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AN EXPLICATION OF THE 

KING'S QUEST COLLECTION 

Discourse on the benefits of evolving technologic 

endowm ent and Sierra's ever-increasing 

und erstanding of computer gadgetry 

long time ago, in a kingdom far away, Roberta 

Williams created the first King's Quest. At the 

time, the technolog u ed to make King's 

Quest wa unprecedented. The quality of the 

game wa heralded throughout the land, and 

Roberta wa proclaimed the Reigning Queen 

of Adventure Gaming. 

Much ha happened b tween "A long time ago ... " and " the rest is his

tory." Technological advance , many made for subsequent chapters in the 

King's Quest saga, have made it possible for the wizard at Sierra On-Line to 

create a magical but realistic world in which players become one with the 

rulers of Daventry. 

The game herein are offered in their entirety, and no attempt ha been 

made to alter them in any way. As you advance through the saga, you will 

ee the technology and the characters develop simultaneously. Chapters 

one through four utilize a "parser interface," while chapters five and six 

offer the "point-and-click interface." Know you, in any ca e, that no matter 

what form the story a ume , the magic of the King's Quest saga lies herein, 

and is ever-present in the live of tho e it touche . 

And the rest is history. 



AME 
INSTALLATION 

In which the player is instructed on the proper method 

to introd uce the King's Quest CD to the computer 

The King's Quests Serie can be played through MS-DOS with the possibility 

of playing King's Quest V and King's Quest VI through Windows. Refer to 

each game 's Readme fi le for more information. For further technical 

a i tance on Windows in tallation please see your Windows manual. 

WINDOWSTM INSTALLATION 

IMPORTANT: All individual games must be installed to the ame drive on 
which the King's Que t Collection was initially in tailed. 

1. Insert the CD into the CD-ROM drive. 

2. Invoke Windows in Standard or Enhanced mode. 

3. Select «Run ... » from the «File» menu. 

4. Type d:\setup, where di the letter of your CD drive. Press [Return] or 

click OK. 

5. The Setup program will now run automatically. During the Windows 

installation proces a mes age will appear on the screen saying: 

«Plea e enter the letter of the drive to which you wish to in tall» 
NOTE: 

«All gam s must be in tailed to the drive you have selected.» 

The response to this message should be the letter of the disk drive to which 
you wish to install. The re pon e hould not be the drive in which you 
placed your CD. 

6. After the King's Quest Collection installation , individually install each game 

you want to play. You accompli h thi by double-clicking on the KQ 

Game Install icon. A Ii t of game will appear. Simply click on the game 

you'd like, and then click OK. Follow the on- creen direction . When the 

game has finished in tailing, you ' ll ee its icon in the Sierra group. Click 

on it to begin playing. 

To play the game: 

1. Insert the game CD into the CD-ROM drive. 

2. Invoke Window . 

3. Double-click on the Sierra group if it is not already open. 

4. Double-click on the game icon. 

Windows is a trademark of Microsoft Corpo ration 

DOS INSTALLATION 

1. Insert the CD into the CD-ROM drive. 

2. Type the letter of your CD-ROM drive , for ex. «D: ». Press [E TER]. 

3. Type "INSTALL" and press [ENTER]. 

4. A menu wi ll appear. Select the letter corresponding to the game you wi h 

to in tall, and type it at the prompt. 

5. Follow the on-screen prompts. 



AME PLAY 

In which the player becomes acquainted with 

methodology of play and the Main Menu 

THE CROSSROADS OF DAVENTRY 

Inside the Chest: e your key on the rusty lock and throw back the creaking 
lid. In ide the che t you' ll discover the King's Quest legacy. Peru e at your 
leisure copious press clipping and magazine article acclaiming the epic saga 
of Daventry. 

Behind the Developer's Shield: Sneak a peak behind the developer's shield and 
you'll find a va t archive of King's Quest design documents, original background 
art, and character ketches. 

A View from Inside the Mirror: Step through the looking gla s for a unique 
view from in ide the mirror. Roberta Williams reflects upon her ro le a the 
Reigning Queen of Adventure Gaming and premier designer of the King's 
Quest series. 

Hold onto your Adventurer's Cap: What wi ll Roberta Wi lliams think up next? 
Hold onto your adventurer ' cap and prepare your elf for a sneak preview of 
the amazing and enchanting experiences awaiting you in the near future. 

The Royal Scribe: Through the wee hours of the night, the royal cribe' pen 
cratches out a chronicle of Sierra On-Line and the King' Quest erie . Read 

her words, but be foretold that a mere touch on text of a different hue will 
transport you to another domain. 

The King's Questions: Te t your wisdom and knowledge of the magical land of 
Davenu1•. 

ING'S QUESTS OF 

TIMES GONE BY 

In which we take a brief moment to discourse on those 

King's Quest games included in the collection 

THE PARSER INTERFACE! 

KING'S QUEST I THROUGH KING'S QUEST IV 

The King's Quest eries commenced with what is known as a "parser 

interface." Using this method, the player types in tructions at a cur or on 

the screen. If, for example, King Graham has a cake in his inventory and he 

i hungry, the player types EAT CAKE. In the event the parser recognizes 

the words, King Graham will comply. The re ult of Graham's actions, 

however, may be either to the good or to the bad. Mayhap the King's 

hunger i ated. On the other hand, mayhap the cake is poison, and shall 

kill the King. The player must live by - and die by - his decisions; at 

lea t, un ti! he restores his game. 

This interface was utilized by the good folk at Sierra until the fifth chapter 

in the erie . At that time, technology had advanced to such an extent that 

a "point-and-click interface" wa develop d. Now no typing wa required; 

rather, the player u ed something called an icon bar. 



ICONS AND CURSORS: 

KING'S QUESTV AND KING'S QUEST VI 

t the top of the creen the playe r wi ll find an icon bar containing everal 

icons that can be elected to execut certain command choices. To open 

the icon bar, the player must press the [ESC] or [DEL] o n the keyboard, or 

move the cur or a ll the way to the top of the creen. Some icon have a 

menu of choice . The mouse or keypad allow the player to move between 

choices within the icon menu. 

00 . 
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The WALK Icon 
Choo e WALK when you want to move the character from 
place to place on the screen . A walking character will move 
until it encounters an obstacle in its path . 

The WALK Cursor 
vVhen you choose WALK, the cursor wi ll change to a walking 
figure. Place the feet of the figure at the place where you 
want to move the character and click the mou e button. If 
possible, the character will move to that spot. 

n you want to have the character look at 
omething on creen. 

The LOOK Cursor 
''\'hen you choose LOOK, th cursor will change to an eye. 
Place the eye at the desired place on the screen and click the 
mou e button or press [E TER]. If there is something to be 

een at this place, a me age wi ll be di played. 

The ACTION Icon 
Choo e ACTIO when you want the character to perform an 
action on an obj ct. 

The ACTION Cursor 
When you choo e ACTION, the cur or wi ll change to a hand. 
Place the hand at the de ired place on the creen and press 
[E TER]or click the mou e button . The nece ary action for 
thi creen po ition will be performed. 

The TALK Icon 
Choo e TALK when you want to initi ate a con ve r ation 
between game characters. 

The TALK Cursor 
When you choose TALK, the cursor will change to a talking 
head. Position the mouth on the person (or th ing) and click 
the mouse button or pre s [E TER]. If conver ation i 
po ible, the character will talk, or a conver ation will begin. 

The ITEM Icon 
The ITEM icon shows the la t inventory item you elected. 
Choo e ITEM when you want to ee or u e thi item. 

The INVENTORY Icon 
Choose INVENTORY when you want to see and select from 
the items you are urren tly carrying. 

The CONTROLS Icon 
Thi icon allows three game variables to be adjusted. SPEED 
adju ts the peed of the game animation. VOLUME adju ts the 
ound volum . GAME DETAIL adjust the amount of non

e ential game animation in the game. SAVE, RESTORE, and 
QUIT function are also accessed via tl1e CONTROLS icon. 

The INFORMATION Icon 
Choose INFORMATION when you need to be rem inded of 
what the vario u icon do in the game. The cur or wi ll 
change to a que tion mark. Move th question mark to me 
icon you want and click tl1e mouse button or press [E TER]. 



ING'S 
QUEST I 

Q UEST FOR THE C ROWN 

A long, long time ago, when unicorns till roamed the forests and the 

merfolk still dwelt in the hallow water frequented by men, there ruled in 

the kingdom of Daventry King Edward and hi lovely Queen. The people of 

Daventry were prosperous and happy, and everywhere peace reigned. But 

the King and Queen were sad because they were childle s. They had no on 

to inherit the throne, nor daughter to gladden their hearts. 

One bright, sunny day King Edward the Benevolent (for o he wa called) 

and his Qu en were walking in the ca tie garden when uddenly before 

th m appeared a powerful sorcerer. "I know your problem and I can ca t a 

p ll that will bring you a child," he aid. 

"Oh, great orcerer, if you can help us, we will be everla tingly grateful," 

said the Qu en. 

"We will be tow upon you many honors, and great 1iche ," aid the King. 

"I have no use for honor or riches. My payment will not be o great. All I ask 

in return is the mahogany-framed Mirror tl1at hangs in your private chamber." 

The orcer r 's words gave them pause, for that Mirror was priceless. It had 

the power to read the future, and helped Daventry prosper. The royal 

couple u ed it to foretell the weatl1er for planting and harvest, as had the 

kings and qu en before tl1em. 

It had been hundreds of years since a crop had been planted before the last 

frost, or had been ruined by autumn rain. What the sorcerer desired was 

indeed valuable. Th King and Queen retired to their chamber to con ult 

the magic Mirror. 

King Edward and his wife gazed in to the Mirror' depths and aw a young 

princely figure witl1 a gold crown upon his head. Imagining the youth to be 

the on they yearned for, the royal couple gladly be towed tl1e Mirror upon 

the orcerer. He took it to hi dwelling, where he et one of his beasts to 

guard over it. 

The montl1s passed and the Queen did not conceive a child. For the fir t 

time in four hundred year , Daventry lost the harvest to an early autumn 

rain torm. The King and Queen wept, and everyone tightened their belts. 

Instead of having excess produce to sell to neighboring kingdom , the 

peop le of Daventry had to upplement their tore with food bought 

el ewhere. 

With famine came the dreaded Plague, and tl1 Queen was stricken. For 

three days he lay in the grip of a great fever, with Edward maintaining a 

constant vigil by her ide. 

On tile fourth day of the Queen' illne , a diminutive figure pushed his 

way between the legs of the castle guards. "I have a cure for tile Queen," he 

claimed. Quickly the courtiers u hered him into the Queen' chamber, 

where tile King de paired. 

"I have trave led a great distance to bring relief to your dear wife. This 

powerful root known only to dwarves will cure any plague." 

The dwarf leaned over the Queen and touched the root to her lips. Her 

eyes fluttered open and she miled at Edward. 



The Queen's attendants looked at each other in wonderment. "Only a 

touch revived her," they whispered. "Imagine how fa t she will recover 

when given th whole root! " 

"Ask any reward for thi miraculou gift, oh mall one," exclaimed King 

Edward. 

"I ask in repayment the Shield left you by your father when he died ," said 

the dwarf softly. 

The King paled at the thought. The Shield, made of titanium and set with 

emeralds, was traditionally carried in battle by the ruler of Daventry. 

Legend held that he who bore the Shield was invincible, and his army 

always victorious. Thu there had been no succe sful attack on the kingdom 

of Daventry for over five hundred years. 

"Ask again, little man. I will give you your weight in gold, but please do not 

ask for the Shield," said the King. 

"You do not appear to value your wife 's life, your Highne s," said the dwarf. 

"I will take no other reward than that which I have requested. " Haughtily, 

he turned to go. 

"Come back," Edward called. "I'll give you tl1e Shield." The Dwarf took the 

Shield, and secreted it away in a hole in the ground, in the way of Dwarves. 

The Queen partook of t11e root, but to no avail. She worsened and died. 

Daventry's church bells tolled in mourning, and the King vowed vengeance 

against t11e false dwarf. Years passed, and tl1e news of the loss of the Shield 

spread. Armie attacked the weakened Daventry, and the King went out to 

lead his armies without tl1e Shie ld. ever before did t11ey have need of the 

Mirror to foretell enemy moves. ow, that protection too was gone . 

Many years passed, and tl1e King was very lonely. One day, while out riding 

witl1 his courtier , Edward came upon a pack of waive tearing at tl1e lower 

limb of a big tree. When the group approached , the wolve scattered to 

reveal a beautiful young woman perched in t11e tree. 

She de cended regally. "I thank you for the re cue, kind ir . I am the 

Princes Dahlia, of Cumberland. I was traveling tl1rough tl1is land when that 

pack of wolve fell upon my group. My bodyguard fled in terror from their 

fang , leaving me quite alone. I owe you my life , and my heartfelt gratitude." 

The King was charmed with tl1e Princess Dahlia, and brought her back to 

hi castle to visit. He felt new life coursing through hi veins, and knew it 

was because he had met someone who might fill t11e loneliness left by his 

late Queen. 

In due time Edward asked Dahlia to marry him, and she accepted. The 

people of Daventry were wi ldly excited at the prospect of a new Queen 

(and hopeful again of an heir), and made preparations for a glorious 

wedding celebration. 

On the night before tl1e wedding, when the air resounded with toasts and 

merriment, Princess Dahlia bid Edward good night. He never noticed her 

hand stealing up to his belt and extracting the ring of keys hanging t11ere. 

Much later, tl1e Royal treasurer approached tl1e King with alarming news. He 

had discovered the treasury door standing open, witl1 tlle King's own key in 

the lock. The Princess Dahlia had been inside, holding a small Chest of gold. 

The treasurer stood frozen to the spot. The Princess ' bright laughter 

changed to a witch's cackle as her form grew old and witl1ered. She grasped 

tl1e Chest and mounted her broom to fly out tl1e open window. The u-easurer 

watched witl1 horror as she swooped up t11rough the clouds and di appeared. 



\Nhen the King heard the news, he wept in de pair. That Che t wa magic, 

and the last great trea ure remaining in Daventry. o matter how much was 

taken from it, the he t alway remained brimming with golden coin . 

Without the Chest, Edward could buy no more food, pay no more soldiers. 

Many more year pa eel, and Daventry grew poor and weak. King Edward 

wa old and feebl , and aw that hi end was near. Fearing that the country 

would fall into even greater di order when he died , he ent for his favorite 

knight, Sir Graham. 

"You are the brave t and true t knight in my kingdom , Sir Graham. Long 

ago I nvi ioned your form in my magic Mirror, and thought I was eeing 

In}' son and h ir. The yea r have proven me at least half wrong. But the 

prophecy may ye t be fulfill d. 

"To prove your elf worthy of my crown, I command you to journey out into 

the world and retrieve the three great trea ure taken from Daventry by 

tr achery and tealth. Fail , and our beautiful Daventry will grow ever 

weaker until it is invaded and c nquered by an unfriendly nation. ucceed 

in this great que t, and you shall become King upon my death. Thi I 

promise by all that is honorable and right. 

"May you re turn victorious, ir Graham! " 

Become Sir Graham and travel through lands of myth and magic to recover 

the great trea ures. You mu t retrieve them all, for only the combined 

magic of the three will re tor Daventry to its former glory. 

Look to the fable and fairy tories of yo r for clue . Leave no stone 

unturned, no avenue unexplor cl , and you will triumph in your que t. 

long the way, collect as many treasure a yo u can. The kingdom of 

Daventry will need everything you can b1ing back. And you will profit from 

the experience. 
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It may be pos ible to accompli h ach ta kin more than one way. Th e more 

imaginative your solution , the better fitted you will b to rule Daventry. 

The road you mu t travel i long and perilou ; you will be be et by many 

dangerous be ings. You must have the wi dom to know when to tand and 

fight and when to flee from superior trength. But take heart - you may 

r ceive help in unexpected place . 

Go now, Sir Graham. And in the words of King Edward, "May you return 

victoriou !" 

ING'S 
QUEST II 

ROMANCING THE T HRONE 

A long, long time ago, when creatures of myth and magic walked the earth 

openly with lesser mortal , there dwelt in the kingdom of Daventry a king 

named Graham. He had won the crown by hi wit and courage when he 

went forth to uncover and reclaim the three lost trea ure ofDavenuy. 1 ow 

Graham ruled over the land, with the aid of the Mirror that foretold the 

future , the bottomless Trea ure Chest, and the invincible hie ld. The 

peopl of Daventry prospered und r the reign of the kindly monarch . 

Ju t one year after returning from his first victoriou que t, King Graham 

arose and looked into the Mirror as he was wont to do daily. Much to hi 

astonishment, he beheld th face of Edward, the king who cam before 

him in the uccession . 



King Edward spoke. "Graham, your kingdom is strong now, thanks to the 

recovery of the three trea ure and to your wise leadership. But it will soon 

grow weak again, if you do not provide an heir to the throne. Marry, my 

son, and give your people a prince that will make their future cure." 

The vi ion faded. King Graham pondered how he might find a bride fit to 

reign over Daventry. He consulted with Gervain , his wise prime minister. 

"She mu L be good, and kind, o that she will love m p ople and they wi ll 

love her," said Graham. " he must have the wi dom to counsel me in my 

daily problem , and a loving heart to bring me comfort. I wi h my queen to 

glow with an inner beauty of pirit as well a beauty of face and form." 

Gervain uggested that Graham host a ce lebration, and in vite a ll the 

maidens of marriageable age from hi whole kingdom. He cou ld then 

observe and conver e with the likely candidates, and see if any one of them 

fithi ideaofaqueen. 

The invitations were ent out, and the whole kingdom turned out for the 

celebration. From every corn r of Daventry the maidens came. Short and 

tall , slend rand plump, fair and dark, pretty and plain. There were maiden 

from all station in life, from duke 'and earls' daughters to the village goo e 

girl and the cu llery maid from the ca tle kitchen . They all had but one 

thing in common: they greatly admired the handsome King, and were eager 

to catch hi eye. Word had spread tl1at the King was looking for a bride, and 

they were all thrilled by the prospect of marrying the charming Graham. 

For two day tl1e celebration wore on, and though he tried to be cheerful, 

Graham gradually became omber. None of the maidens he had met quickened 

hi puls . One maid quinted, another nipped over everytll ing in sight. Another 

was too coy, and the one after her giggl d con tantly. They all had some fault, 

however mall. It was witli great relief tliat Graham aw hi guests 1ide away at 

tl1e end of tl1e eel bration. He retired to his room to reflect gloomily. 
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"My kingdom is home to hundreds of lovely maid ns," he mourned. "Why 

is there not one among tl1em who touches my heart and my dreams?" 

As he asked the que tion , King Graham was standing near the Magic Mirror. He 

glanced toward it, and noticed tliat tlie glass had grown inexplicably cloudy. 

The mi t cleared. All at once, King Graham beheld the mo t beautiful 

maiden he had ever een. She had hair of glowing auburn, and eye of 

midnight blue. Her skin wa the color of rich cream, but alas, no roses 

bloomed in her cheeks, and the comer of her pretty mouth drooped in 

orrow. 

She wa tanding at a window, motionle s except for the tray breeze that 

tirred her hair. A tear fell from one eye, and sparkled on her ch ek like a 

diamond on velvet. She put up one hand to brush it away, and Graham wa 

su·uck by the grace of her movement. 

The King' heart was suddenly enveloped in a strange fever. He knew that 

tl1is was the maiden for whom he longed - this was the woman who mu t 

be his queen. He wanted to find her and bring a smile to her love ly face. 

He wanted to take her in hi arms , and protect her from trouble 

forevermore. Eagerly he con ulted the Magic Mirror. 

"Oh Mirror wise," aid Graham, "I have vowed to make this maiden my 

bride. Where may I find her?" 

The Mirror clouded again , and a voice was heard. "Thi is the maiden 

Valanice. She is from the kingdom of Kolyma, and is known for her 

goodness no less than her beauty. The jealou crone Hagatha whisked 

Valanice away to an nchanted land, and impri oned her in a quartz tower 

guarded by a ferocious wild bea t. " 

"I must rescue her or die in the attempt," declared King Graham . "How 

may I find this enchanted land?" 



"You must travel to the kingdom of Kolyma," aid the Mirror. "There you may 

earch for the keys which unlock th three door to the nchanted land ... " 

The voice faded and the Mirror cleared. Graham stared at his own 

reflection. Vainly did he call for it' return , to give him more clue to the 

whereabouts of the magic key . He then shouldered hi provi ions, and et 

out on hi quest of love. 

Only you, my bold adventurer, have tJ1e power to fini h this tale. Become 

King Graham on hi que t to find the magic keys. Encounter characters of 

legend, folklore and fantasy. Explore underground caverns, eerie tower , 

and ocean wonderlands. Help Graham rescue the enchanted maiden, so he 

can lay hi kingdom and his heart at her feet. 

You will be faced with challenges that would intimidate those of lesser 

timbre. ummon all your trength and courage. Leave no stone unturned, 

no avenue unexplored, and your per everance will be richly rewarded. 

It may be po ible to find each key through more than one avenue. The 

more imaginative your solution , the greater your reward. 

Study all the ancient lores for clues. Along tJ1e way coll ct as many treasure 

as you can - trea ures fit for a queen. 

The road you must travel is long and perilous. You will be be et by many 

dangerous beings, both mytJ1ical and magical. you must have the wisdom to 

know when to tand and fight and when to flee from superior strength. But 

Lake heart - you may receive help in unexpected place . 

Go now, and rememb r that True Love conquers all! 

ING'S 
QUEST III 

To HEIR IS HUMAN 

A long, long time ago, when magic was the only science known to man, 

mere dwelt in tJ1e land of Llewdor a wizard named Manannan. He was very 

learned in all matter of the heavens and earili. 

Of great age, Manannan presented a frail appearance, a though his skin 

were made of bleached and weathered parchment. Manannan 's impre ion 

of fragility lasted only until one look d into hi coal-black eye , which 

burned witJ1 a trange fire. This was, indeed, a powerful wizard. 

Aliliough he wa powerful, and capable of conjuring up va t armie of spirit 

servants to sweep his hearth , prepare his meals, and other menial ta k with 

which he would not oil hi hands, thi solution to hi everyday needs was 

not satisfactory to him. For he liked his olitud , and didn't want a lot of 

pirit (who beside all el e, are quite inquisitive and mi chievous) 

cluttering up hi house. Instead, he apprenticed a very young boy to do his 

bidding, taking the lad when he wa only a year old, so tJiat the boy would 

have no memorie to tug at him in the year to come. 

Unfortunately for Manannan, boys grow up and become adventuresome 

young men. As hi slave grew in tature and in su·ength , Manannan wa 

irritated to find him poking around in areas of ilie house where he didn ' t 

belong. Or he would climb down ilie narrow path leading to Manannan's 

mountaintop retreat to explore the surrounding country ide. Even 

punishment did not stop him for long. 
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One day, when his slave wa 18 year of age , the wizard found him 

practicing magic sp !Is. This was the last straw! 

"YO !' Manannan screamed. "You have read my books of spell and 

plundered my upplies of powders and potions. You have even ventured 

into Llewdor again, again t my expressed command, for nowhere else 

could you have gathered some of these ingredients! 

"You think you will win your freedom with the e u·icks?" the wizard sneered. 

"You shall ee your mistake! You have earned only your own demise! " And 

with that, Manannan raised his hands menacingly. 

Suddenly the earth began to shake and his slave was no more. Only a small 

pile of a hes remained where he had stood. 

"Next time, I won ' t make the same mistake," Manannan snarled. ''I'll never 

let any of my slave reach manhood. I'll have no more accidents." 

And so the years passed. Manannan went out and found another small boy to 

be his Jave. He stole him from a country some distance from Llewdor, to direct 

suspicion away from himself. Manaiman was more careful with this child, and 

watched him closely. The wizard puni hed the boy everely when he caught 

him away from the house. And he made sure the boy didn ' t get his hands on 

even any ordinary items that might be transformed into magic charm or 

potions. On the whole, Manannan didn ' t have much trouble with him, but still, 

on the lad's 18th birthday, the wizard zapped him out of existence. 

"It's a nui ance, having to train a slave a ll over again ," he mumbled 

complainingly. "But it's better than having u·ouble like the last time. " 

And so he went on, every 17 years kidnapping a small boy from his loving 

parents , then slaying him on the 18th anniversary of his b irth. 

(Occasionally the cycle wa shortened slightly, when he unfortunately chose 

a precocious child tl1at learned too much before his 18th year.) 

And time went on ... 
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UNDERSTANDING THE LANGUAGE OF 
CREATURES 

INGREDIENTS 
one small feather from a bird 
one tuft of fur from any animal 
one dried reptile kin 
one rounded poonful of powdered fish bone 
one thimbleful of dew 
one magic wand 

DIRECTIONS 
I. Put the small feather in a bowl 

II. Put the fur in tl1e bowl 
III . Put the reptile skin in the bowl 
IV. Add a poonful of powdered fish bone 
V. Put a tl1imbleful of clew in the bowl 

VI. Mix with hands (mixture will now be doughy) 
VII. Separate mixture into two pieces 

VIII. Put dough piece into your ear 
IX. (Recite this verse) 

Feather of fowl and bone offish , 
Molded together in this dish , 
Give me wisdom to understand 
Creatures of air, sea and land 

X. Wave the magic wand 

You wi ll now be able to understand the speech of animal , birds and fish. 

You will not, however , be able to speak to tl1em. The spell will last as long as 

the dough is in your ears. 

FLYING LIKE AN EAGLE OR A FLY 

INGREDIENTS 
one tail feather from any eagle (to become an eagle) 
one pair of fly wings (to becom a fly) 
one p inch of affron 
rose petal essence 
one magic wand 
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DIRECTIONS 
I. Put a pinch of saffron in essenc 

II. (Recite this ver e) 

Oh winged pirits, et me free 

Of earth! binding ,ju t like thee. 

In thi essence, behold the might 

To grant the preciou gift of flight. 

III . Wave the magic wand 

You now have a potion which will allow you to cast the transformation pell. 

To ca t the spell any time later: 

Dip the eagle feather in the essence (if you want to become an eagle). or 

Dip th fly wing in thee ence (if you want to become a fly). 

You will turn into an eagle or a fly. If you do not tran form back into 

yourse lf, the pell will wear off after ome time has passed. You can u e thi 

pell until your ro e petal/saffron potion i gone. 

To return to your own form before the spell wear off, recite thi ver e: 

Eagle begone! 

My elf, return! 

or 

Fly, begone! 

My If, return! 

TELEPORTATION AT RANDOM 

INGREDIENTS 
one spoonful of salt grains 

one sp1;g of dried mi tletoe 

one smooth rounded stone of unu ual color 
one magic wand 

DIRECTIONS 

I. Grind a spoon of alt in a mortar (with ape tle ) 

II . Grind the mi tletoe in the mortar 

III. Rub the tone in the mixture 

IV. Kiss the stone 

V. (Recite thi ver e) 

With this kis , I thee impart, 

Power most dear to my heart. 

Take me now from thi place hither, 

To another place far tJ1itJ1er. 

VI. Wave the magic wand 

You now own a charm which will allow you to cast the random teleportation 

p 11. To cast the spell, rub the stone. It will in tantly whi k you away from 

where you are. Remain alert, how ver - even though you can use the spell 

to run away from danger, nothing guarantees that you will not arrive in a 

more precariou ituation t11an t11e one you left. The power of the charm 

remains for as long as you retain the tone. 

CAUSING A DEEP SLEEP 

INGREDIENTS 
three dried acorns 

one cup nightshade juice 

one magic wand 

one empty pouch 

DIRECTIONS 
I. Grind the acorn in a mortar (with a pestle) 

II. Put the acorn powder in a bowl 

III. Put the nightshade juice in the bowl 

IV. Stir the mixture with a poon 

V. Light a charcoal brazier 

VI. Heat the mixture on the brazier (boil the mixture until the night 

bade juice is almost gone, then remove from tl1e heat) 

VII. Spread the mixture on a table (wait until dry) 
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VIII. (Recite thi verse) 
Acorn powder ground so fine 

ight hade juice, like bitter wine, 

Silently in darkne you creep 

To bring a soporific sleep 

IX. Wave th magic wand 

X. Put the sleep powder in the pouch (for afekeeping) 

You have now mixed a powder for casting a sleep spell over whoever is 

nearby. To ca t the pell, pour the Jeep powder on the ground (or floor) 

in a dank, dark place. Then recite: 

Slumber henceforth! 

TRANSFORMING ANOTHER INTO A CAT 

INGREDIENTS 
one half cup mandrake root powder 

one small ball of cat hair 

two poonful of fish oil 

one magic wand 

DIRECTIONS 
I. Put the mandrake root powder in a bowl 

II. Put the cat hair in tl1e bowl 
III. Put two spoons of fi h oil in tl1e bowl 
IV. Stir the mixture with a spoon (dough will be oily) 
V. Put tl1e dough on the table (let harden on table) 

VI. Mold the dough into a cookie (let harden on table) 
VII. (Recite this verse) 

Mandrake root and hair of cat 
Mix oil of fi h and give a pat 
A feline from the one who eats 
This appetizing magic treat. 

VIII. Wave the magic wand 

You have just created a cookie tl1at, when eaten, will turn the victim into a 
cal. Forever. 

BREWING A STORM 

INGREDIENTS 

one cup of ocean water 

one poonful of mud 

one pinch of toadstool powder 

one magic wand 

one empty jar 

DIRECTIONS 
I. Put a cup of ocean water in a bowl 

II. Light a charcoal brazier 

III. Heat the bowl on the brazier (heat lowly, but not to boiling, tl1en 

remove from heat) 

IV. Put a spoon of mud in the bowl 

V. Add a pinch of toadstool powder 

VI. Blow into the hot brew 

VII. (Recite this verse) 

Elements from the earth and sea, 

Combine to set me heavens free. 

When I stir mis magic brew 

Great god Thor, I call on you. 

VIII. Wave me magic wand 

IX. Pour the to rm brew in to the jar (to tore) 

You have mixed a potion tl1at you can use to brew a storm. To activate me 
I 

spell, stir the storm brew with your finger and recite: 

Brew of storms, 

Chum it up! 

Outdoors, a rainstorm complete with thunder and lightning will occur. It 

will last for ome time, but will eventually rain itself out. If you wi h it to 

subside earlier, recite: 

Brew of storms, 

Clear it up! 



BECOMING INVISIBLE 

INGREDIENTS 
one jar of lard 
one cactu 
two drop of toad pittle 
one magic wand 
one spoonful of cactu juice 

DIRECTIONS 
I. ut tl1e cactus wiili a knife 

II. queeze me cactus juice on poon 
III. Put me cactu juice in a bowl 
IV. Put tl1 lard in me bowl 
V. Add two drop of toad pittle 

VI. Stir me mixture wiili a spoon 
VII. (Recite thi verse) 

actus plant and h orny toad 
I now start down a dangerou road 

ombine wiili fire and mi t to make 
Me disappear wiiliout a trace. 

VIII. Wave magic wand 
IX. Put ointment in me empty lard jar 

You now have a magic ointment mat will allow you to turn invi ible (but 
b ware, th ointment only works in a place where mere is born fire and 
mist). To cast the invisibility spe ll , rub the ointment on your body. You 
will be invisible for a short while. You have enough for one application. 
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ING'S 
QUEST IV 
THE PERILS OF ROSELLA 

[Editor's Note: At mis ection' end you will find an Answer Key. This 

Key will enable you to enter the enchanted land of King's Quest IV. 

\t\Then you are asked for a word to bypass me copy protection, refer to 

mi table. The first co lumn repre ents page number, ection, or tip 

number; me second, paragraph; and the tl1ird ignifie where the word 

fall in me paragraph . Happy Adventuring! ] 

0 nee, in a kingdom called Daventry, mere lived a King named 

Edward. Daventry was a very old kingdom , and it had its hare of 

kings, both good and bad, over the thou and of years. King 

Edward was a very good King, but he was a lso very o ld , and without 

chi ldren. Disorder ruled the land ince the loss of the Three Great 

Treasures. King Edward feared mat disorder might degenerate furlier 

once h died. Be ide , h knew (as well did his people) that, without an heir 

to lie throne, lie kingdom would be in dire straits indeed. Thu , King 

Edward ent for his favorite knight, Sir Graham. 
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y ou are the bravest and mo t tru t\.vorthy of my knights, 

quick of wit and stout of heart. I have chosen you to succeed 

me a king, but first you must prove your elf worthy of my 

crown. Far beyond the walls of this castle lie shrouded tl1e Three Great 

Treasures of Daventry, stolen years ago by stealth and sorcery. This 

kingdom will not be restored to its former glory and prospe1ity until 

these Great Treasures are returned to the ir rightful hearth. Succeed in 

this, my request, and the crown shall become yours upon my death. 

Fail, and our once beautiful kingdom will fall into the hand of evil forces 

who will use the powerful magic of the Three Great Treasures against us. 

"May you return victorious, Sir Graham!" 

Thus Sir Graham ventured where mo t humankind dared not tread 
' 

and returned home victo1ious with tl1e cheri hed Treasure of Daventry, 

as is chronicled in the tale Quest for the Crown. 

N 
ow Graham ruled over the land, with the aid of the Magic 

Mirror and the other Great Trea ure of Daventry. The 

people of Daventry prospered greatly under the reign of 

the kindly monarch. But peace and prosperity can become quite dull 

for valiant kings. ot more than a week after the third anniversaiy of 

his appointment to the throne (on the eve of King Edward's death) did 

King Gral1am begin to feel the pangs of loneliness. 

Fate would have it that Graham wa standing next to tl1e Magic Mirror as 

he pondered his plight. As he glanced toward the Mirror, he noticed that 

the gla shad grown inexplicably cloudy. 

As the mist cleared , Graham beheld the image of the most beautiful 

maiden he had ever seen. She stood gazing from a window, motionless 

except for a tray breeze that tirred her hair. A tear fell from one eye, 

and sparkled on her cheek like a diamond on velvet. 

s ee! How the tears run down her face. Oh, that I were the glove 

upon the hand that could brush away such sorrow!" exclaimed 

Graham. 

The King's heart was suddenly intoxicated with longing for this maiden -

indeed, tl1is was the woman who must be his queen. 

"Oh Mirror wi e," said Graham, "I have vowed to make this maiden my 

bride. Where may I find her?" 

The Mirror clouded once more, and a voice spoke forth. "This is the 

maiden Valanice. She is from the kingdom of Kolyma, and i known for 

her goodnes no less than her beauty. The jealous crone Hagatha 

whisked Valanice away to an enchanted land, and imprisoned her in a 

quartz tower guarded by a ferocious beast. To rescue Valanice, you must 

trave l to the kingdom of Kolyma, where you may search for the keys 

which unlock the three door to the enchanted land ... " 



As the tale i told, King Graham did indeed find the three magic keys , 

and faced the battles that led to the safe rescue of the beautiful 

maiden Valanice. The full account of King Graham's earch for hi 

bride i chronicled in the tale Romancing the Throne. 

K 
ing Graham married the beautiful girl he had rescued, and 

two years later the young Queen Valanice gave birth to 

twin , a boy and a girl. A lexander bore a strikin g 

resemblance to hi s fat h er, and likewise Rosella to her mother. 

The family lived a very happy and peaceful life ... at lea t for a while. 

But from deep wit hin the forests came rumblings of a 

terrible beast who was ravagingabloodytrailtowardthelandof 

Daventry. Sightings of dragons had been rare in these tranquil 

time , and never before in the kingdom of Daventry had anyone 

witne sed such a beast as the terrib le three-headed dragon. As 

the years crept by, the notoriety of the beast grew a great as the 

destruction it wrou ght. Soon the whole population of Daventry 

tremored with the news of the dragon ' s approach, and each 

homestead dwelt in terror. 

M 
eanwhile, in a land far away, lived the malevolent wizard 

Manannan. Manannan kept a watchful eye upon th e 

kingdom of the world. With a sardonic grin, he watched as 

the three-headed drago n rampaged its way towards Dave ntry. 

Manannan' hatred of mankind had intensified with his grea t age, 

and his coal-black eyes burned a trange reflection upon the glas 

of th e crystal as he mirthfully watched another human swallowed 

whole by the viciou beast. 

Preferring his olitude, the p owerfu l Manannan only a llowed 

himself to be observed by one servant-boy, who maintained hi 

house and performed all of his menial chores. Of course, Manannan 

could have conjured up spirit to do hi dirty work, but he 

much preferred to see the toil and strain of a young mortal suffering 

under his thrall. 

Most would call it depravi ty, but it was fear that fueled the flame 

of Ma nannan 's h a tred of huma nity, a fear in tilled by a vision 

from his prophetic crystal ball. For within its walls of quartz had 

Manannan een his own hideou d e truction a t the hand of a 

conquering hero. 

T 
ime has wrought many changes, and with th em much 

orrow. The kin gdom of Dave ntry was ravage d by the 

deplorable dragon, and the young Prince s Ro se ll a was 

abducted. The entire kingdom was overcome by the brutal 

onslaught of the beat , a nd though forewarned, found 
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themselves helple to defend again tit upernatural strength. 

Much weeping and wailing was heard throughout the land. Even 

with its power of prophecy, the Magic Mirror could provide no 

answer , note en a clu , for some bearer of black magic had cast a 

c loud of darkness upon its face ... 

And the wizard watched with eyes of venom ... ! 

The entire tale of Rosella ' re cue , the wizard' downfall, and 

the re toration of the royal family i chronicled in the saga To Heir 

i Human. 

A 
ccording to legend, hortly after Rosella' rescue , King 

Graham decid d it wa time to pas on his adventurer's 

cap. Gathering in hi wife and two children into his a.tins, the King 

offered a grateful mile upwards, for each member of hi fami ly 

had given him great pride. Gazing down at his children, he 

couldn ' t help but see the glint of spirited valor in their eyes. 

Knowing the future of hi kingdom would re t soundly in the 

hand of its future heir, he slowly lifted hi hand to display the 

famous adv nturer's cap. 

And now the commencemenL of the noblest adventure of all ... 

) 
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ING'S 
QUESTV 

ABSENCE MAKES THE HEART GO YONDER! 

A long time ago, there wa a peaceful and pro perous kingdom called 

Daventry. King Graham and Queen Valanice ruled wi ely, and the people 

of Daventry were content. 

One beautiful spring day, King Graham set out for a walk in the woods. 

Birds were singing in the u-ee . It eemed an au picious sign. As Graham 

wa contemplating hi good fortune, a harp wind blew into the woods 

from the east, whirling up sticks and leaves into his path , and tartling the 

birds into silence. 

The air grew uddenly colder. It eemed an unexpected storm was 

approaching. Graham began to walk back toward the ca tie, his joyful mood 

broken by a dark foreboding. When he reached t11e top of t11e gentle rise 

overlooking hi home, he wa horrified to see empty space where t11e royal 

cast! of Daventry had toodju t minutes before. Cold fear gripped hi heart. 

Where was his family? What had happened to them? 

"Whoo-hoo ... whoo-hoo." An owl hooted behind him, but Graham scarcely 

heard it over the pounding of hi heart. " I can tell you what happened," 

came a voice behind him, and Graham spun around to confront a large owl 

in a blue vest and spectacles." I know what happened to your castle. I aw it 

all," aid the owl. 

Journey into the magical world of King's Que t once again on a guest for 

the mi sing castle and the royal family of Daventry. 
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ING'S 
QUEST VI 

HEIR TODAY, GONE TOMORROW 
Herein lies th account of my travels in that my terious kingdom known as 

the Land of the Green I le . Le t thi record be put down to the fevered 

imagination of a madman or the fiction of a noto1;ou liar, let me a ure 

you, Dear Reader, that the Land of the Green Isles does indeed exist. One 

can hear the name of the Land whi pered in roadside inns off dusty roads 

from the hill of Daventry to the ea of Tamir - especially on nights when 

the wind howls and the rain plays havoc on the window pane . The 

torytellers inevitably take on that ame tone of voice they use when 

peaking of the Fair;' Kingdom. I cannot vouch for the Fairy Kingdom ince 

I have yet to get a leprechaun in a position of compromise, yet the Land of 

the Green Isle ... Ah! ... thal i a place where the feet ofa man can find o lid 

ground and his eyes feast on such wonder ! 

My tale begins with a broken compass. I had taken pa age on a hip bound 

ea t from Llewdor. Our destination was Serenia, yet in the econd week out 

we encountered a terrible e lectrical storm. Waves crashed upon the d ck of 

our li ttle ship, the Round About, and lightning struck the sea all around 

her. At one point it even truck ours condary mast and we were aved from 

a fiery death only by Lhe lashing rain wh ich quickly put out the fire. We felt 

ure that we were all dead men, ye t on we bailed and strove tl1roughout the 



night. After long hour of the terrifying labor, we found our elve till 

afloat on the oth er side of the torm. At first light, the damage eem d 

minimal despite the lightning that had truck the ship, but by unset the 

Captain wa forced to announce that the instruments of navigation had 

been magnetized by the torm-the compa poke east, yet the sun ank 

low over the right of our prow. 

The Captain did his be t to ail by older method , by the un and the tars. 

H e assured the voyager that there was nothing to fear. Yet we seemed 

cursed, for a dense cloud cover settled over the sky far in to the ho1izon

and tayed. The Round About ailed like a blind man groping in a va t, 

unfamiliar room. 

After a week, the Captain had to admit tlrnt we had mi sed our destination. 

There was no land to be seen anywhere. It wa as if the torm had cau ed 

another flood that had wiped civi lization from the face of the Eartl1. With 

naught else to do we ailed on, by now o lo t that turning around eemed 

futile. Who was to say that we were not turned around already? 

A month later, I lay in a fitful sleep on my bunk-throat parched and kin 

so-etched from the cant provi ions allotted all hand from the near-empty 

hold below-when I heard the cry on deck, "Land Ho!" tartled from my 

leep and exhilarated with hope, I sprang to the deck. The ky had cl ared 

and its blue eemed a hue I had never een. A sailor was wildly pointing off 

the prow where the bright green of a small body of land wa dimly visible. 

The Round About responded a t11ough leaping from t11e ea toward that 

remote shore. 

Ye t within the hour, th e curse upon our hip took its fina l vengeance. As 

though enraged to ee u within view of e cape, the ea came alive and 

wirled around us. Currents and whirlpools materialized and ucked at the 

beaten planks of the hip-turning her first one way and then another! I 

wa thrown against the deck and rolled unconu-ollably again t the cable 

and th e life boats. The las t thing I h eard before my head struck and 

blackne de cended wa the mate screaming, "She' going down!" 

Who can judge providence? I am not a hero, I am a wanderer-neither a 

strong nor as brave as the Captain of that good ship. Yet with no effort on 

my part-none greater, in any eve nt, than the skill of getting myself 

knocked on the head-I awoke the following morning, not among the 

bones at the bottom of the sea, but on a beach. Of th crew and passengers 

of the good ship, there wa not a trace. 

Perhaps I was chosen for ome destiny here. Perhaps the ea imply found 

me too sour an old dog for the swallowing. In any case, that is the tale of 

how I found the Land of the Green Isles-or should I say, how it found me. 

Being but a poor traveler with feet that itch and a pirit that cannot rest, I 

have naught to leave this world but a record of the things these eye have 

seen. Being not nearly as clever as a balladeer, I set this down in humble 

prose. 

May this account someday find its way back to t11e land of my youth, though 

I fear I myself shall die on this distant hare. 

Derek Karlavaegen 
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(PART I' 
THE LAND OF THE GREEN ISLES 

The Land of the Green I les is an ancient kingdom ruled by a royal family 

designated simply a the "Crown." Its location o far from the rest of tl1e 

known world , combined with the dangers of the urrounding sea, have 

effectively isolated it from the influence of other lands. This mall kingdom 

might as well exist on a distant star a on tl1e other side of an inho pitable 

ea. 

Because of this isolation, the citizens of the kingdom have a unique culture 

and a quaint naivete. If one asks about the history of the Land, they are 

eager to speak. Yet of true answers, li ttle can be found. They can recite the 

names of the holders of the Crown panning back hundreds of years, can 

speak of each dwelling's origin, of practically every citizen' lineage, yet 

when I asked how the kingdom began, bewilderment i the re ponse. "The 

kingdom has always been," they ay, "There has always been a royal family." 

It is as if this place has existed, unaltered since the dawn of time. 

But there is some basis for a different picture: that these islands have 

actually held a succession of lcingdoms, each bleeding into tl1e next, new 

civilizations building on ruins scarcely cold . 1 base this opinion on the 

trace and legends of an ancient civili zation to be found on one of the 

i lands-but more of that later. 

The kingdom as it stands today, has remained relatively unchanged for 

hundreds of year . Four islands make up the bulk of the Land. The Isle of 

the Crown is the center of the kingdom. There on a magnificent rise stands 

the Castle of the Crown, the seat of the royal fam ily of the kingdom and the 

heart of the Land. A village and dock comprise the rest of the i land and 

run mo t of the kingdom' daily commerce, uch a it i . 

Aero a hort distance of ea i the Isle of Wonder, an aptly-named place of 

sheer delight ruled by a pair of rival queens who are, despite their own 

internal strife, unalterably loyal to the Crown. 

The I le of the Beast i the lea t hospitable of the island . Seemingly 

deserted, I did not ee much of the place since obstacles made it impos ible 

to travel far inland. Nevertheless the place has its own history and is Ii ted 

among the kingdom' holdings. 

The fourth island is the I le of the Sacred Mountain , so called for the 

soaring peak that ri es from the base of the island into the clouds, and 

around which that community-both li terally and philosophically-is built. 

The Isle of the Sacred Mountain has its own rulers who are al o sub ervient 

to the Crown. 

A more dissimilar set of cultures can scarce be imagined than those on 

these four islands, yet they seem to exi t in harmony and function as a 

whole. The uniting factor is the Crown, which maintains loyalty both by 

mean of it undisputed heritage as the eat of all government, and by the 

grace of its goodly royal fam ily. 

Peace has reigned for centuries in this idyllic lcingdom and eem likely to 

continue. That is, as long as tl1e Land remains hidden from the evil that we 

know exists in the world. Though I am a stranger here, I hope not to 

influence this place overly much. Who wou ld wi h to change such a 

paradise? 

.;i 40 !;(-



f PART II~ 
THE ISLE OF THE CROWN 

Of the four island , tl1e I le of tl1e Crown is the one which will eem the 

mo t conventional to traveler from distant lands. It is largely inhabited by 

members of the human race , men and women of plea ant dispo ition and 

generous hospitality. As stated earlier, tl1e Isle of tl1e Crown is comprised of 

the Castle of the Crown, a quaint village, and the docks from which travel 

among the islands is commenced. 

THE VILLAGE 

The village on the Isle of the Crown is a small one. Its stucco walls gleam in 

the hot sun, its dirt path are clean and well-maintained, its vegetation i 

Ju h. The hop merchant are friendly and eem to delight in unusual 

trades. Though little of mine survived the shipwreck, the few trinkets that 

I'd had on my per on or managed to salvage from the shore were deemed 

unusual enough in that distant realm to obtain a few neces ities. I a l o 

found the villagers eager to share what they had in return for honest work, 

so I have urvived quite comfortably here. 

Village life is one of cheerful routine. The villagers rise at first light to do 

their chore before the tropical un reaches its peak. Then, a light midday 

meal is served. The bulk of the afternoon is reserved for indoor activities: 

reading and scholastics for the yo unger population and naps for their 

elder . Everyone seem to prize this quiet time. When tl1e sun goes down, 

communal activities are frequent. If there are no weddings or other 

festivities (I must admit that I am quite fond of these local celebration ) , 

the fami lies often gather informally for a plain but plentiful upper, music, 

and conversation. 
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Though most families are modest, none are in want. Servants are used in 

the more affluent households, but most of the citizens cheerfully rely on 

their own strong hands for the work of daily life. What serving class exi ts is 

generally well-treated, though even in thi gentle civilization, I did note a 

few exceptions. 

THE DOCKS 

Beyond the village lie the docks, a place of bustle and excitement. Even the 

humble t citizen of the Isle of the Crown frequently enjoys visiting the 

oth er islands in the kingdom. In return, it is not uncommon to see all 

manner of strange creatures frequenting the village shops from the 

kingdom's other islands. 

All travel between the i lands i focused at the docks and, indeed, at a 

single vessel. That vessel is simply called "the ferry," and it is a pleasant 

enough little ship, well-maintained as befits its value to the kingdom. The 

ferryman is a jolly fellow, patient even with the youngest of his passengers. 

His young son helps manage the ves el and keep her shipshape. 

The story of the ferry is an interesting one, particularly if you recall the fate 

of my own ship. The islands, it eems, have always been surrounded by 

terrible eddies and currents that make seagoing nearly impossible. The 

family tl1at runs the ferry has done so for generations, each father passing 

on to hi son the ecret of the tricky navigation. Many believe that the 

ferryman 's fam ily line has an uncanny instinct for the sea around the isles. 

It is said that they sail "by the blood in their veins." One thing i certain: I 

would not venture to sail a hip in the e waters, o whatever the secrets of 

the ferryman 's family-thank the stars for it! 



THE CASTLE OF THE CROWN 

The Ca tie of the Crown is a stunning palace, giving testimony to the skill 

of the kingdom' architects and the richne of its trea ury. The castle is a 

monument of marble, gold, and precious gems, with tall arched ceiling 

and arti tic fitting . I am told that it was built one hundred years ago by 

King Aliphid as a pre ent to hi bride, Queen Astar. The previous ca tie, 

al o called the Castle of the Crown, wa large and drafty and had erved as 

the eat of the royal family for over three hundred year . It i aid that King 

Aliphid was cautiou over hi new bride ' fragile health and built the new 

palace with thick walls for protection from the high winds and cool hallways 

for respite from the blazing tropical un. 

The castle is made even more exotic by th race of guard dogs that rve 

and protect the palace. These wondrous creatures seem to combine the 

be t qualitie of canine and human. Speaking in gruff voice and armed 

with sword or pike , the guard dog are trong and intelligent, and have 

loyally served tl1e Crown tl1rough the centuries. 

De pite my status as a stranger, I wa granted a vi it with the reigning king 

and queen. Their openne s and accessibi li ty, added to the lack of 

drawbridges, moats , or battlements of any kind, made clear to me the 

innocence of this kingdom that had never known war or treachery. Had I 

been a viper in disgui e, I would have been granted an intimate audience 

just as readily! As a citizen of the larger, more dangerou world , it made me 

feel a little nervous and honor-bound not to betray such trust in me. 

I met the king and queen in the castle ' throne room. The throne room is a 

va t hall more ornate than anything the e poor eyes have ever seen. 

Standing before the two thrones in that cavern of gold, I fe lt as though I 
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tood before fabled Olympu itself. Yet, rai ing my eyes up slowly to those 

noble face , I saw nothing of judgement in their eye , nothing of di dain. 

Indeed, their face were full of guileles welcome and kindne . 

As for the ruler of this kingdom them elves: King Caliphim, though not a 

large man , ha an air of strength and self-assurance about him . He has the 

face of a scholar and the eyes of a gentle benefactor. Of Queen Allaria, hi 

beautiful wife, my first impre sion wa of hair tl1e color of night and skin as 

pale a dawn. She smiled at me graciously and I could ee the sadnes 

there. For de pite the glory of the palace around tl1em, tl1e hall eemed to 

weigh on the couple with their emptine s. They ar the la t of the royal 

family and, growing into middle age, have yet to produce an heir. 

The king and queen listened with interest to my tale of shipwreck. King 

Caliphim asked astute question of my homeland and the land of my 

travel. He seemed to know something of other lands-perhaps from the 

am source tlrnt had brought the name of the Land of the Green Isles to 

Daventry. He wa mo t curious and, a a thinker, eemed intrigued by any 

new idea I might offer. Unfortunately for him, my ideas on such things as 

kingdoms and civilizations were rather simple ones. I ensed that, de pite 

hi interest, he would be content to have those other kingdoms remain 

remote from his own. either hungry for conquest nor anxious for change, 

his kingdom would remain i o lated. Indeed, except for tl1e lack of an heir, 

it eemed the good king and queen did provide the kingdom with all it 

could ever desire. 

Having met the royal couple and recovered sufficiently from my ordeal at 

sea, I began to fee l quite curious about the otl1er islands in th kingdom, 

and o I put my itching feet in the care of the jolly ferryman. 
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f PART III ~ 
THE ISLE OF WONDER 

Imagine a place where the very path beneath your feet might complain of your 

weight and the trees purpo ely drop twigs on your head for the heer merriment 

of it all, and you'll have an idea of what it's like to be on the I le of Wonder. 

The I le of Wonder is a comma-shaped body of land that might as well 

resemble a que tion mark, for confu ion and astonishment are sure to be 

the lot of the un uspecting visitor. 

The island i teeming with life. Vegetation is abundant as are the island 's 

inhabitants. In fact, the two are frequently one and the ame. One can 

scarcely pick up a grain of sand on that shore without it demanding to be 

put right back ... and thi in tant, if you please! 

The history of this unusual i land is an issue of fervent speculation. Many 

believe that it wa an uninteresting de erted i land until a wizard 

enchanted the whole place, bringing everything in it to life , and presented 

it to hi daughter as a birtl1day pre ent. Others say that the island was once 

the prison of a beautiful prince s, held captive there by a powerful and 

jealou queen. The maiden was so fair that the very tree and stones 

themselves could not bear to hear her crying and came to life to provide 

her companionship. Still another group ardently claims that the Creator of 

the niverse simply got tired of the erious bu ine of life-giving and 

decided to indulge Hi or Her sense of humor. 

Whatever the origin, a more delightful spot could scarcely be imagined. 

But be warned! Those travel rs who like to know exactly what to expect 

from life would be well-advi ed to go el ewhere. While mo t of the island ' 

inhabitants are friendly, some of the "thornier" natives are capable of being 

downright rude, and all are quirksome. Visitors are frequent on the Isle of 

Wonder, for it offer a refre hing respite from the ho-hum of everyday life. 

Even th king and qu en enjoy a picnic on Exclamation Point or a troll in 

th gardens, and they are on occa ion to be found there relaxing and 

pas ing the time of day with the i land ' native . 

The ruler of the Isle of Wonder are a pair of queens, rivals in every way, 

and most frequently to be found arguing over everything from the color of 

the ky to ilie consistency of potato ha h . De pite their eccentricitie , the 

Isle of Wonder seem to run moothly and be a flourishing part of the 

kingdom, providing many valuable exports and lending the kingdom a 

light-heartedne s to counter its more eriou countrymen on the Isle of the 

Sacr d Mountain. 

f PART IV~ 
THE ISLE OF THE SACRED MOUNTAIN 

The Isle of the Sacred Mountain, on first impression, appears to be nothing but 

a great wall of cliffi 1i ing to the ky with no apparent means of ca.ling it. The 

vi itor is soon met, however, by a pair of "greeters" of the Winged Ones race. 

The Winged Ones are the inhabitants of the I le of tl1e Sacred Mountain. 

Towering to a height of six to seven feet, tl1e Winged Ones are by far the 

most impre ive creature I have ever een. Each one of them , male and 

female a like, i surpassingly beautiful. Their bodie are muscled and 

athletic and gleaming with health. From their broad back mighty wings 

emerge like secondary limbs, trong and webbed , and covered with large 

white feathers. And when th y spread tho e ma ive wings ... oh!. . .it i a if 

the un itself is eclip ed. 



Two of the e creatures, the greet r , m et vi itor at the base of the cliffs 

and so wa I met. Gently, they took my arm and flew me upwa rd . Ha 

there not been a man who ha dreamed of flying? Are we all not Icarus in 

our heart of hearts? Imagine then , the thrill of that flight and the glory of 

the beings who rule the very air around us! 

But, as the old aw warn , "Beauty i only skin deep. " I was flown to the 

Winged Ones ' city, a strange and haunting place whose architecture 

combine the two overriding elements of this culture: aviation and the 

classical. The city seems built to exclude tho e poor creatures who e lot it is 

to crawl like insects upon the ground, for each edifice tower into the sky 

with no connection to the next or to the ground itself save by flight. 

Thu completely dependent on the greeters to travel about the city or even 

leave , the visitor is humbled and loath e to do much exploration. This 

appeared to me to be rather the intention, for the culture of the Winged 

One i a private one. On the I le of Wonder I always felt welcom e, despite 

the sometimes gruff nature of the inhabitant . They had a certain 

simplicity, an honesty about them. By contrast although my reception with 

the Winged One wa on the urface extremely polite, the formal words of 

welcome did not ring true. I sen ed, in the eye of that beauteou race, a 

di dain of common humanity, a haughtiness that made them uddenly lose 

ome of their golden perfection in the eyes of this humble observer. 

De pite thi innate ense of superiority, the Winged Ones are va luable 

members of the kingdom and provide many important skill . Incredibly 

intelligent, the Winged Ones are master logicians and math maticians, 

precise architects and planner . They di <lain magic and th daintier arts, 

being far too logical for uch goings on. Even the palace of the Winged 

One ' city ha a parseness, a sen e of functionality that denote their 

contempt for artistic ornamentation. 
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Th e Winged One ' culture is an old one , and they make frequent 

references to the "Ancient Ones," their forefathers, whose ruin and great 

work still abound on the i land. The I le of the Sacred Mountain is ruled 

by a lord and lady, who exist as monarchs on their own i land but owe 

allegiance to the common Crown. 

The name of the island derives from a lone peak which oars into the 

cloud beyond the city. There , in a cave, dwell the acred Oracle, the 

philosophical head of the community. It is said that the Oracle i centurie 

old, ultimately wi e, and can read the future . She i con ulted by the lord 

and lady on every facet of the city' life, and even advise the king and 

qu n. I, of course, did not meet the Oracle, and even most Winged One 

citizens regard her a an almo t mythical being. The greate t honor any 

Winged Ones citizen might hope for in his or her long life is to be granted 

a meeting with the Oracle, for her cave is a place reserved for only the mo t 

worthy oul . Like many lofty ambition , mo t of the Winged One never 

achieve thi end. 

I found my elf fa cinated by the Ancient Ones, for it was the only deep 

history apparent in the kingdom. From what I managed to learn from the 

close-mouthed Winged One them e lves, and from the more readily 

avai labl information to be found in the \o\rritings and from scholars on the 

Isle of the Crown, I put together the following picture of thi bygone race. I 

include it among the e records of the kingdom , for th ey are as much a 

pre enc in the Land as the current inhabitants. 



't PARTV ~ 
THE ANCIENT ONES 

The Ancient Ones inhabited the Isle of the acred Mountain perhap as 

many a a thou and years ago. At that time, it i likely that th re wa no 

"kingdom" and that the Ancient Ones existed alone in the sea, ince no 

imilarly aged records exist on any other i land. 

The Ancient Ones had an advanced , mysteriou culture. Th ir writings 

have been di covered on ancient tablet and scroll buried b neath the 

current Winged One ' city, and in the ancient catacomb on the I le of the 

Sacred Mountain. It i commonly believed that they po e ed knowledge 

and mechanical acuity far urpa ing anything that exists today. Thi belief 

is based on a few remaining artifacts such as their my terious labyrinthine 

catacomb and the writings on the i land ' s cliffs. The artifacts of the 

Ancient One are fiercely guarded by the Winged One and are tudied by 

scholars of that race who spend their whole lives trying to unravel their 

my terie . What i known about them is derived from th se delicate and 

treasured written records. 

The Ancient Ones were believer in the pow r of language. They were fond 

of aying, "A ma ter of language will soar." Thi , pre umably, refer to 

intellectual heights rather than physical ones, but who can say? It is also 

known that they were great lovers of ymbol and had a complex theology 

which seemed to worship all things aerial, though on! fragments of their 

belief system are understood today. The Ancient Ones gave meaning to 

every creature, every color, every elem nt and mineral. In add ition, they 

tudied the emotional states of being. Every emotion, like every creature, 

color, and e lement, ranked high or low on their theological scale-the 

lowest being "base" or "primitive," the highest being "pure." At the top of 
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thi cale were the Sacred Four; the emotion "tranquility," the color 

"azure," the creature "caterpillar," and the element "air." The color azure 

and the element air are obvious allusions to the sky. Similarly, tranquility is 

remini cent of the heaven above. The caterpillar i the one urprise. In 

their reasoning, however, it makes perfect en e. After all , there are bird 

aplenty in the kies, but what glory i it to fly when one i born with wing ? 

Is it not more glorious sti ll to be born to crawl upon the ground and build 

one' own wing ? 

It i a matter of much debate whether or not the Ancient Ones themselves 

po se sed the power of flight. Despite their theology, the remain of the 

Ancient One do not bear the wings that di tingui h the Isl of the Sacred 

Mountain ' current inhabitants. The Winged One firmly believe that the 

Ancient One fl ew without wings, thus proving them elves superior even to 

the Winged One themselve . Some cholars on the I le of the Crown, 

however, believe that the Ancient Ones could not fly, and that their 

obsessive interest in flight and their ecret knowledge enabled them to 

create a winged race, the de cendants of whom are the Winged One . Ah, 

but uch things we will never know for certain , for true understanding was 

buried along with the last of that long-dead race. 

I spent some time studying the language and culture of the Anci nt Ones, 

and, in the interest of antiquity, I set forth here as much as is under tood of 

their work. 



THE ANCIENT ONES' ALPHABET 

The alphabet of the Ancient One consi ts of graphic ymbol . It i clear 

that their language and ours has the same root, for their writings are 

directly tran latable by simply replacing the appropriate letter of our 

alphabet for its corresponding symbol in theirs. It i probable that the 

Ancient Ones spoke in our language and used these symbols in their 

writings as a code for secrecy or for their ceremonial beauty. Or, perhap , 

our own "letters" for the spoken language evolved as short-hand notations 

for the complex symbols used by the Ancient Ones. In any case, there are 

twenty-six primary ymbol in their alphabet. There are other minor 

symbols, but those were used only for accent and as representations of 

complex philosophical ideal and are not included here. 

In addition to their alphabetical functions, each symbol al o repre ents an 

emotion, a color, a creature, and a natural or metaphysical element. 

IE A This symbol repre ents harmony, the cat, 
the color sienna, and earth. 

i.Ti B This symbol represents orrow, the alba-
u-o , the color charcoal-gray, and onyx. 

~L c This ymbol repre ents hope, the dove, the .,. 
color pearl-gray, and opals. 

- D This symbol represents u-anquility, the 
mou e, the color sable, and granite. 

d) E This symbol represents irony, the whale, 
the color ochre, and paper. 

.,,, F Thi ymbol represents humility, the 
gras hopper, the color olive, and plants . 
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G Thi ymbol repre ents purity, the 
unicorn, the color white, and air. 

H Thi symbol repre ents rage, the hark, 
the color red, and fire . 

This symbol represents cowardice, the 
beep, the color orange, and coal. 

J This symbol repre ents hone ty, the 
parrot, the color green, and emeralds. 

K Thi ymbol repre ents wisdom, the owl, 
the color brown, and wood. 

L Thi ymbol repre ents loneline s, the 
cricket, the color beige, and clay. 

M This symbol represents romantic love, the 
swan, the color gold and the element gold. 

This symbol repre ents hate, the crab, the 
color black, and ebony. 

0 Thi ymbol represents joy, the dolphin, 
the color azure, and sapphire . 

p This symbol represents fear, the rabbit, 
the color violet, and rubie . 

Q Thi symbol represents faith, the caterpillar, 
the color turquoise, and the stone turquoise. 

R Thi ymbol repre ents grief, the jackal, 
the color silver, and the element silver. 

s This ymbol represents happiness, the 
dog, the color pink, and marble. 

T This ymbol represents per everance, the 
tortoi e, the color sea-green, and water. 
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This symbol repre ents intuition, the 
serpent, the color royal-blue, and rain. 

Thi ymbol repre ents foolishne , the 
monkey, the color yellow, and ivory. 

This symbol represents familial love, the 
hor e, the color hazel , and leather. 

This symbol represents bravery, the lion, 
the color purple, and diamonds. 

Thi symbol repre ents patience, the cow, 
the color amber, and pearls. 

This symbol represents de ire, the 
warthog,the color burgundy, and garnets. 

THE LOGIC CLIFFS 

One of the most inu-iguing artifacts left by the Ancient One are the logic 

cliffs. The cliffs are so named from a series of riddles written on the face of 

the cliffs leading from the beach of the Isle of the Sacred Mountain to the 

Winged One ' city. Chiseled pain takingly into olid rock, the viewer must 

question what purpose the words serve. From the ancient scro ll that 

references the cliff , it can be determined that the riddles on the cliff were 

part of an elaborate mechanism designed to protect tho e who dwelt at the 

top of the cliffs from undesirables that might arrive from the sea below. 

The mechanism may have served as ome sort of calling device designed to 

alert tho e at the top of the cliffs that a brother required admittance, or 

perhaps led to secret chambers within the rock itself. Whatever the cliffs ' 

purpose was, it was obviously built to admit only those indoctrinated into 

the ecrets of the Ancient Ones ' culture and for that reason is, ala , as ye t 

unsolved by those who live today. 

The following u-anslations from the cliffs of logic scroll may help the reader 

understand the mystique that surround this artifact. 

The fir t challenge: "Only tho e pure of heart will be ab le to RISE the cliffs 

of logic." 

The third challenge: "The Stones of Stealth," are associated with this tiddle: 

Four men standing in a row, 

Third from the left and down you go, 

The rest, in order, move you on, 

The Youngest, the Oldest, and the Second Son. 

The fifth challenge: "Only those of the highest order may ASCEND the 

cliffs of logic." 

THE CATACOMBS 

Another remnant of the Ancient One ' culture, the catacomb , is tragically 

inaccessible to visitors today. The catacombs held the burial chambers of 

the Ancient Ones, and are said to be designed as a giant labyrinth. To 

protect their tomb from looters, the Ancient Ones built death traps into 

the catacomb and filled it with dead-end paths, maze-like corridors, and 

room where secret knowledge is needed to pass. 

The Winged Ones were clo e to mastering the secrets of the catacombs some 

year ago, when a minotaur, taking an instant liking to the dark, funereal 

place, decided to take up residence. At first, the kingdom attempted to 

regain the hostaged artifact, but, between the danger of the catacombs itself 

and the minotaur's stealth and treachery, the losse became too grave to 

continue the truggle and the minotaur was left to his prize. Since then, the 

catacombs have been bolted shut. It i one of the great sorrows of the 

kingdom that each year the minotaur demands, and must be given, the living 

sacrifice of his choice lest he emerge from the catacomb and attack the city. 



The catacombs are illu trative of the Ancient One ' ob e ive interest in 

death. Indeed, it seems to be in the air in this part of the world, for the 

modern-day Green I lander also have elaborate death u·aditions, a I will 

describe later. The catacombs were obviously a place of high reverence for 

the Ancient One , as a message on an ancient tablet that once adorned the 

doors to the catacombs shows: 

Three roses laid upon the bower, 

A cythe for he who cuts the flower, 

A crown, a dove, most noble race! 

Thy bones make sacred thi dread place. 

f PART VI~ 
THE ISLE OF THE BEAST 

The Isle of the Beast, long ago, wa called the Isle of the Forest. It was a 

place of woodland , parkling pond , and prolific wildlife. It was used a a 

playground favored for jaunty hunts by the royal family and other local 

sportsmen, and for that rea on wa left uninhabited. The scene of thi 

u·easured diversion on that beautiful i land sti ll decorate local tape trie 

and paintings. 

One night, so the story goe , resident of the other islands could see 

magical lights around the Isle of the Fore t. The next day the king, then 

King Aliphim, led his guards over to the i land to investigate (and, of 

course, to hunt if all proved well). They found the island much changed. 

The forest had grown so dense overnight as to prove impenetrable save by a 

ingle path blocked by mysterious obstacles. And, most mysteriously of a ll , 

the heart-rending cries of some mighty wild beast echoed on and on 

throughout the fore t. It is said that several guards fell into madness 

immediately at the sound and that King Aliphim himself wa haunted to 

the nd of his days by the echo of those cries. 

Since that time , the i land has taken its new name and has remained 

unpenetrated, and undisturbed, in the midst of the kingdom 's teaming life. 

f PART VII~ 
LEGENDS AND MYTHS OF 

THE LAND OF THE GREEN ISLES 

Through long nights spent before the fire with my companions on the I le 

of the Crown, I learned that the Green Islanders are famous story-weavers. 

To me, nothing peaks more of a people than the tales they tell, for they 

are woven with the fear , the hopes, and the dreams of the culture. For 

your enlightenment and entertainment, I set forth some of the more 

intere ting of these legends and myths here. 

HIDDEN ISLANDS AND OTHER WORLDS 

Every land has its tale of hidden places: lost caverns, underground treasure 

room , and secret kingdoms acces ible only through ome ancient oak tree. 

The Land of the Green I Jes is no exception. Here, as might be imagined, 

the hidden places take the form of islands hidden in the mists and of what 

might lie beyond in the sea. 

One popular tale seems to reflect the w1iver al myths of harvest and planting. 

It is said that nearby exists a bidden i land of prie tly inhabitants who worship 

Mother Earth. These priests keep tl1e weather and the tides in balance to 

in ure afety from hurricanes and other forces of the sea and to plead 

continuance for the kingdom ' bounty. It i said that tl1ese priests demand 

privacy above all and that they remain loyal to the Crown in exchange for 

secrecy. What a wonderfully conspiratorial tale. 



The Gre n I landers are also fond of aying that the unpas able currents in 

the eas around the kingdom are there a a warning - to k ep all ships 

from ailing further east. For it i believed that within a day' ail in that 

dir ction, a ship trong enough and foolhardy enough to survive the 

tempest eas would encounter the edge of the world! 

"What lie beyond the edge of the world?" I asked. ''Why, the next world," they 

replied, and with fearful glance at one another, quickly changed the ubject. 

DEATH TRADITIONS 
Death fa cinate men the world round, and there are a many philo ophies 

about what comes after thi life a there are, it eems, live which end. I 

found the Green Islanders to all share a common belief, so strongly held as 

to eem to defy que tioning. 

The family of the deceased hold funeral ceremonie a few days after death 

to bid the soul of their loved one safe pa sage to the Realm of the Dead. 

The deceased is buried with the thing he or she will need for the journey. 

The Realm of the Dead i a place not of this world. There Death himself 

rule . Some call him The Lord of the Dead, others call him Samhain. 

Those ouls who have died at peace with their live are allowed to enter the 

Underworld and are placed in the ea of Souls. In that safe repository, they 

are greeted by ultimate knowledge and are prepared for the next stage. 

Thos souls , however, who died with unre olved u·auma in their human 

lives cannot enter the underworld, but are con igned to wander endle sly 

on the urface of the Realm, chained there by their human woes . 

ometime , their life' problems will b re olved in the real world without 

them-justice meted out, or loved one taken care of-and they are freed 

from their bond and gratefully go below. More often, however, things are 

never re olved in the real world and the bonded soul , over time, become 

part of the mindless dead that roam the SUI-face eternally, never to know 

peace orb allowed to move on. 

This belief system deeply affects the lives of the Green I lander , and i , in 

my e timation, the root of their peac ful live and their aver ion for friction 

and infighting, greed and anxiety. Certainly, as a man or woman 

approache old age or infirmity, he or she trive to resolve any loose ends 

in the ir live in preparation for the journey ahead. 

GENIES 
In Daventry, the poor man ' idea of a great tale involved a tradesman or 

poor farmer falling in with a fairy and thus gaining a fortune overnight. 

How man wild-eyed dreamers have spent their days searching out such 

in tant pro perity in tead of buckling down and taking the long road to 

that end? Hah ! It i a tale thi wanderer ha heard all too often I 

Here in the Land of the Green Isles there are no fewer dreamers, but they 

speak not of fairies but of the djinn, of genies. A genie is an even greater 

temptation for the aspiring soul than ever a Daventry fairy, for a genie doe 

not imply turn a one-time favor, however great, and then be done with it. 

o, a genie, like a faithful dog, belong to its owner for life-or, that is, for 

however long the fortunate "master" might keep hold of the creature' lamp. 

It eems every Green I lander know the in and outs of the djinn , though 

few have ever een one. ccording to the stated "rules ," each genie is 

immortal and each i permanently attached to a given lamp in which they 

might or might not be trapped for long centuries depending on the whims of 

tl1eir owner or fate. Once the lamp comes into th po se ion of a man or 

woman, that person becomes the genie' master and mu t be obeyed. Genies 

are very valuab le creature and can do a variety of tricks including 

tran porting a man anywhere on eartl1, taking any shape the master might 

wish, and, of course, the ever-popular gathering of great treasures and 

wealth . A g nie doe have ome limitation , however; it cannot cure ills, 

change the weather, or bring back the dead. And a g nie alway ha a 

weakness. 

A genie is also bound to its ma ter in other way . It is said that a genie is 

lik a mirror; it only reflects its maste r ' wi ll. If a ma ter i evi l-minded and 
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cruel, the genie will be also. If a master is generous and kind, so will be the 

genie. 

One of the most popular genie storie 

named Mali Mellin. 

THE STORY OF MALI MELLIN 

the following one about a genie 

Mali Mellin was a genie with a terrible weakne s for mistletoe berries 

(although the ame are poisonous to humans). He had been trapped for a 

few thousand years in a crusty old lamp after being buried with his possessive 

master. One day a poor farmer uncovered the lamp while plowing a field . 

The farmer, being ignorant, took the lamp at once to his wife, and she, being 

no more intelligent than he , cleaned the outside brusquely without ever 

opening the lid. The pair took the lamp to market to sell for a few pence. 

The lamp was purcha ed by a antiguitie dealer who, being equally lazy, 

never bothered to open the thing. (This tale continues on in thi manner, 

passing through a dozen or so hands, much to the increased hilarity of the 

local Ii teners who eem to find thi the large tjoke they ever heard. But, to 

move on ... . )Finally the lamp was purcha ed by a poor maiden named 

Daltina, who desired only a little warmth and light for her ai ling mother. 

Daltina took the lamp home and opened it at once in order to fill it with oil 

and a wick. But instead of du t, a cloud of moke issued forth from the 

opened lamp and Mali Mellin appeared. The girl wa overcome with fear, 

but Mali Mellin finally persuaded the poor thing tl1at she was in no danger, 

and, indeed, could now have anyth ing he wished. 

In the next few months, Daltina and her motl1er went from being poor, 

sickly outcasts to being well-to-do. Their poor house became a fine man ion 

and their garden blossomed. The girl , with tl1e flush of prospe1ity in her 

cheeks, grew more beautiful by the d ay. Mali Mellin , of course, was 

furnished with all the mistletoe berrie he could eat. But on one thing 

Daltina followed the advice of her motl1er: "Never tell anyone of tl1 e lamp," 

she warned, "for we are but two lone women in the world and would be no 

match for those who would wish to teal our treasure." 

Several years pas ed thi way, and Daltina was content. Every night Mali 

Mellin would ask her, "What more do you wi h ?" and Daltina would reply 

" othing. I have all that I want." Then , one day, a proce ion rode 

through the village. Riding at the head was a prince, the most handsome 

man that the girl had ever seen. 

That night, Mali Mellin asked "What more do you wish?" The girl was silent 

for a moment, thinking "Who am I to wish such a thing?" and "He hould 

marry a princess." But her heart, never before touched, clamored too loudly 

for her to hear her own wisdom and o she whispered, "I wi h for the prince." 

The next day the prince rode back to the village with haunted eyes. He had 

seen the girl in a dream and was sick with love. Within weeks, the two were 

married. 

But the prince wa not as good as he appeared. He wanted things: more 

wealth , more land, more of everything. When he mooned about for these 

things, the girl fe lt pity in her love and would in secret go to her lamp and 

call forth Mali Mellin to achieve her love's desires. 

At fir t, the prince was amazed at his wife 's powers and intuition . After a 

time, however, the prince grew suspicious of his wife ' eemingly magical 

abilities. One night, he lamented long about a certain gold sword he mu t 

have that hung in a nearby castle. He pretended to go to sleep and heard 

Daltina slip out. In silence, he followed her down a corridor to her 

mother's room and there spied upon her as she called Mali Mellin from 

the lamp and, offering it some pretty mistletoe, asked her boon. 

"Mali Mellin ," Daltina said, "There is a sword of gold ten leagues from here. 

Have it delivered to my husband in the morning as a gift of tribute." To 

which, Mali Mellin replied , "Yes, Master." 

The next morning, a courier arrived with the sword, just a Mali Mellin had 

promi ed. 
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"How marvelou ," the prince thought, "to have a wife with su h a powerful 

genie!" Then he thought, "How much more marvelou to po sess the genie 

mysellT' 

And so, that very night, the prince waited until Daltina slept, then nuck 

into hi mother-in-law' chamber and removed the lamp from the trunk a 

he had seen his wife do. Seized with excitement, he hastened to his armory 

and pulled the lid from the lamp. Mali Mellin appeared. 

''Yes, Master," the genie twittered, with a new malicious grin on its face. 

"You are MY genie now," aid the p1ince, "And hall do only as I wi h. " "Of 

cour e, Ma ter," said Mali Mellin, "But how about some mistletoe?" 

The next day, the girl awoke to find the prince in possession of the lamp. 

Despite her pleadings that she be allowed to control the dangerou 

creature, the prince refu ed to give it back. 

And, oh , what the prince did with that lamp! Whereas before, the girl had 

indulged his desires conservatively, the prince with the lamp knew no 

bounds. He kept Mali Mellin ru hing to fulfill hi wishes until the rooms of 

the ca tie were heaping witl1 gold and jewels. His enemie lay laughtered on 

tl1e fields without provocation. Mali Mellin ' wicked face now became like a 

demon ' in the land, a demon who stole and laid courge to everything. 

Finally, the girl could stand no more. The flame of her love for the prince 

was doused by bitter tear . One night, she drugged the prince 's wine and, 

when he fell into a deep sleep, took the lamp from his gra p. he called 

forth the genie once more, and, sadly, had Mali Mellin carry the prince off 

to a distant and de erted land where he could trouble no one ever again. 

With the prince gone and Mali Mellin back to hi good-natured self, 

Daltina restored the broken land and reigned as a benign (if rather 

melan holy) queen for many yea rs thereafter-reaping, alway , plentiful 

harvests of mi tletoe. 

~PART VIII~ 
POSTSCRIPT 

So conclude my record on the La nd of the Green I Les. I hav been well

trea ted h ere and have become rich in friend , in knowledge , a nd in 

counties other ble ing . Though I have found my pirit forlorn at time 

with my inability to travel on, I must admit that my feet have itched le 

here than anywhere else in thi wide world. Still, on occa ion , I find my 

mind roving back to the green hills of Davenuy. Perhap , if my spirit, at 

lea t, i allowed to roam free , I've ye t to see them soon. 

To tho e who may someday follow in my footstep , l ay thi ; Be kind to this 

gentle land, be open-heart d to her whimsy, and protect her, if you can , 

from the harsh winds which might wish to blow in from the sea to steal her 

soul. She is unlike any place I have ever seen, and she ha tolen my heart. 

Derek Karlavaegen 
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