
toward him; Mhai could feel his will to move
being sucked away. “Get moving!” came
Dodo’s thought into Mhai’s mind. “The chest!
Open the chest or your name’s breakfast!”

Mhai snapped out of the paralysis that had
gripped him, leaped at the chest, and flung it
open just as the spirit clutched him. All light
and warmth began to leave the world. “It's
over,” Mhai thought weakly. “It’s too late.”
Suddenly a brilliant light blazed from the
chest and stabbed at the dark heart of the evil
spirit. Mhai could feel his strength returning as
the evil spirit was forced away from him by a
good spirit rising up from the chest. As the
evil spirit flew out the window, it paused for
an instant and turned back to Mhai. “I'll get
you, Mhai Prittee, and your little frog, Dodo,
too!” And then it was gone.

Mhai stood slowly. The good spirit came to his
side and spoke to him: “You are honored this
day with the second honor of Diane.” With
that, the good spirit flew out the window in
pursuit of the evil one. Mhai watched the spirit
go, but felt at the same time that the essence
of the spirit was somehow still with him.
Whatever lay before him, he was not afraid.

Mhai looked into the chest and saw a bottle
filled with reddish liquid. Mhai and Dodo hur-
ried out of the Mages’ Tower, glad to be back
in the friendly bustle of Hillsfar’s streets.

Once back in the stables, Mhai sat down
against a bale of hay and opened the bottle.
Almost instantly, Diane’s daughter appeared
before him. “The third and last honor, my dar-
ing mage, is one of defeating the proud mino-
taur, Taurus, in the Arena. He is the instigator
of my imprisonment.”

She smiled at Mhai and faded away with a
wave. As her lips disappeared, she whispered,
“Good luck, my hero.”

Mhai awoke the next morning eager to face
Taurus. He left the stables as soon as it was
light and jogged west toward the Arena. Dodo
tried hard to talk him out of it. He pointed out
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how poorly Mhai had fared against Lefty, the
Orc, who was a much weaker opponent than
the mighty Taurus, a gladiator renowned for
his strength and cruelty in the Arena. But Mhai
was beyond reason, filled with a hatred of
Taurus that he could not shake.

Mhai strode into the Arena and bellowed a
challenge to Taurus.

Taurus slowly walked over to Mhai and hand-
ed him a quarterstaff. “Well, human,” Taurus
said, “I think it's time for your lesson.”

“And 1,” said Mhai, “think it's time you
learned that there’s a price to pay for kidnap-
ping and imprisoning humans. Defend your-
self, bullman.”

With a roar, Taurus threw himself at Mhai.
Then he led with two strikes at Mhai's left,
then a head butt and then several attacks to
Mhai's right side. Mhai was expecting this and
easily blocked all the attacks. When he saw
Taurus lunging forward to strike to his left
again, Mhai dodged and whacked Taurus on
the right side. Taurus bellowed in anger,
though Mhai’s blow hardly seemed to faze
him. Taurus’ head butt was wildly off-target
and Mhai caught Taurus solidly in the face
with his counterattack. Taurus stumbled back-
ward but stayed on his feet. Blood flowed into
his eyes.

Mhai sprung to attack while Taurus was dis-
tracted. Too late he saw the minotaur’s staff
swing out at his legs. It knocked him off his
feet and he watched in horror as Taurus ran
forward, holding his quarterstaff as if to pin
him to the Arena sand. Then at the last instant,
Taurus pitched face first into the sand. Mhai
thanked whatever gods were looking after him
and rose to his feet, gritting his teeth against
the pain in his legs. He brought his quarterstaff
down on Taurus’ head. Only then did he
notice Dodo with his two-foot-long tongue
wrapped around both of Taurus’ ankles.

“It's the frog god you should be thanking,”
Dodo said as he painfully retracted his
tongue. “You'll have to catch flies for me for
the next month or so.”

“Just as long as I don’t have to do it with my
tongue,” Mhai said. He picked up Dodo gently
and placed him in his pocket.

As Mhai limped out of the Arena to the ovation
of the crowd, a richly-dressed woman stepped
up to him. She was accompanied by several
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servants and men-at-arms. “I am Diane,” she
said, “and I have watched you master all the
trials of this quest. With the defeat of Taurus,
you are now thrice honored, my brave mage.
Taurus has imprisoned my daughter in a mir-
ror of life trapping. Only an honored mage
such as yourself can break that mirror.

“I believe this parchment gives a clue to the
mirror's whereabouts, but I cannot read it as
it is in magical script. I trust you can read it.”
She handed Mhai a crumpled parchment,
stained recently by a reddish-brown liquid.

Mhai read: “Oh great Taurus, | have hidden
the mirror in the haunted mansion where
none may find it.”

“The last leg of your quest lies before you,
Diane said. “Lead us to free my daughter and
great rewards shall be yours!”

Mhai lead the group to the southeastern end
of town. Across the street from the Rogues’
Guild they found the haunted mansion. Mhai
opened the first chest he found and saw a
mirror lying on the bottom. Hardly daring to
believe that his quest might be at an end,
Mhai picked up the mirror and smashed it
down upon the chest. A cold, sparkling cloud
escaped from the shards of the mirror. The
cloud coalesced into the beautiful woman of
his dreams, Diane’s daughter.

She threw her arms around Mhai and hugged
him. “Oh thank you, my honored mage,” she
said. Mhai just stared at her, dazed by her
beauty. Diane rushed in and embraced her
daughter. She turned to Mhai and told him his
reward was waiting for him at the Mages’
Guild. With a bow to Diane and a last back-
ward glance at her daughter (whose name he
never did learn), Mhai reluctantly headed for
his guild house.

Glinda greeted him warmly as he entered. “My
boy,” he said, “you have made us all very
proud. Here is a bag containing 21,500 gold
pieces, as a token of Diane’s gratitude. In
addition, with my ring of wishes, I will make
you sturdier, stronger, and able to withstand
more damage.”

The next day, Mhai purchased Magesteed
from Damin and rode off toward Tilverton.
Perhaps someday he and Dodo would return
to Hillsfar. There were certain attractions to
the old place after all.
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