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he gnome’s name is IFNKOVHGROGHPRM.
I hope that got your attention.

This book tells you everything you need to know to successfully play, and
complete, the King’s Quest computer adventures. This is not a hint book, it
is a solution book. Unlike any hint book you have ever seen, the solutions
and problems are given directly, clearly, and in narrative form. The narratives
themselves are the main path through the games. Everything you need to
know is right here in front of you, including real maps of the world of
Daventry (not just the traditional box-type diagrams). There are no answers
printed in invisible ink, none that you have to hold up to a mirror to read, no
crossword puzzles to solve, and no riddle is ever answered by another riddle.
It’s all right here for your eyes to see and your mind to digest.

As of this writing there are four titles in the King’s Quest series: King’s
Quest 1: Quest for the Crown, King’s Quest 2: Romancing the Throne,
King’s Quest 3: To Heir Is Human, and King’s Quest 4: The Perils of Rosella.
The games are set in the kingdom of Daventry and follow the adventures of
King Graham and his family—from Graham’s initial quest to obtain his
kingship to a time 20 or 25 years later. Within the games you encounter
dozens of familiar characters and situations from the lands of fantasy, fairy
tale, and myth. The player becomes, and controls, the hero or heroine,
interacting with the other creatures and people in order to complete that
game’s particular quest. A wrong step can mean death...with a message
asking if you’d like to try again. And people do try again, and again, and
again.

The King’s Quest games are outrageously popular and addictive; millions
of people (one estimate claims 10 million) have played the adventures. They
tax the player’s brain and, occasionally, eye-to-hand coordination. Most of
all they tax the player’s problem-solving ingenuity and patience. Frustrat-
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ingly difficult to solve at times, they have forced grown people to ask, beg,
plead, and demand hints from whatever source they can obtain them.

The games’ publishers, Sierra-On-Line, located in Oakhurst, California,
do everything they can to help. They give out clues and solutions by phone
to people who call from literally all over the world. They have established
their own electronic bulletin board service to give hints out by computer, sell
their own hint books, and have hints published on the major computer on-line
services. Clues and hints also appear in popular computer and game maga-
zines. Still their switchboard remains jammed with stumped players, and the
phone traffic has been so heavy at times that it knocked out phone service to
their community.

Thus this book.

Solutions to the toughest problems are given more than once—first, in the
narrative history of the actual adventure, and again in the specific step-by-
step walk-throughs of the games that I call "The Easy Way Out." The
narratives give the complete story of what really happened to the main
characters. When you play along with those, you complete the adventure,
just as Graham, Alexander-Gwydion, and Rosella did.

However, since these are computer adventures several different paths may
be taken, and many a problem has more than one solution.

"The Easy Way Out," the chapter containing my notes on the games, does
several things for you: it describes alternative ways to pass many problems,
and it gives you some tricks for dealing with the more frustrating parts of the
games—physical things you can do to avoid certain death and get up and
down stairs, paths, cliffs, clouds, and one nasty beanstalk. If you play along
with "The Easy Way Out," you will learn these alternative solutions, pick up
tips for easier play, and have an actual screen-by-screen, encounter-by-
encounter, problem-by-problem path from beginning to end of all the King’s
Quest games. Use it as you see fit.
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The chapter titled "The Final Score" lists all the ways to score points in
the games. Follow these techniques and you can play to win.

The rest of this book is a guide to the world of Daventry. It is a true
companion to the games, with backgrounds on the main characters, fuller
descriptions of the other creatures, people, and beasts that you’re likely to
meet, a geographic atlas, and a general all-purpose reference. At your
fingertips you have the information you need to survive and win at King’s
Quest. Keep it by your bed, on your desk, in your bathroom, or next to your
computer. Use it to help you play or to enhance your game-playing experi-
ence. If you have never played King’s Quest, think of it as a colorful fantasy
universe to be explored and enjoyed.

I hope you have a useful, fun read.



Introduction
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n Daventry one of the great principles of magic states: "Nothing is
as it appears." Keep that in mind as I tell you the following story.

In late 1984, 1 was working as a writer and producer for a television station
in San Francisco. One of the projects I was working on was a multipart series
about "the tenth anniversary of the home computer." In the course of research
I began contacting the many publishers of computer "entertainment” soft-
ware. (The computer "game" market had crashed a few years earlier. The
product was the same, but the euphemism was different.)

It was in this context that I talked to John Williams, the head of marketing
at a small company called Sierra-On-Line, located somewhere between
Yosemite National Park and Fresno, California. John said Sierra was about
to publish a new game that would revolutionize the computer adventures. I
had heard that line before, so I politely asked John to send it to me along with
some stuff I was more interested in, forgot it, finished packing my bags, and
headed out with a reporter and camera crew to cover the famine in Ethio-
pia—the real world.

The game that was waiting for me when I arrived back from Africa was
King’s Quest. Not King’s Quest 1, not Quest for the Crown. It was just plain
vanilla King’s Quest. It sure was unique.

If you weren’t into computers or computer games back then, you might
notrecall that computer adventure games (as opposed to fantasy role-playing
games such as Wizardry or The Bard’s Tale) were divided into two broad
types: text adventures (no pictures) and graphic adventures (words and static
pictures). King’s Quest was an animated adventure. Its hero, Sir Graham,
walked, jumped, swam, climbed, fell, fought, and got chased much like a
character in a Saturday morning cartoon.

Cartoons are passive—you just sit there and watch (and maybe cheer, jeer,
or talk back). You don’t just "veg out” with King’s Quest. You become
Graham, you control his actions, share his adventures, ponder his problems,
and suffer his fates. Set in a land filled with raonsters, magic, and fantastic
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creatures, King’s Quest takes on its own life. Right from the start, people
became hooked on Graham and Daventry, and the game became a runaway
hit. As for myself, I played it a bit and then put the fantasy world away to
plunge again to into the real world of television, news, and computers.

Years and sequels followed. It became, and still is, one of the most
successful series of computer games ever published. Unlike many other
games that people buy, the digital reality that is the world of Daventry took
hold and kept holding on. For many, the line between fantasy and reality
blurs a bit; Graham, Gwydion, Valanice, Rosella, Manannan, Lolotte,
Hagatha, Edgar, and Genesta become real people. Kolyma, the Land of the
Clouds, Llewdor, the shipwreck island, Dracula’s Castle, and Tamir seem
real places. How do you get to the Land of the Clouds, and how do you get
off the shipwreck island?

It’s all good, clean, problem-solving fun. There are puzzles, perils, and
predicaments—all the ingredients for a hit game, and all the ingredients for
areality, just as John Williams had predicted at the game’s inception. I smiled
smug and told people how I remembered when (but I didn’t mention I had
heard the line before).

In late 1988 I moved on to producing and writing a television show about
personal computers called "The Computer Show." While we seldom covered
entertainment software, I became, more by elimination than anything else, I
fear, the entertainment editor for the program. One week we aired a brief
segment on Roberta Williams, the creator and author of the King’s Quest
series. Roberta had been traveling around the country visiting shopping malls
and bookstores to autograph copies of her latest King’s Quest adventure, and
she was sometimes getting mobbed. Since this is not your everyday occur-
rence, we covered one of her stops, and she and I spoke about it when we
met in Las Vegas a few months later.

During the conversation Roberta talked about the land of her creation in
a way that vaguely hinted that the stories were not all fiction, that perhaps



xviii
King’s Quest

there might be more to Daventry than imagination. She never came out and
said anything specific; I may even be amplifying nothing into something via
retrospect, but her body language, choice of words, the set of her head and
that certain stare said "Pay attention, stupid! I can only say so much. Read
between my words and read between the lines, if you know what I mean!
(Nudge, nudge! Wink, wink!)" Her statements had the possibility of a second
meaning. They all hinted at a reality, a universe, so fantastic that I barely
gave it even a first thought much less a second. In fact, it all went by so fast
that I didn’t even think about it again until after my computer started acting
funny.
I started getting electronic mail from Daventry.

Normally I turn my computer off at night. Normally I don’t imagine things
mysteriously showing up on my computer screen, sent to me by a fellow
journalist in another universe. The first time it happened, I assumed I hadn’t
turned off my Mac, and that somehow a computer virus or flu or something
has caused the machine to dial into a bulletin board, which, in turn, had sent
back the purported delivery from Daventry. It all had to be part of an elaborate
hacker’s hoax; I just happened to be one of its innocent victims. I checked it
out. I checked it out a couple of times—no virus. It was strange, I agree, but
I chose to ignore the incident and forget about it.

After the second incident several weeks later, I decided someone was
breaking into my office at night and that the prank was somewhat more
personal. I changed the locks on the office and double-checked that the
windows were shut and secured. After the third time I confronted my more
computer-literate friends, neighbors, and occasional co-workers. Everyone
denied knowledge. I have no reason to disbelieve them; few of them, I
suspect, have much talent in the field of breaking and entering. I never got
any messages if  unplugged the computer before locking up, butI did receive
them if I only unplugged my modem. I finally decided, hoax or not, to get
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into the spirit of the mystery, collect what appeared, and to see just where I
ended up.

So far I’ve ended up here, both feet firmly touching ground. The problem
is that each foot seems to be in a different world.

How I came into the possession of these documents is a mystery for which
I have no answer. Words and sentences, paragraphs and pages that cannot,
and should not, exist in the last clock-ticks of the millennium glow back at
me. [ keep telling myself that this is the final decade of the twentieth century,
that we still live in an Age of Reason, a highly technological, scientific era
where anything unexplained will have a rational explanation—if not today,
then anytime now. Real soon, I hope.

I can describe the physical manifestations of the process, and I can read
the words that are its end product. They flicker across my computer’s monitor
no differently than if I had typed them there myself or had received them
from one of the many electronic mail or electronic on-line services to which
I subscribe. But I’ve checked with those services also, and they cannot
confirm any messages or mail transmitted to me at the times in question. I
knock on glass. Yup, they’re still there; the mundane and the fantastical
crawling up and down the screen like some Kafkaesque bug. Because the
context is so ordinary—a finger-smudged Macintosh monitor in an unfin-
ished garage office—the unimaginable becomes metamorphosed into some-
thing more comprehensible, something almost normal. Almost normal, but
Very, very strange.

A much wiser person than myself once observed that the universe is not
stranger than we imagine but stranger than we can imagine. Astronomers
and theoretical physicists re-prove this adage with disturbing regularity. As
soon as we learn that the speed of light is an upper limit that nothing can
reach, much less exceed, we are told of the existence of particles that cannot
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move slower than light. It is also explained that the universe is uncounted
billions of expanding light years across and would take billions of years to
cross even if we could travel at light speed. Then we learn that there might
be shortcuts through all that space by way of stellar "wormholes" or some
such. Shortcuts through what?

While we’re thinking about outrageous ways to travel, traveling back-
wards in time has also been said to be both a logical and physical absurd-
ity...or so it is in the conventional scientific wisdom we’ve learned. Today
we’re being told that, if you're in space near what is called a "naked
singularity," travel into the past is indeed possible. This fantasy, too, now
seems possible in this most strange of all strange universes. Whatever
wonders the mind can conceive, the universe will have a stranger one hidden
away just waiting to stub someone’s toe. Wonders upon wonders! Puzzle-
ments within puzzlements! We live, it seems, in the universe of the Cosmic
Giggle.

Daventry could really exist. Several of the messages I have received talk
about how their universe withdrew from ours through the use of magical
forces, driven by the desire of the various more fantastical inhabitants to exist
apart from the scoffing of an increasingly rational and scientific world. That
which cannot be weighed, measured, or stuffed inside of the laws of thermo-
dynamics used its own curious, but no less effective, laws to escape. And
where they escaped to, whether another universe or another physical dimen-
sion, is a place that our own scientific theories say is entirely plausible.

One explanation put forth by a number of reputable scientists argues that
there exists in reality an unknown number of different universes. These could
even be thought of as different regions of the same universe, but in either
case, theory allows for these "pocket universes" to have their own unique
sets of the laws of science and nature. Another theory states that the universe
is not made up of individual particles, like atoms or electrons, but instead is
composed of strings—strange things that are long, but not high or wide, and
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have no other dimension. This theory only makes scientific sense, however,
if our universe has more than the 4 dimensions to which we’re accustomed;
26 dimensions is one number given. The reason we don’t see these extra
dimensions is that they’re all folded up on themselves, but they are there.
Could these also be pocket universes? Is this what Alexander of Daventry
means when he writes of the "multiverse"?

What I have really collected in this book are a number of documents of
varied types—histories, press clippings, maps, a magazine article, and the
like—all selected from scores of messages I have received from the one who
signs himself "Derek Karlavaegen." If you believe their content—and I
would like to—then you will come to see the truth of the incredible reality
that Roberta Williams may have hinted about that January afternoon in
Nevada. What we see, buy, and play under the disguise of games are actual
histories, translated into the medium of the computer game. If played
successfully to the end, you get an almost exact transcription of what,
supposedly, actually happened to the people involved.

Reality or fantasy? Roberta Williams says she gets her ideas from myths,
fairy tales, and her own imagination. She’ll give you a funny look if you
suggest Daventry has a physical reality.

Fact or fiction? Get a copy of King’s Quest 3: To Heir Is Human. Look at
the bookshelves in Manannan’s study. Notice what appears to be a computer
screen sitting on one of the shelves. Derek Karlavaegen says he found a metal
head there that he now uses to communicate with us—one he has been using
for some time that he calls the "Eye Between the Worlds." Has Roberta
Williams been getting the same messages as I have, silently appearing on her
computer screen from where our universes touch? Or is she a great dreamer,
one who travels between the worlds in sleep? Derek thinks the wall between
our worlds is so thin that we sometimes can dream each other.
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Truth or hoax? I cannot rule out the latter. Many people in this world
believe that the more elaborate the ruse, the more satisfying the joke. It may
very well be that I am being played for a fool. That’s why this book is being
published as acompanion to some computer fantasy adventure games; a book
of clues and solutions; an aid and reference work for people who like to spend
their time trying to figure out how to escape from inside a whale or off a
desert island, steal from a fire-breathing dragon, talk to mermaids, or save
their father’s life, win a kingdom, or win the hand of a kidnapped princess.
In that light, it’s all really rather simple. I can’t help remembering though,
what they’re supposed to say in Daventry: "Nothing is as it appears."



The World of Daventry

Compiled from Messages to this World from the
World of Daventry, as sent by Derek Karlavaegen
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o you, whoever you are, who read my messages sent between the

worlds: Greetings! All is well here for the moment; the stars and sun
and celestial bodies still revolve around the sky, neither falling down upon
our heads nor failing in their appointed rounds across the heavens. Few are
held in fear or bondage by sorcerers or witches of the evil persuasion.
Ravaging flame- or frost-flinging dragons have been somewhat conspicuous
in their absence.

True, some pirates still sail the seas, bandits prowl in forests and other
remote spots, and hags and their sisterly witches keep stewpots at the ready
for the unwary. But I never did claim this was paradise; this is the real world.
The normal cares and challenges of life fill our days. The occasional conflicts
between people or kingdoms are seemingly woven into the fabric of reality,
but the harvest seems good and this year’s wines seem even better.

With that said, and with a glass of smooth, sweet red at my side, I’ve
decided to give you, unknown friend, a quick tour of Daventry. I’'m going to
try to send some of my own crude maps along with this communication to
further illustrate my world—what there is of it. Please excuse their artistic
shortcomings; I am a writer and magician (of sorts), not an artist.

All of my universe is divided into four parts. Greatest is the Kingdom of
Daventry, a land of wonder and marvels. It is home to King Graham, his
queen, Valanice, and their children, Alexander and Rosella. Twins these two
are, and courageous beyond words, as are their parents. Here too abide
monsters and magicians, giants and little folk, witches and fairies, cruel
beasts and human people, commoners and kings.

Great troubles have beset this illustrious kingdom for years, pausing only
to allow troubles that seem greater still to befall us. Great too are the tales
that have been told and sung of the struggles to vanquish those difficulties.
Good King Edward gave his life for the sake of his people and kingdom, as
King Graham and his children almost did.
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Daventry is the most populated part of my world; it is renowned for its
great castle, Castle Daventry, and its gentle lakes, which are so numerous as
to be almost beyond counting. Many lakes are fed by that greatest of streams,
the River Fools. Daventry’s awesome mountains punch upwards through the
clouds to snowcapped summits daring to be scaled. Giants walk those clouds
and yeti prowl the snows; dragons own the land’s innards and share it with
leprechauns; witches on their brooms fly the skies along with giant condors;
and ogres and trolls and dwarves and elves and gnomes fill the secret spaces
known only to themselves. Magic flows through everything.

At the moment, the Kingdom of Daventry rebuilds itself from years of
flaming terror caused by a three-headed dragon and constant earthquakes.
These twin terrors destroyed much of the beautiful land, forcing many folk
to flee to the western and southern kingdoms. Vast chasms appeared, ripping
the earth apart much as one would open a ripe fruit. Whole sides of mountains
have collapsed, burying some landmarks and creating others. Great walls
were built throughout Daventry to contain the terrible beast so it would not
maraud the entire continent. These walls succeeded, but they also magnified
the damage done within the kingdom.

Already, though, the walls are being torn down and the stone used to build
homes for the returning population. The rains have been good, perhaps in
celebration of deliverance, and the natural world has begun to heal. The fresh
greens of new trees and shrubs and bushes and plants are wiping out the
blacks and browns of formerly burnt landscapes. Great magics have been
unleashed; unable to destroy the beast, they rebuild and reclaim the land. One
might think that some dread technology were at work, so quickly goes the
transformation.

Prince Alexander, a great scholar and magician himself, has even claimed
that any magic, sufficiently advanced, is indistinguishable from technology.
In this case, he just might be right, although I hope they never merge. There
is something too unnatural about technology for the taste of folks here.
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To the south and east of Daventry, there is the tropical land of Kolyma,
from whence Valanice came. It bathes in balmy breezes, and the Southern
Sea laps its beaches with waves like warm, green tongues. Mermaids sun
themselves here and sing the songs that capture people’s souls and haunt
them always with liquid melodies and the rhythm of eternal tides. The King
of the Sea keeps his court and throne near its western shore, so the winds are
always gentle here and the skies forever blue and clear.

Few inhabit the western part of Kolyma, despite its balmy beauty. Simple
monks give shelter to occasional travelers, lest they be caught outdoors after
dark, for vampires haunt this land at night, with ghouls and ghosts as their
grim companions. These undead are truly evil, not like the restless sort of
spirit who sometimes haunts the living, seeking release from its torments.
The vampires rule the dark from a cold castle on an island in the middle of
a lake so poisonous that a stray splash is fatal.

For these reasons, most good folk make their homes on the eastern side of
Kolyma, separated by a spine of high mountains and a great chasm from the
greater horrors. Only a magic door grants passage from east to west, and even
this will send one elsewhere if they have not the proper key. A great
strangeness folds the western land back upon itself to both the north and
south, forever bringing travelers back to where they started. All these barriers
have, with only occasional exceptions, kept the children of the night isolated.

To the north and west of Daventry lies the great continent of Tanalore. An
eternal city of the same name is said to exist somewhere there, touching all
of the realities of creation; but none has ever found it—or returned after
having done so. The great middle of this continent is covered with deserts,
swamps, and mountains taller and steeper than those of Daventry.

In the eastern part of Tanalore there is the land of Llewdor, where, until
recently, the evil sorcerer Manannan ruled the countryside through terror and
magic. He kept his home atop the highest mountain there, living alone except
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for a single boy slave. Through a large looking glass, the wizard was able to
spy on all parts of the unfortunate realm, killing all who dared oppose him.
I make my home there now in Manannan’s place, but I will tell you more of
that at another time, for it is why I am able to communicate with you who
are reading this.

Llewdor is acompact land bordered by ocean on the west and deadly desert
to the east. No one, residents claim, can walk far into the desert and live.
Medusas dwell there—gruesome creatures with the ability to turn any who
stare upon them to stone. At times, now that Manannan is gone, some people
sneak into the sands in search of statues that were once people. It is a risky
business, but the merchants who do this are known to turn a great profit for
their efforts. Some folks disapprove of the practice, seeing it as merely
another form of grave robbing. If the medusas don’t claim people, however,
the desert does. The sun, heat, and shimmering horizons conspire to rob
travelers of their sense of direction. Lost, a person can perish quickly in such
a place.

The bulk of the country is pleasantly wooded and dotted with occasional
cottages. Other than bears and the seldom-encountered giant spider of
Llewdor, it is altogether an entirely pleasant, if unspectacular, place. Its one
major city, Port Bruce, is a healthy sea-trading town, where ships from all
parts of the known world visit. Llewdor’s chief products are rare ingredients
for magic spells, such as toad spittle, stones of amber, nightshade juice, and
mandrake root power. There is an attempt being made by the merchants of
Llewdor to export the desert statues, but the sailors who might transport those
items refuse to accept the cargo at present. They claim the bad luck of the
stone people might somehow rub off on them. They may be right; stranger
things than that are commonplace here.

Because Port Bruce freely welcomes all chips that visit its harbor, the
pirates who roam the Western Sea are no problem to people on the coast.
Other than the brawling, cussing, and drunkenness that seem to be as much
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a part of the pirate’s code as shipboard cats and the captains’ parrots, they
are more colorful than dangerous and provide needed gold for the local
economy. Bandits, on the other hand, are a different story. These brigands,
numbering in the dozens, prowl the woods beating, robbing, and sometimes
killing those they can waylay. They were encouraged and supported by
Manannan while he held sway in Llewdor for all those years, and efforts to
getrid of them have been only partially successful. The problem is expected
to be under control soon, however.

On the far western side of Tanalore lies the land of Tamir, the last of the
great countries of our world. The Great Sea Ocean washes Tamir on its west,
and it is here that the good fairy Genesta resides on her magical isle, attended
by others of her kind, as well as birds and dolphins—all of the most beautiful
appearance. Many small islands dot this part of the sea, something for which
many a shipwrecked sailor has been thankful. Sharks, whales, and other
monsters of the deep are abundant there, and beyond Genesta’s isle lies the
Unknown. Fantastic rumors of yet greater monsters and wonders that exist
there buzz about Tamir. Some must be true.

Tamir itself is much like Kolyma in that it is open and pleasing along its
coast. The sea breezes, however, are much stronger and intemperate, which
accounts for many of the shipwrecks that happen near there. Fishing is good
in the sea, so the coast is home to many families of fisherfolk. Diamonds and
precious metals are mined in the central hills by a race of sometimes sullen
and dirty dwarfs. It is said that they get that way from their hard labors,
digging from dawn to dusk, and they never have time for hygiene or humor.
But they are good folk and are known to repay kindness with the same coin.

Two spectacular structures in Tamir are well known throughout the entire
world, bringing sightseers and the curious to the country. First, a marble pool
surrounded by tall columns lies peacefully in the northern part of Tamir.
None alive now remembers how it got there, but legend says it came from
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your world, the Other World, when the magical creatures of Greece and
Rome withdrew to Daventry. Strange melodies may be heard in the wind
there at night, and Cupid and Pan are said to frolic in the waters. Second,
against the Impossible Mountains to the west sits the eerie old house known
as Whateley Manor, flanked by its twin graveyards—places not often seen
here. This we know for sure was transported from the Other World. Haunted
by ghosts and zombies, like Dracula’s Castle in Kolyma, it is usually avoided
after dark.

Also to be avoided is a small forest of cruel trees just north of the manor
house. Indeed, this entire region of Tamir is inhabited by sudden death at
almost any step. The trees reach out, grab, and kill all that walk into their
grove. An ogre and his wife live at the trees’ eastern edge. They like to eat
people, and if you are lucky enough to get past the trees’ deadly branches,
you might meet three perfectly delightful hag sisters who also have an
appetite for human stew. Almost all stay away from this part of Tamir; almost
all who have ventured there have perished.

Hovering above all this are the Impossible Mountains, so named because
of how hard they are to cross. Waterfalls thunder out of those mist-shrouded
heights, which are the source of all Tamir’s streams and fresh water. Some
say vast sucking swamps exist on the other side of those peaks, but since no
one is known to have crossed over the Impossible Mountains, who can know
for sure? Perhaps someone went under the mountains as Rosella did; perhaps
someone flew like an eagle over the peaks and returned to tell about it. We
do not know for sure.

One lone, narrow path treks up into the crags. Its end is at a dark castle
perched on the edge of a sheer precipice. The wicked witch Lolotte once
lived there with her winged-monkey soldiers. She is gone now, and the lone
human inhabitant is her son Edgar, a handsome youth who pines for the
princess who rejected him. All hope that he will grow to be much wiser than
his mother.
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In any event, with Lolotte apparently dead, much of the despair that once
hovered over Tamir has flown away. With her passing, the curious architec-
ture and quaint places of the land have caught the imagination of folks who
travel the world for amusement. Many tourists and adventurers are drawn
there, so perhaps someday we will finally learn what really lies on the other
side of the Impossible Mountains.

This is the world of Daventry as I know it. I have spent some time writing
for you this brief description of my world, my universe, as it appears today.
Soon it will be different. This is a world of wonder and magic, and we
constantly invent it, much like a tale that a storyteller creates over a thousand
and one nights, never knowing what tomorrow’s fancies will reveal. The
unknown is always before us, but we do not fear it. We welcome and embrace
it. It is the unknown that gives meaning to our lives and reason to our being.
Triumph and tragedy, joy and fear, life and death, good and evil—all are but
opposite faces on the dice of existence. One cannot exist without the other,
just as perhaps we cannot exist without you—the Other World—or you
without us.
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e live in a time of change and contradiction. The kingdom is in
uproar, yet it is whole and united as never before. A land of poverty,

famine, and despair is rich with hope and gold. We laugh and shout and
rejoice in our grief. We weep, wail, and with sorrow beat our chests in our
euphoria and jubilation. Tears of every type score every face. The kingdom
has been saved and the three great treasures of the realm returned. The fat
and happy and quiet days are back upon us. But there was a price. Ah, the
price. There always is a price. Great indeed it was, mortally great.

The King is dead! The King is dead! Long live the King! Long live King
Graham of Daventry! Long live King Graham!

It is for others, at other times and places, to decide the reputation of the
man we called, during his own time, King Edward the Benevolent. Elsewhere
we have recounted the stories of how he relinquished Merlin’s Mirror, the
Shield of Achille, and the Chest of Gold. He lost all through love and
treachery. He was the kindest and bravest and most innocent of men. Though
he built schools and universities, he was not the most brilliant of monarchs,
and in the end it was his very humanity that doomed him, and almost doomed
Daventry.

Today we look to the future with the young and brave King Graham. He
is a man of wit, wisdom, and learning; one of undoubted courage and
fortitude. I pray that our future is as bright as our prospects.

During this, the inaugural week of his reign, we have been directed by the
King to set down on paper the events that brought him to the golden throne.
It is a tale of daring and mystery that begins when Graham enters the very
castle from which he now rules....

Graham opened the castle doors and began following the familiar red-car-
peted halls toward King Edward’s throne room. He tried to keep the armies
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of depression from invading his mind, much as he had been trying to keep
Daventry free from the invaders that had been shrinking its borders since the
loss of the magic shield. Both tasks were nearly impossible. The famine had
reduced the population again and again, and few remained in Daventry. Even
if an army could be raised, no gold existed to pay it. The moat with
flesh-eating beasts and the thick metal-clad door were all that guarded Castle
Daventry. The weakening spells of long-departed sorcerers, backed by the
sword-arms of fewer than 100 worn-out and battered knights, were the
kingdom’s final defenses. "Whatever the old king wants," Graham thought
as he bowed respectfully in front of his weary and aged monarch, "it will
probably be the last thing I ever do for him. It’s unlikely either of us, much
less the kingdom, can go on much longer."

Edward struggled to give a pleased smile at Graham’s bow. "Always the
proper and respectful one, aren’t you?"

"Here it comes," thought the young knight. He listened as the king’s still
energetic voice echoed quietly through the throne room. Like Graham’s
hopes, the room was empty save for some tapestries—sad reminders of
brighter days.

"I’m old, Graham. My end is near. Find the three treasures. I’ve searched
for years without success. You are quick of wit, strong, clever, and are learned
in all the subjects taught at the royal university. Use that knowledge. Use
your mental faculties as well as your knightly skills. You alone among my
subjects can do it. There is no time; you are Daventry’s last hope. Go."

"Yes, sire!”

"This much I promise you, Sir Graham. If you succeed, the kingdom will
be saved. In reward, you will inherit my throne and become King of Daventry
in my place!"

"Thank you, sire!"

"Now get out of here, Graham. As you leave, I shall lock this castle’s doors;
it shall be my last stand against this kingdom’s enemies. Locked they shall
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remain against all, including you, Sir Graham. They will only open again
when you bring me the three treasures. I have spoken! Our wishes go with
you. We can give you no more!"

Graham knew an exit line when he heard one. As the castle doors boomed
shut behind him, all he could do was remark to himself, "Some days you eat
yogurt, other days you step in it!" He checked his boots, straightened his hat,
made sure not to step into the deadly moat, and crossed the bridge into

perplexity.

Just west of the castle, Graham paused to consider his problem. He leaned
against a large rock in the first clearing he came upon, a peaceful spot dotted
with wildflowers and shaded by many trees. He was not a large man. His
body’s length was just at six feet, and his muscles were long and low. When
forced to arms, Graham beat you with speed and skill, not muscle. He kept
his dark brown (almost black, really) hair cut long to cover his ears. He had
begun doing this during his first years in the palace school, on the theory that
if the teacher couldn’t see his ears, the teacher couldn’t pull them. The theory
didn’t work, but the hairlength stayed. Sir David of Bruce, a former classmate
of his, once described Graham'’s features (with clever but undue harshness)
as being "forgettable the moment you saw him." The truth is, Graham is
pleasant and strong looking, in a vague sort of way.

It was his quickness that set the future king apart from the rest of humanity.
Nimble and fast of both hand and foot, he was, and still is, even nimbler and
faster between the ears. Graduating first in his class from the royal university,
Graham had specialized in knowing a lot about a lot of things. No one subject
could capture him, and he had devoured all the lore and learning he could
listen to and read. As he lounged against that rock, he scratched his belly and
began to think.

The only leads to the missing treasures the young knight had to go on were
slim. One: the dwarf who had taken the magic Shield of Achille had been
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seen disappearing into a hole in the ground. Two: the shape-changing witch
who had stolen the Chest of Gold escaped on her broomstick into the clouds,
clouds that clung to the peaks above Daventry, solid-seeming masses that
looked like snow cornices, impossible outcroppings poised out from the
mountains with no support. Three: the nameless sorcerer who had absconded
with Merlin’s Mirror had said it would be kept in a safe place, guarded by
some fearsome beast. There were no easy answers in those facts, but that was
all anyone knew about the mystery.

To these facts, as lightweight as fiction, Graham added some home-brewed
observations. "My daddy used to tell me, ‘Boy, if I have learned anything in
my life, [ have learned this: when in doubt, or in trouble, pick up anything
that is not nailed down, and, if it is, check for loose nails or boards. Check
carefully into, under, above, below, and behind things. Read everything; you
might learn something. Wear clean undergarments, brush after meals, and
always remember, nothing is as it appears.”"

With all this in mind, Graham took inventory of what he had. He discov-
ered nothing. That meant he had to get some food, some gold or the like with
which to buy things, and a weapon. He leaned forward harder and harder, as
he set his plans and sorted out his situation. The rock rolled. Graham stumbled
but a little and, as he recovered his balance, noticed that the rolling stone had
revealed a hole. "Well, it’s time to heed some of Daddy’s advice," he said to
the trees, and looking into the hole, he saw what appeared to be a dagger. So
it was, and while taking it he breathed, "Thank you, Father," a note of respect
creeping into his voice.

"I sure hope this is an omen."

Food and treasure were next for Graham to obtain. Treasure, he realized,
would not be particularly easy to come by, but food could be taken care of
quickly in a vegetable garden that had been planted behind the castle. Graham
headed north so as to arrive at the garden from behind the castle. Passing
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beside a large, lush oak tree, flushed with the confidence of one easy success,
he decided to test his father’s rule another time.

There was nothing hidden in the hole at the tree’s base, so Graham started
climbing up, the songs of birds surrounding him as he reached a fork in the
oak’s branches. Within that fork a nest had been built; in it a lone egg lay
surrounded by the dry twigs and grass. Graham looked closer at the egg and
almost fell out of the branches so startled was he to find that the egg seemed
to be made of gold.

"I guess it always pays to heed your father’s advice," Graham told himself
as he climbed down from the tree. He had taken the egg—a treasure to match
a weapon.

He was still marveling as he turned east into the castle garden. Mostly
carrots grew here in neat, tended rows; but none was large enough for picking.
Only on the garden’s western edge did he find anything worth taking. "I’ll
just take one carrot," he decided, shaking his head in disappointment. "I’'m
sure I can get more food along the way."

Leaving the walls of the castle behind, wondering if he would ever see
them again, Graham wandered north, intending to skirt the small lake where
he had played often as a child. Some call it the Lake of Maylie still, after
King Edward’s lost wife. It had been named that when Edward and Maylie
married. They were often seen sitting in a small boat upon the lake late on
summer afternoons. Shadow players against a setting sun, they were alone
in their love for each other. The lake’s name has lost favor since Maylie’s
death, and few ever float upon it or splash in its water, out of memory of
happier days.

Graham’s mind was floating in the past when his reverie was broken by
the sudden appearance of an elf playing in the sunbeams.

In the interests of future understanding, it should be clearly noted here that
many people in Daventry don’t hold much love for the little people—the
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short elves, dwarves, gnomes, and leprechauns. This was not always so, of
course, for the little folk also withdrew, or were forced to withdraw, from the
Other World. They are also partly responsible for the very fabric of our world.
It was, however, one of the little people who duped the king into parting with
the Shield of Achille. A dwarf, it was said, but that word never came from
Edward’s lips. He said it was a small figure bearing a root known only to
dwarves. With the subsequent death of the queen, the populace pointed the
fingers of hate, fear, and anger at all of the small ones.

Graham saw only someone who might offer him assistance in his quest.
Feeling the dagger secure against his hip, he approached the gamboling elf
and began to talk. "Hail, friend," he exclaimed. "I quest to save Daventry and
hope you might be able to help me."

The elf stopped, stunned. He evidently was surprised by Graham’s sudden
appearance. He listened as the knight explained his search for the treasures,
tugged on his ear frantically as if to hurry up his thoughts, and replied in a
voice of pure melody.

"Sir Graham, I know but little of the treasures, and I cannot much help you
there. But there are some things I do know that might help you in your travels.
Know then that there is much evil and danger now both on the ground and
in the air. Ogres and trolls, wolves and dwarves, wizards and witches—all
are about in the forest to the west. Take much care. Flee at first notice, or you
are doomed. Giants and dragons patrol both above and below the earth. Weep
for Daventry, the end is near! Know also that you, Sir Graham, are the first
humanfolk to speak with me in years, and you have spoken without hate or
anger. In return for that, I will give you something."

Holding out a tiny hand, the elf showed Graham a golden ring with an
inset tiger’s eye stone. "This ring is magic. Wear it and you will become
invisible in a time of danger. There is a catch; it works but once and for only
a short time. Use it wisely, just as you have acted wisely in speaking with
me!"
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In a blink, the elf was gone. Graham was so busy examining the ring that
he noticed not if the elf disappeared or ran. He never had chance to thank
him.

Caution was a virtue Graham had cultivated since his father had first
explained to him about things not always being as they appeared. He was
neither a rushing fool nor a timid one. He believed that his head, for instance,
better served his king and himself while firmly attached to his neck. He would
give it in battle, if he must, but he refused to offer it around like the dark,
warm top to a fresh loaf of bread. The elf’s words made the kind of survival
sense that Graham appreciated. With more care in his step, he continued his
journey northward.

Maybe it was his lucky day, although no four-leafed clovers had crossed
his path and the shadows were beginning to assert an argument for dusk.
There, filling his path, was an empty bowl, appearing as unlikely to the eyes
as his chances for success in his mission appeared unlikely to his judgment.
Curiously he picked it up and examined it. A word was inscribed inside the
red and yellow ceramic container: "FILL." The bowl appeared to be large
enough to hold a dozen or so apples or enough stew to feed a family. It wasn’t
nailed down, so he took it. It would be a perfect wash basin in the morning,
provided he could find a safe place to spend the night.

Graham didn’t have to wander much farther north before he found a
camping spot. Just beyond the clearing where he found the bowl was the
River Fools. It screamed around a bend as it tore through the earth, much like
it would tear apart anyone who attempted to wade or swimin it. It is said that
only a fool would enter the river’s waters, which is true; but it actually got
its name from a time long past when a group of thrill-seekers tried to ride its
waters. They inflated a number of pig bladders and connected them inside a
piece of canvas. They called the thing a raft, though no one had ever seen
such a raft before. They said it could not sink, that the breath that inflated the
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bladders would protect against the shocks of the ragged rocks, and that the
river spirits welcomed them. They were dead wrong. If the spirits did
welcome them, perhaps it was as a sacrifice that day or as a warning against
trespass. Neither bodies, bones, nor bladders were seen again. Since then, all
know it as the River Fools. To this day, all that stop by the river carry away
pebbles to appease the river spirits, as if with each stone taken the river would
have more room to grow.

Graham picked his pebbles from the small beach and then chose a dry,
high place above the river. Laying his head on his pack, he was asleep in
moments.

Dawn broke a ruddy orange color. It awoke Graham to the fact that all he
had to eat was one carrot, and a carrot was not his idea of breakfast. He
decided to save it for an emergency, and putting his appetite away with the
carrot, continued his journey northward. He was quite aware that he had made
apparently no progress since leaving King Edward and that his prospects did
not match the bright dawn.

He followed River Fools but a little way before he realized that further
progress in that direction was barred by the very river he had appeased the
previous night. Worse, a very large mushroom grew just on the other side.
Almost close enough to smell, it was forever out of reach. He avoided the
obvious comparison to his quest.

With the river to both the north and east of him, Graham was faced with
returning the way he had come or venturing west. West was the direction the
elf had warned him against. Rubbing the magic ring for good luck, and taking
a deep breath for courage, Graham headed west into the unknown.

Distracted at the time, Graham had neglected to ask the elf just how the
magic ring worked. He knew now. As he watched himself rub the ring, he
watched his hands disappear. He also knew that this would be the only time
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the ring would work, the only time he could disappear from sight. In despair
he realized that he had wasted his gift thoughtlessly.

Actually, the irony of the events that immediately followed was totally
lost on Graham at the time. This is understandable. No sooner had his mistake
struck him than something else almost did. Suddenly faced with an ogre—
several hundred pounds of human-eating appetite, all claws and fangs,
charging and slavering directly at you—you don’t usually stop and chuckle,
wryly noting that the ogre can’t see an invisible person. Usually you run.
Usually you lose. Ogres are over seven feet tall and run faster than people.
You run anyway, if only to get away from the stench.

Graham turned and dashed south. Risking a quick look behind and still
forgetting he was invisible, Graham almost collided with something short,
massive, and ugly. It also seemed to have an ugly temper.

"Two hours gone in the day and I haven’t found anybody to rob! Two
hours and no treasure! The wife will kill me! Or worse!"

The sudden look was enough to tell the knight that he had almost crashed
into a desperado, a dwarf by its looks, and one out hunting for trouble.
Continued flight seemed to be in order. Maybe the pursuing ogre would see
the dwarf and forget about Graham. It sounded good in theory.

Only marginally curious as to why he hadn’t been immediately jumped
by the surly bandit, Graham burst back into a run, dodging boulders and
heading south as fast as he could. His hope for escape lay in getting a quick,
big lead and surviving on endurance. After a short sprint, dwarves usually
just give up, their stubby legs moving them fast but not far. When that
happened, maybe the ogre and dwarf would take their ill humors out on each
other.

The dwarf, though, astounded Graham by not giving chase at all. Perhaps
theory was working for a change.

Enlightenment finally came to Sir Graham as he leaned against a walnut
tree, safe, he hoped, from further pursuit. Still gasping, trying to bring cooling
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air to his flaming lungs, he felt something bounce off his head. His eyes
followed the walnut as it fell to the ground, joining dozens of other nuts
scattered around the base of the tree. His first thought, now that the near panic
had passed, was food—here was food! He’d been up for hours without
breakfast, and he was surrounded by nuts. He realized he wasravenous. Eager
to fill his stomach, Graham reached up to pluck a walnut.

This, of course, is when understanding number two hit the monarch-to-be.
He couldn’t see his hand. He could feel the walnut, he could lift it and see it
float above the ground, but he couldn’t see his hand! It was invisible!

Graham’s laughter filled the little grove for minutes as he realized that he
had been running like a madman from creatures that didn’t know he was
there. He might have been able to walk up to both and spit in their eyes with
impunity; well, maybe not spit in their eyes, but perhaps check them for lice.
Laughterroared again as he remembered cussing himself as a fool for wasting
the power of the magic ring. "With a few more mistakes like that," he
murmured, "I just might be able to save Daventry!"

In a moment, Graham quieted, and for a moment the future looked almost
golden. Maybe today was his lucky day. Maybe.

Moments later that future shone still brighter, for upon opening the walnut
clutched within his transparent hand, Graham discovered that instead of nut
meat, the shell was filled with what looked like the purest gold. One bite
confirmed it.

"I think I’ll look for other nuts to breakfast on," thought Graham. And for
the third time that morning, there was laughter.

"You were right, Daddy. Nothing is as it appears!"

Actually, Sir Graham tarried beneath that walnut tree for little longer than
it takes to tell the tale. His breath returned quickly, as did his determination
and his mirth, which went from hilarity to good humor. The sun was much
higher in the sky than when he had rubbed the ring, and he remembered that
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the elf had warned the ring’s spell did not last long. How long he knew not,
but he did not want to be facing other dangers when he became visible again.

South continued to beckon Graham. This was the way he had run, so it
seemed his lucky path. That path soon skirted the edge of some mountains,
the same cloud-crowned monsters that had climaxed the witch Dahlia’s
broom-borne escape. This was a part of Daventry unfamiliar to the knight.
He thought it a likely place to pick up clues to at least one of the stolen
treasures, for some assumed that Dahlia had secreted the Chest of Gold
somewhere within its cloudy shadows.

A huge door, girded with iron bands, seemed to wait for Graham as he
explored. It was set into a wall of cyclopean stonework that itself had been
inset into the living rock. The whole construction looked as if meant to repel
armies—Ilarge armies. On the other hand, it could be the door to someone’s
home or fortress. If the size of the keyhole were any indication, the person
hiding behind the massive door would be a very large person indeed.

The keyhole, while not so large as to provide entrance to even the smallest
of little people, was ample enough to allow Graham to peek within. The scant
light revealed what appeared to be a set of proportionately huge stairs that
appeared to wind up into darkness. Without surprise, Graham confirmed that
the door was locked as tight as it seemed, and no matter what he tried, he
was unable to force it open.

Graham thought back on the words of the friendly elf who had cautioned
him to be wary of giants and dragons—creatures who now roamed both
above and below the earth. He suspected the stairs beyond led to one of the
two, and that creature might someday be a stop along his quest. Stymied for
the moment, the knight vowed to return and journey up the mountain.

Graham had noticed an inviting mountain lake, like emerald sparkles on
the horizon, luring him from the west. He hadn’t bathed in days. A short
swim was one temptation to which he could succumb; it would both clean
and refresh him, he rationalized. Anyway, as he was still in strange surround-
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ings, one direction seemed about as promising as another. But it seems that
Fortune continued south while Graham walked west because, as soon as he
had entered the chill, fresh water, the magic ring slipped off of Graham’s
finger. He was visible once again and suddenly felt very alone, very mortal,
and very exposed. The chill he felt was coming from more than just the lake’s
alpine waters.

"I think I’d better get moving," thought the vulnerable and now young-
feeling knight. "North, south, or west? The lake’s narrow and I’m already
wet. Go west, young man!"

And thus it was that Sir Graham swam right out of the ice bath and into
the fire.

Fortune is a mercurial lover—fickle and fast to flit away. Fortune never
says good-bye; you find out it’s deserted you just when you need it most.
That’s usually when you begin meeting the bad things. Bad things, it has
been noted, often come in threes. This particular day, three big bad ones were
just waiting for a lone wanderer.

Graham walked a few paces, shaking off as much water as he could along
the way. The sun was sure to dry him out, and he was sure his edgy feelings
would evaporate along with the remaining moisture. As he reached up to
wipe some final cold trickles from his brow, he caught sight of something so
chilling that he dashed back into the water. At that moment, Graham felt he
had moved faster than ever in his life.

Bad thing number one was jetting across the sky, black robes trailing what
could only be a broomstick. It was undeniably an evil witch. Graham had
read histories that told of witches swooping from the sky so fast that it was
almost impossible for anyone to escape. The few that had escaped muttered
of how they were imprisoned and kept caged, much like a dangerous pet.
They talked of how some witches played with their new pets, and they
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groaned out details of unspeakable torments to both mind and body. Only a
few of those that got away escaped with their sanity.

Graham was sure that the witch in question this day could only be Dahlia,
for that wicked one was the only cone-crowned cackler reported in the realm
for decades. As he crept out of the lake and crouched under a pine tree, he
was sure he had not been spotted. He also was sure that if he were captured,
for him, at least, the game would be over. Death would be preferable, and he
knew he wasn’t that lucky today.

Bad thing number two came along just as Graham convinced himself that
he had again escaped the terminal jaws of catastrophe. Turning south from
the lake to avoid the witch, he had barely taken his first step into a clearing
when he saw the hate-red eyes and the drooling jaws of what could only be
described as a very big, very bad wolf. How Graham pivoted before he
finished his step, and how he was able to dash back into the lake before the
jaws closed on him, he has never been able to reconstruct. But he won that
dash, and the wolf, deigning not to follow him into the water, soon disap-
peared.

That cold, nameless, mountain lake was quickly taking on the warm
feelings of home, a safe spot to retreat to when all seemed hopeless.

"It would sure be nice to have thatring back," Graham murmured wistfully
as he crawled back under what, by now, had become his favorite tree.

"I could go back the way I came this morning, but there’s an ogre and a
crazy dwarf that way. I could stay here, but that wouldn’t get me anywhere.
Things have just got to be better to the north."

Bad thing number three was north, and it appeared just as suddenly as the
prior two misadventures. It came in the form of a wandering sorcerer who
was out looking to give someone a bad day. Perhaps Graham was tired from
the exertions of the past hour; perhaps so much had happened to him so
quickly that his mind was unable to react in time. No matter. This time
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Graham could not flee soon enough. In fact, after the wizard had made his
mystic signs and shouted his incantations, the hapless knight was unable to
move at all. He was paralyzed.

Looking at the result of his work with a knowing smirk, the sorcerer
sneered, "Hope no hungry beasts or worse come this way, young fool!" He
waved and laughed at Graham as he disappeared from sight.

Graham was still dazed when the spell finally wore off. Both his mind and
his body were numb from standing immobile for so long, but the fact that he
was still in one piece gave him hope that some sanity had come back into his
life. He had stared into the west while he was imprisoned by the spell, and
during that time he had noticed the outlines of a small house in that direction.
Perhaps there he could rest and recover for a while.

The smell that surrounded Graham as he approached the ornate cottage
was familiar. He had quietly come up the path that led to the front door and
sneaked around to peek into one of the windows. The glass was so cloudy
that he couldn’t see through it at all, and his fingers stuck to it slightly where
he had touched it. The slightest lick of his finger brought a taste much like
sugar to his tongue. Since he couldn’t see in, he decided to try the direct
approach. As he reached to knock on the door, it became clear to him that he
really had tasted sugar on his hand and the aroma in the air was gingerbread.

The hunger hit him at that moment. Graham had always had a sweet tooth.
As a child, he was the first to snitch particles of pie, pastry, and confection
from sills and counters where they were left to cool after leaving the ovens.
Knights and ladies all knew to have an extra dessert ready when he came to
sup.

Graham started to eat the gingerbread abode; not a lot, but merely a small
piece of the front door trim and a bit of a chocolate drop nail. He was sure
the owner would neither notice nor mind.

He was wrong again, but eating part of the house saved Graham’s life.
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As he licked the sweet, aromatic crumbs from his hand, he heard a cackle
from within.

"Nibble, nibble, little mouse. Who’s that eating at my house? I'll eat them,
if I catch ’em!" Sir Graham had again blundered upon the evil witch.

For what seemed like the thousandth time that day, Graham sprinted for
safety. Convinced that the crone would come out the door he had been
consuming, the knight flew out the front gate and around the side, barreling
north past the confectionary cottage. He kept going until he came to a long
lake surrounded by moss-bedecked willows. He was sure the trees would
shelter him from any aerial observation.

Sometimes the only way to keep moving is to stop. Take some moments
to watch the sun play with water and the breeze caress the trees. Sort through
what has been happening too quickly to be assessed at the time. Breathe deep,
slow your heart, and let your brain waft over what you have experienced,
caressing facts and impressions like that breeze moving through the leaves.
Take some quiet time.

Graham’s unharried musings brought him to one firm conclusion: he must
get into the witch’s house. He was sure he had discovered Dahlia’s home (if
that truly was her name) and thought the Chest of Gold might be inside. If
not, he was convinced a clue would be found, or some knowledge that would
aid him in his quest. He also knew that he had to wait until the witch was
away, for he was no match for her magical powers.

"Tomorrow then," he thought to himself. "I’1l scout around a little more
today and spend the night here. Tomorrow I’ll take on the wicked witch while
she’s away."

Continuing to move north, away from the gingerbread house, seemed the
safest choice, although Graham’s bones and bruises reminded him of the
results of his earlier "safe" choices. North it was, however, and after an easy
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hike through woods untainted by any hint of danger, he found himself in
front of a log cabin.

Red and yellow flowers grew happily near the open door. A woodsman’s
ax stuck out of a short chopping log, mimicking the handle on the house’s
water pump. It was such an ordinary scene that Graham was tempted to go
inside immediately. "On second thought, check the place out, you dummy!"
he chided himself. He had been both safe and sorry already that day, and he
much preferred being safe.

A window on the side of the house seemed a likely avenue for snooping.
Looking inside, Graham saw two sorry-looking, hungry people. They ap-
peared to be a woodcutter and his wife, and they were so emaciated that it
looked as though they couldn’t do much damage to anyone.

He remembered his father’s advice about things not being what they seem,
patted his dagger, walked around to the front, and entered the cabin.

The years of famine and poverty that had attacked Daventry were quite
throughout the one-room hovel. The furniture was sparse and shabby, rotting
where it barely stood. Holes in the floor made it a dangerous place to walk,
and Graham reminded himself to watch his step. The only glimmer of beauty
was a fiddle tucked into a corner.

As a knight of the realm, Graham was a man of privilege. Though not
unaffected by the calamities of the hard years, he could still eat daily and
sleep secure in his bed. The sight in front of him threatened to bring tears.

"Welcome to our humble home," the woodcutter greeted Graham.

"We’d like to offer you something to eat, but we have no food," volun-
teered his wife.

For Graham, the emotion of the scene demanded he do something. Again,
his father’s advice echoed in his thoughts.

"It’s worth a try," he said as he took the ceramic bowl out of his pack.
Despite the pounding of the day, there were only minor nicks in its finish,
and the container remained in one piece. Looking at the word inscribed in
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the bottom, Graham breathed, "Fill." The air shimmered, and the bowl grew
suddenly hot. Steam and savory smells filled the cabin, and the bowl
magically filled with stew. Graham presented it to the starving couple.

Tears and wonder filled all eyes. "Please, eat," said the man who would
be King. "This is yours. I hope it is enough."

"We can never thank you enough," cried the woodcutter’s wife.

"Please, take my fiddle. It is our last possession, but it is now yours. Please
take it in payment for your kindness!"

Graham knew he would insult them if he didn’t do as they asked. Gingerly
he stepped around the floor’s holes and retrieved the precious instrument.
The finish was still good, and the polished cherry wood grew warm and
friendly in his hands. Playing a few experimental notes, Graham discovered
the fiddle was still in tune. With a merry "One, two, three, four!" he played
the couple a happy song.

The melody still filled the cabin as he left. The sad couple had little
information to help him on his quest, but they did mention a mysterious rock
with a small hole in it. The rock was just south of the rear of their cabin and
not far from where Graham planned to spend the night. It wasn’t much and
probably didn’t mean anything, they said, but it was the only odd or
mysterious thing they knew about in their vicinity.

Since it was not out of his way, Graham decided to pay the strange boulder
a visit on his way back to the lake.

It really wasn’t much to look at. The boulder was obviously ancient,
covered with brittle green moss. The hole in its base was just as it was
described to him, too small for any person to enter. Graham stared deep into
the hole’s blackness. He thought he noticed a faint, green glow, but he wasn’t
sure. It was getting on toward dark, and the dusky last light of the day played
many tricks with color. It was time to leave anyway. Standing up, Graham
walked west to his camp.
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As promised, the rock was only a short distance from the tree-ringed lake.
Sleep again came quickly, blocking out all aches and fears and doubts until
the morning.

The second dawn of Graham’s quest was overcast. It was the kind of sky
that seemed unsure of itself, one that could just as easily turn gray and stormy
as it could blue and warm. This seemed to be an omen to the knight. He had
resolved to enter, if he could, the witch’s house this morning. Like the
weather, his prospects could not be predicted. They could be very good, or
terminally bad. Graham decided not to dwell on the might-be’s and planned
on breakfasting on the gingerbread house. If he failed, he wouldn’t need food
anyway.

The cool air of morning muted the overpowering gingerbread smell
Graham had noticed the day before. It still smelled good, though, and he put
his plan into action. Making sure the witch wasn’t roaming around outside,
he just walked quietly up the front path, gently laid his ear to the delicious
door, and listened intently for any sounds from inside. All was quiet, but he
continued listening, and hardly breathing, for several more minutes. It
sounded as quiet as death inside, a comparison that did little to allay Graham’s
misgivings.

It was time to do something.

Graham grabbed a firm grip on both his courage and the door knob and
opened the door. He did this, of course, very slowly and very quietly. If the
witch were home, he reasoned, he might be able to slip in unnoticed. That
was his theory, anyway.

Sneaking inside, Graham could see or hear no one. The room he had
entered was furnished with just a table and a pair of hard wooden chairs. A
second door led off to the right, and Graham quickly tiptoed to it. Still there
was no sound, so he tentatively peeked around the corner. The witch’s
bedroom had the off odor of someone who didn’t wash very often, but it was
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empty. In fact, the little cottage was completely deserted. Quickly Graham
began his search. Disappointment hit him hard when all he could find in the
room was a brief note on an empty bed table, a note that read simply,
"Sometimes it is wise to think backwards."

The unexpected sound of Dahlia returning made Graham freeze where he
stood, but the crone did not go into the bedroom. He heard sounds of cooking
preparations coming from the other room—the witch talking to herself aloud
about cooking up something "good and human" to eat. Graham peeked out,
trying to judge whether he could bolt for the door successfully. What he saw
was the bent-over form of a figure larger than himself. All her attention was
on stoking her cooking fire. Escape seemed problematic at best.

Sometimes we all do things without conscious volition and later explain
it as something we did on the spur of the moment. In this case, the particular
moment spurred Graham into sneaking quickly behind Dahlia and giving her
a mighty shove. The momentum from the blow sent the witch headfirst into
the fire, where her body immediately burst into flame. It was over so soon,
the body might have been made of the driest parchment. Dahlia had returned
to the skies from which she had wreaked terror, and an indifferent wind
dissipated her ash and smoke to nothing. King Edward and Daventry were
avenged.

Safe for the while, Graham ransacked the gingerbread house looking for
the Chest of Gold or some clue to its whereabouts. Except for a piece of
cheese he took from the kitchen cabinet, and the enigmatic note already
acquired, there was nothing.

"Dahlia’s dead, and I guess that’s something," Graham told himself. "And
maybe the note is a clue. Onward, dear boy! The day is young and you have
already done one impossible thing!"

On the road south, the piece of gingerbread house he was munching tasted
even better than the one the day before. The morning had decided to be as
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sunny as Graham’s new mood, and he passed without encounters or incidents
through the territory hunted by the wicked witch. About an hour later he came
across an ancient well and stopped, thinking to cut his thirst with some water.
Graham lowered the old bucket into the depths of the well, but the bucket
reached the end of its rope without touching water. Drought had taken its toll
here. Looking down, though, he could see a reflective glint, indicating there
was still water down there.

Thirst gave the young knight an idea. Raising the oak bucket back up to
him, he cut the rope and took the oak bucket. Lowering the rope again,
Graham intended to climb down the well, fill the bucket, and climb back up.
He was confident in his agility, having climbed up and down ropes for years
as part of his martial training. He was always considered the best climber in
the army. Carefully, he climbed onto the rope and shimmied down. As he
reached its bottom, the best climber in the army’s hand slipped.

It was a short drop to the water, and when Graham recovered himself, he
found he could just touch the end of the rope with his hand. Knowing he
could get back the way he came, Graham dove back under the water, as much
for sport as for curiosity. One bit of his father’s advice had been to search
over, under, around, and through everything. Diving to the bottom, he saw
the usual assortment of old bottles and trash, but in one wall there appeared
to be an entrance to a cave or grotto. Swimming into the opening, he
immediately popped out of the water, and was able to crawl into a dry cave.

King Edward the Benevolent had spent a score of years trying to recover
the mirror that foretold the future. Countless people had searched, both in
Daventry and elsewhere. And there it was, not more than a score of steps in
front of Graham. One of the objects of his quest, one of the salvations of the
kingdom, was in plain sight. All Graham had to do was get rid of a little
problem.
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...Graham looked deep into the glass that told the future. His own face looked back, and
on his head was a crown!
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The problem took the shape of a 12-foot long, iridescent, green-scaled,
fire-breathing dragon. The flames that blazed fromits jaws had scorched deep
the virgin rock. From across the cave, the heat of the sulphurous flames
singed Graham’s hair. The dragon made half-rushes back and forth at him,
taking its dragon time before making a killer charge.

Graham tested the balance of his dagger, knowing he had only one chance
to strike the dragon in its heart. He knew he could retreat safely back into the
well, but his duty was clear; he must rescue the mirror from the beast.

First he had to distract the dragon to give himself more time to aim and a
clearer target. The oak bucket, the one that had begun this particular adven-
ture, was still with him, now filled mostly with well water. The way Graham
figured it, instead of extinguishing his own thirst, that water was going to
extinguish the dragon’s flame. It was the distraction he needed.

Hefting the bucket, Graham advanced as close to the dragon as he dared;
a mistake would turn the knight into a crispy critter. Just as the dragon
exhaled, he flung the water splat in its snout.

As a distraction it may have worked, but Graham would never know for
sure. The liquid hit the dragon’s flame full-on and putit out. The green-scaled
monstrosity just stopped and sputtered, steam and bubbles gurgling from his
nostrils.

It was the expression on that dragon’s face that held the dagger in
Graham’s hand. He speaks in wonder when he says that he never knew a
dragon could show embarrassment. It could only have been that; dropping
its head and tucking its tail, the beast pushed a boulder aside and pussyfooted
out of the cave. Sir Graham was left behind, alone with the magic mirror.

Graham spent many minutes just touching and looking at Merlin’s Mirror.
Its surface still shone, and the luster of the carved mahogany frame still
glowed. Picking it up, Graham looked deep into the glass that told the future.
His own face looked back, and on his head was a crown!
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"I hope this mirror doesn’t make mistakes," he prayed. He put the mirror
in his pack and then followed the dragon’s route to see if it would lead to
open sky. It did.

It was a jubilant and confident Sir Graham of Daventry who walked out
of the underworld as if reborn. He didn’t recognize the cave he emerged from,
and he paused to get bearings.

Above him, condors were soaring, sweeping steeply up and down, seem-
ingly weightless. One unusually large condor made a few low passes at
Graham in what seemed a friendly manner, as if inviting him to climb aboard
and fly too.

A short distance to the west was another of the many lakes that dot
Daventry. Tall cattails grew on its banks and trembled in the slight breeze.
The lake was inviting to Graham, and after the singes and sulphur fumes of
the dragon’s cave, it was an invitation he could not refuse.

Graham bathed himself as he frolicked in the water. In a while, as he swam
near the western bank, he thought he saw something growing in a nearby
clearing—something he had wanted since the start of his adventures. He
rushed out. There, just a little west of where he stood dripping wet, grew a
patch of four-leafed clover. He rushed over, knelt to pick one, and held it for
amoment in front of his eyes.

"This just might be my lucky day!" he told himself and, sticking the clover
into his hat, hurried back to the cave to complete his quest.

The big bird was still there when he got back, still silently inviting Graham
into the heavens. Its curious behavior demanded attention.

"Why not?" he thought. "If the bird could carry my weight, I could see a
lot from the sky, and I could figure out just where I am."

The knight began jumping up and down, trying to attract the bird’s
attention. Banking quickly, the condor swept low and plucked Graham into
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his claws. Rising into the clouds, the powerful bird easily carried Graham
aloft, first in a tight and dizzy circle, and then in a wider, freer arc, swooping
east on great wing-strokes.

The flight went quickly, though not smoothly enough for Graham’s
stomach. His nausea was soon forgotten, however, when the condor, perhaps
tired or perhaps having served its own unfathomable purpose, just let go of
the knight and soared away, screeching as if in triumph. Graham was too
busy falling to notice the bird’s departure. He hit hard and rolled with the
impact. After a series of bumps and tumbles, he rolled to a dusty conclusion
and finally arose with a thumping head to keep his clutching belly company.
The scrapes and bruises would have to be ignored.

A rapid survey revealed that he had been dropped onto an island in the
River Fools, within sight of the bank where he had camped two nights before.
The fat, speckled mushroom still grew not far from the river, large and alone.
It looked like no poison fungus Graham had ever studied, and he picked it;
it could be food, or it could be useful.

What appeared to be the spires and turrets of Castle Daventry were outlined
faintly in the distance, unreachable across the river. A large hole in the ground
was his only companion, and a glance down into it revealed a faint, green
glow coming from not far below.

Graham tried to climb down, but the hole’s sides were too steep. They
crumbled at once and he fell, leaving him with another aching bruise at the
bottom of the hole. There seemed no way back up.

Sir Graham pressed on, following the faint green glow farther into the
gloom. The hole had turned out to be a fairly extensive cave, with the glow
providing enough illumination by which to grope along. Scraping and
scratching sounds grew louder as Graham padded deeper into the cave; rats,
most likely.

He was wrong. It was one rat, a giant one easily his own size, that guarded
a door at one end of the cave. Making soothing "Nice ratty, nice ratty!"
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sounds, Graham crept as close to the rat as he dared. Reaching into his pack,
he took out the piece of swiss cheese he had taken from the witch’s house.
Gently, he gave the cheese to the rat. The giant rodent practically bit
Graham’s fingers in his greedy grab for the morsel and dashed away with his
prize, seeming to disappear into the rocky walls.

"That wasn’t too hard, was it?" he congratulated himself. "Now, let’s see
what’s behind that door."

There was no answer to Graham’s rapping on the door the rat had guarded.
It slowly creaked inward, slowly, as he opened it. Waiting for him inside
were two more guardians, leprechauns to be sure. With their green clothing
from tip to top, clover in their lapels, and silver-buckled shoes, there was no
mistaking these little people.

There were few outside visitors to the Hall of the Leprechaun King. The
guards were humming a tune (a jig, Graham recalls) when the knight entered
the antechamber. At first they were startled by the surprise visitor, but seeing
the four-leafed clover nestled in his hat, they respectfully stood aside to let
him pass and then went back to their humming. %

"Top of the day to you, little folk," Graham greeted the guards. He was
hoping to get some information as to where he was and how he could get
back to Daventry. They were too involved in their music-making, though,
and paid no heed to his queries. Graham decided to join in. Perhaps they
would be more talkative after a song.

The cherry wood fiddle had survived Graham’s series of bruising misad-
ventures. Leprechauns are a musical people, and as Graham’s first notes
began dancing in the air, a look of ecstasy burst upon the guards’ features.
They began a frenzied dancing, leaping and twirling, abandoning everything
to the music.

Graham followed as they danced themselves right out of the room and into
the adjoining throne room. There the rest of the emerald court joined in the
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delirium. Lost in the abandon of the moment, they all rushed off, abandoning
their monarch. Graham watched as the Leprechaun King followed after his
merry subjects, leaving behind his royal scepter and what appeared to be a
shield.

Graham took the scepter and moved to the other side of the stone throne
to take a careful look at the shield. It had been manufactured out of titanium;
emeralds ringed its edge. As he picked it up, a surge of invincibility rushed
through Graham. It must be the Shield of Achille. He had found the second
of the three great treasures.

A flight of stairs led out of the throne room, which still vibrated from the
dancing bodies of the little people. Graham had no choice but to follow their
path. The stairs climbed upward a short way and ended abruptly at a wall of
rock. No door was there to aid his exit, just a hole too small for Graham to
squeeze through. He could see the outside world on the other side.

Graham sata moment to think through his problem. He could feel the slight
draft of air that entered through the hole; it smelled of green, living things,
of sunlight and open spaces. Sitting there, Graham was also aware of the
fresh smell of the mushroom he had picked before he had fallen underground.
It, too, smelled fresh and wholesome. It made him hungry.

He took a tentative bite of the mushroom, almost positive it wasn’t poison,
but giving it a taste test to be sure. A wave of strangeness overwhelmed him
with that first bite, and the world rushed past his eyes in a blur. As his eyes
cleared he saw a large doorway ahead of him, leading outside. Graham rushed
through, and a second wave of strangeness followed the first. When he had
recovered, Graham recognized where he stood.

He was next to the old, moss-laden rock, the one with the small hole, not
far from the woodcutter’s cabin. Apparently, eating the mushroom had made
him shrink, making the tiny hole a huge doorway. For the second time he
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had escaped from beneath the earth. Again he had come back with one of the
objects of his quest, this time with the shield of invincibility.
Graham felt ready for anything.

Now began the final part of Graham’s quest for the throne. First he visited
the woodcutter and his wife to see if all was well, and then he continued north
at a leisurely pace until he came to a large lake. He followed it, skirting its
shore, sometimes swimming, always moving to the west. In the stump of a
tree near a rotting log, he discovered an old leather pouch filled with
diamonds. He took the jewels and spent his last night as a knight.

In the morning his wanderings took Graham south, past another of the
countless lakes that help make Daventry the fair land that it is, through a
fertile field of wildflowers, fresh with their springtime smells, and on through
tall trees. Here the countryside opened up again, and Graham passed the cave
that led to the dragon’s lair. He waited there a bit, scanning the skies for the
friendly bird, but it never appeared. He would have liked to thank it, caring
not if it understood the speech of humans.

Graham’s path soon filled with the the unmistakable smell of live goat.
The goat in question was caged in a pen large enough to hold a herd. Graham
leaned for a while on the gate, smiling at the noisy creature’s antics. The
scene was so normal that he almost forgot, for a moment, his quest and the
troubles that threatened the kingdom. Almost.

Just a little to the west of the goat pen lay another pretty meadow filled
with wildflowers. While Graham paused to sniff and gaze a while, the air
around him began to glow, a light floating within it. It soon materialized into
a very attractive woman who spoke as follows to Graham: "Gentle Sir
Graham, I am your fairy godmother. Your quest is indeed noble. My small
part to help you can be no bigger than this magic spell, protective but for a
little while. I will be watching over you, Sir Graham."
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Fairy dust filled the air and Graham was alone again. A moment of quiet
seemed to own the universe.

"Thanks a lot, Grandma," Graham thought aloud and punctuated it with a
sneeze. "l accept your gift with gratitude, but I sure wish you’d come around
earlier!"

Turning north, Graham continued through fields of lucky clover until he
arrived at a wooden bridge that spanned a section of the River Fools. Here
his way was barred by nine feet of green, ugly troll. It appeared in a combative
mood.

"Listen, buddy, this here is a troll bridge. Understand? Pay me a treasure
or you will never cross alive!"

The troll looked perfectly able to back up his threat, so Graham, unwilling
to part with any of his hard-won treasure, decided to find another way to the
small island on the other side of the bridge.

In the next hour, Graham found two more bridges, but no matter which
one he tried to cross, the troll was always blocking his way. It was time to
teach this troll a lesson.

As he hiked back to the goat pen where he had lingered earlier, Graham
grinned in anticipation of the prank he was soon to play. Opening the gate,
he walked up to the goat and tried not to breathe through his nose. It worked
in theory, but the goat stench was so strong he could now taste it. It was just
something he would have to put up with for a while.

Graham got out the carrot he had never eaten. He knew goats love carrots
and that they’ll follow you anywhere if they know you have one, just to get
a nibble. He showed it to the goat, being careful not to let it get a bite.

"That’s a nice goat, you rancid old beast. Nice goat. Come along with
Graham. I have a juicy carrot for you!"
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Graham really didn’t have to coax the goat out of the pen; it wasn’t
listening. It just wanted the carrot, and it was in this manner that Graham
brought him to meet a troll.

It is a well-known fact that goats hate trolls even more than they love
carrots. Graham stepped aside when the threatening troll tried to exact his
toll.

"Surprise!"

Old Billy Goat needed no coaxing. At first sight of the troll he lowered his
head and charged directly at it. The goat’s blow sent the troll flying straight
off of the bridge and into the river. the splash was quite large. The old goat
just kept going.

It was the sight of a crude lean-to that had lured Graham to go through all
that effort of crossing the bridge and exploring the small island. When he got
closer, he realized that it was the residence of an old gnome.

"Hail, good sir! My name is Graham, and I’m looking for some help."

The gnome stared at Graham for a few seconds.

"I’ll make you a deal, kid. I know all about your quest, and I can help you."

Graham’s heart leaped in anticipation, and he listened closely.

"T’ve got something you must have to finish your tasks. I’ll even give it to
- you. But first you must tell me one simple thing. What is my name? I’'ll even
give you three guesses!"

There are perhaps a handful of people in all Daventry who might know
the answer. Graham is one. He studied our world’s histories while at the
university and knew that the gnome he was confronting could be none other
but the one and only "Rumplestiltskin!"

"You’re dumber than you look," snorted the old gnome. "What backward
part of the realm are you from anyway? Wrong! Want to try again?"
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Graham could not understand how he could be mistaken. "Unless, of
course, the answer is not what it seems," he realized. "Or the gnome’s reply
isn’t either."

The solution flashed in his brain like an old witch in a cooking fire. The
gnome had accused him of being from a backward part of the realm;
therefore, the name must be Rumplestiltskin spelled backwards.

"Nikstlitselpmur!"

"What kind of a backwards answer is that, you alphabetical imbecile?
Wrong again! Want to bet you don’t get it right the third time?"

Graham was stymied. If he couldn’t solve the riddle, all would be lost. His
wit had failed him; his brain burned in confusion.

He kept thinking back to "backwards." The gnome had deliberately used
that word twice now. Graham knew the name was really Rumplestiltskin,
but twisted backwards somehow. He even remembered the note he had found
in the gingerbread house: "Sometimes it is wise to think backwards." Back-
wards? An alphabetical imbecile?

Maybe a backward alphabet was the answer. Change AtoZ,Bto Y, Cto
X. If that were the solution, then the answer was....

King Graham has confessed to me that he really wasn’t sure about his final
answer. He does agree, though, that when all other possible solutions have
been discarded, whatever remains, however improbable, must be correct.

"Ifnkovhgroghprm."”

The gnome looked at him for a moment with what might have been
affection. If it were, it passed in a blink.

"Not bad. Here are some magic beans for a reward!" With that, the old
gnome was gone. The beans lay where he had stood.

Magic beans need to be planted if they are going to do any good. Graham
suspected a nice, fertile flower patch might be a good place, and there was
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such a patch just past the troll bridge to the east. Picking up the small, dried
beans, he set off to finish his quest.

More massive than any tree, the beanstalk disappeared into the clouds, its
thick foliage offering precarious footholds. The magic beans had sprouted
as soon as Graham planted them in the flower bed, and when the growth had
stopped, it had become obvious what he had to do.

Upward he climbed, slowly making his progress into the sky. Grasping
and clawing around the twisted stalk, Graham lost count of the times he
almost fell, but nothing, not even the cloud-slicked leaves, was going to stop
him.

At last his head poked above the clouds, and he was able to step off the
stalk. Looking around, Graham saw low clouds everywhere; like the heaviest
of fogs, they obscured the ground, making it almost impossible to see where
to place his feet. He had to be very careful, lest he step off into nothingness.

Graham’s direction, however, was clear. With patience he moved due east
where, after a few hundred yards, the clouds broke enough to show him the
floor of a forest. The woods extended a little to the south, and Graham
followed them until clouds obscured the ground again. He continued west,
staying near the cloud edge, wondering at the strange tree that grew there. In
a tree at the eastern edge of the cloud border, Graham found a sling for
shooting stones, and he took it with him. North of the tree, he found a cave
burrowing its way into the mountainside.

After some minutes of searching the cave, Graham descended partway
down some slick stone steps and became convinced that this was the way
back to Daventry. He was sure that these stairs were the very ones he had
glimpsed early in his quest winding upward toward unknown dangers; the
stairs behind the locked door set in the mountain.
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From the clearing behind him, Graham heard noise—booming thumps that
shook the ground and rattled his teeth. He hastened away from his investi-
gation of the cave to find out what was making the giant sounds.

Ten or twelve feet tall it was, human in outward form and with bulk to
match its build. The giant was carrying a golden chest under his arm, pacing
wearily to and fro, silent except for the impact of his steps. It seemed weary,
much like a guard who is asked to pace the same small area endlessly. Back
and forth and around again the giant thundered, aware of nothing but its one
small post.

From the magic shield that he was carrying, Graham felt a surge of energy
engulfing and protecting him. The giant seemed uninterested in Graham, and
perhaps that was part of the shield’s magic.

Faced with the problem of getting the chest from the giant, the last task in
his kingly quest, Graham took advantage of his being ignored. He stopped
to think through the problem slowly, something he had seldom been able to
do during the previous days’ adventures. As he sat there, debating whether
a stone in his newfound sling could fell the goliath, the giant dropped down
on the ground, wriggled himself a soft spot in the earth, and fell fast asleep.

Snores—Ilong, drawn-out explosions—filled the land in the clouds. Gra-
ham waited a while until they became regular, like the beating of a heart.
Slipping from behind a tree, he hefted the golden chest from the ground,
taking it from within inches of the giant’s limp grasp.

The weight of the chest was not as great as Graham had feared, a property,
perhaps, of its own peculiar magic. On the other hand, it was not light, and
the knight felt his return trip to the cave and down its long, narrow, stone
stairs lasted forever. He kept listening for the thud of the giant’s following
footfalls, but they never came.

Graham’s surmise about where the stairs ended was correct—the entrance
into the mountain was indeed at the bottom of the stairs. He was surprised
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that the door was open, but lost no time pondering his good fortune. Closing
the heavy door behind him, Sir Graham headed quickly, and in singular
triumph, back to the halls of King Edward.

The royal alligators seemed hungrier than usual, thrashing and snapping
almost to his feet as Graham crossed over the moat’s bridge. He made his
way past them and up the few stairs to the castle door. Its locked doors opened
at his touch, a sure sign of his success. He entered to greet his king, and to
meet his destiny.

My telling of this must end as it began; with both grief and rejoicing. As
soon as Graham had bowed his respects to his monarch, Edward arose to
greet the kingdom’s savior. A smile crossed his face as he moved to embrace
his successor, but the smile abruptly turned to pain as the king clutched his
chest, his face ashen in agony.

Tears ran down the face of King Graham as Edward’s face became still.
It was over quickly. Edward’s last words were, "Well done Sir Graham...my
kingdom is now yours!"

Thus you have it. I myself observed the beginning and end of the tale with
my own eyes and ears, sitting as scribe in my accustomed place in the corner
of the court. The rest was told me that very evening by King Graham himself,
who was anxious to record his quest while the dust of adventure still clung
to his body. I have done so, my Lord!

Long live the King! Long live King Graham of Daventry!






3

The Eye Between
the Worlds

Compiled from Messages to this World from the
World of Daventry, as sent by Derek Karlevaegen
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m reetings and salutations again from the world you probably never
suspected existed! It is a place where sudden violence and death are
never far distant, where the magical, mystical, and fantastic are common-
place, and where the greatest rewards come from bravery and cunning, not
from killing. It is a realm where human and not-so-human folk spend their
lives free from the constraints of disbelief. It is a place where anything is
possible and everything could be true. We have no name for our world, our
universe, but you may call it Daventry if you like. We think of it as home.

My name is Derek Karlavaegen. I am a writer here, scribing stories about
the current events of the day, which are then published for the information
and amusement of whoever cares to read them. I study the magical arts daily
and, while I am not so practiced as to pass myself off as a professional
sorcerer, I have achieved enough proficiency to have attempted to contact
your world in the past. I suspect an explanation is in order.

We here in Daventry are your own descendents—the sons of your sons
and the daughters of your daughters from generations and centuries back.
And that’s just the humanfolk. We are also your dreams and nightmares, your
myths, legends, and stories. We are the reality that much of humanity has
rejected over time—the unicorns, centaurs, and demigods. We are the other
races of beings who evolved alongside humanity—the dwarfs, elves,
gnomes, giants, and fairies. We are the users of the magic that you say does
not or cannot exist. We are the truth behind what you dismiss as mere legend,
and we are the flesh that became your fairy tales.

Once you saw the other creatures that shared your world; once you too
could create ointments of invisibility; once you too could talk with the
animals, and they would talk back; and once, you too could mount a winged
horse and fight the dragons of the earth. Now you say that if you cannot see,
feel, touch, hold, measure, dissect, count, smell, taste, deduce, or duplicate
something, it cannot be real. If you cannot find its bones, it never existed.
You see yourselves as the center of the universe, the focus of all creation,
and you see that it is good. In doing so, you miss much.



49
The Eye Between the Worlds

When the universe was younger and humanity less proud, giants did roam
the earth and magic kept the forces of chaos and darkness at bay. All of the
races of the earth struggled for their survival, sometimes together, sometimes
against each other. In time it was the humanfolk who proved strongest, both
by the force of their magics and the number of their people. Uneasy peace
existed for millennia as the humans moved from their caves and their forests
to build their first cities. The places they deserted—the wild and free
places—were left to the others.

As the centuries passed, more and more of humanity condensed into its
cities and towns, and the passing years saw less and less of the dwarfs, and
elves, and other beings. Humanity was fruitful and spread its masses over
more and more of the earth, squeezing the dragons, and unicorns, and other
creatures into smaller and smaller places, remote from humans. As
humanfolk saw less and less of these beings and creatures, they began to say
that they did not exist, and that the stories told of them and their deeds and
adventures were myth, legend, folklore, and fairy story. As humanfolk built
more and more across the world, they began to place more faith in their
numbers and philosophies and technologies than they did in magic and
nature. The world went out of balance.

Magic, like mathematics, needs faith and belief to operate properly.
Walled away in cities and towns, isolated from the natural world by roofs
and ledgers, magic was scoffed at and dismissed as fantasy and deception.
In time, humanity came to not only reject the magical, strange, unique, and
different, but to fear and condemn them. True, in some areas belief did not
go entirely away. True, many of the other folk and creatures of the world
survived hidden in their secret places. And true, some did continue to practice
the magical craft. But the weight of disbelief was upon them, and like ripe
grain at harvest time, they could see the thrashers coming.

To survive we withdrew.
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As the centuries passed, it became apparent to our ancestors that much of
reality—the irrational and magical—was doomed to extinction. They had
knowledge of the passing of the lizardfolk, who had owned the earth and
roamed the stars before the evolution of the mammals that would become
humanity. Our ancestors did not choose to follow those creatures into
oblivion.

A great conclave was called—a meeting between representatives of all the
colors of magic and all the kinds of little folk. Fairies, and elves, and
demigods were there, as were the special folk who watched over more
magical creatures. They decided that their only chance for survival was to
find a new home far away from the swaggering, doubting human folk—not
just out of their sight, but outside of their constrained reality. All differences
were to be put aside, and all efforts were to be made to create, through the
use of magic, invocation, and elemental powers, an entirely new universe far
away from that of humans.

In time the spells were forged as we learned how to create our own reality,
our own new world. It was a one-way path; once gone, it was impossible to
return, for the natural laws would not allow it. Always forward, never back,
is one of the elements in the spell casting. For that reason, not all chose to
withdraw. Many also wished to remain for other reasons, and no one was
forced to go. Most went then—the good and the evil, safe and dangerous,
big and small, magical, fabulous, and ordinary. A complete world was
populated in an instant with beasts and monsters and all the different kind of
folk, and in some cases, even the homes and possessions of the more powerful
were transported. As a result of that first great migration, cataclysms tore at
the earth. Earthquakes rocked and volcanoes spat their lava into the sky, such
were the forces needed to withdraw so many.

Where those first folk went, and where I live now, is as real and solid as
your world, the one we call the Other World. It exists as just one universe
amid infinite others in the greater reality of (for want of a better name) the
multiverse. Daventry exists just over your shoulder, if you could only turn
around fast enough to see it. I sit writing this to you just around the corner
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of an eyeblink. We are so close that you sometimes dream of us, as we do of
you. And that is why I send you these messages.

Many other times over the centuries have folk withdrawn from your
universe, forced to escape as the rational world fenced them tighter and
forgave their differences less. Great eruptions and earthquakes are the signs
of their passing. It is your great loss and our great gain for, over the millennia,
each new withdrawal gives us fresh life and new wonders. Always we
reinvent ourselves, because, in our world of magic, everything is possible.
As you have rejected it, all magic eventually comes here.

Which finally brings me to the rest of the explanation I promised. As I
have said, I am an investigator and writer of contemporary events, who
hobbies in magic and travels much. Some time ago, after having talked to
and written at length about Prince Alexander of Daventry’s escape from
lifelong captivity and his subsequent rescue of his sister and kingdom from
the breath of a fire-breathing dragon (that was a lot, wasn’t it?), I decided to
visit the scenes of the prince’s adventures in order to better understand what
the brave youth had been through. It was for this reason that I, at length,
arrived at the house of the wizard Manannan, whom Alexander had turned
into a cat. No cat was to be found anyplace there. The house was in good
repair, but no person or animal was anywhere near. I resolved to spend some
days there, using it as a base for my explorations around Llewdor. At night
I took advantage of Manannan’s large library, looking closely through his
books on magic and magical lore. The days stretched into weeks, and still no
one came to claim the large house with its well-stocked underground labo-
ratory.

It was during this time that I discovered the Eye Between the Worlds.

There is a lever set into one of the library’s bookcases that opens the trap
door into the secret lab. On a shelf nearby I saw a most curious object. It
looked much like a metal head, with only one very large glass eye and an
open jaw containing near one hundred teeth. Each of those teeth has a letter,
number, or symbol inscribed upon it. This thing must have been made by
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Manannan or some other very great sorcerer, for when I pressed a certain
tooth, a light appeared to fill the eye. Moreover, when I touched on certain
other teeth, words would magically appear on the eye’s glass surface.
Wonderous indeed was this thing that I soon came to think of as a talking
head.

Yes it did talk, and it still does; not with sounds, but with words that crawl
across it and with pictures that draw themselves before my very eyes. After
much experimentation, I found that I could make my thoughts and words
appear on the eye’s surface. The thing is a machine, to be sure, although how
it works I do not know, for it has no parts which move.

I have said before that our universes—our worlds—are so far apart that
we can never touch, and so close that we sometimes can even dream of each
other. We know a little about your world because folk still withdraw from
there to here, although not very often. They bring us stories and histories and
descriptions, which we record for all who might be interested to read. Not
many do; the Other World holds no charms for us. You, on the other hand,
know nothing of us except what your dreamers dream, and that you dismiss
as fantasy. The fact remains, however, that the walls between the worlds are
thin enough to let folk pass through them in one direction, and thoughts and
dreams to sometimes pass in both. The eye in Manannan’s study is a hole in
the wall.

I am a curious soul; I have read the records concerning your world and
know as much about it as any here in Daventry. Because of this, I soon came
torealize that much of what appeared in the eye of that mechanical head came
from the Other World. Somehow in this strangest of multiverses, our worlds
touch together in a place shared by the head in this study and some of your
machines.

My story might have ended there, except for that curiosity of mine. One
night, tapping upon the teeth with no particular purpose in mind, I was
astounded to find mention of Daventry and King Graham’s adventures.
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Apparently they exist in your world as a sort of fantasy adventure—a
made-up story intended as an entertainment for people.

Again, our worlds are so very close that we can sometimes dream each
other, and even turn those dreams into stories. This must be true, for I have
seen the evidence with my own eyes, transmitted back from the Other World.
Who the dreamer is that could learn enough to concoct a story is unknown
to me, although the person must be a very great dreamer.

I have experimented for much time now with the device, and 1 am
convinced that I can send messages directly to you through it. Perhaps that
is why Manannan contrived it—to talk to your world, or perhaps to recruit
allies whom he could help withdraw here so that he might rule cruelly over
our entire universe. On the other hand, he might just have been as curious as
Iam.

I do not know if what I write here will ever arrive in the Other World, but
[ think I have figured out what to do to send the words on their way. I have
nothing to lose, of course, and for you who discover this, perhaps I will have
provided you with some wonder, knowledge, and enjoyment. To that end I
will continue my solitary experiments and copy for you some of the histories
and narratives of my time. Since there are those in your world who are
somewhat familiar with King Graham, I shall send you, on this night and
others, some of the chronicles of his court—stories of the adventures of the
King and his family. You might compare them to the stories that have been
written. Perhaps I will write of other things as the mood strikes me, or perhaps
I will just copy some interesting words of others.

I will do all of this over some time, and more than once. Your world could
learn much from us of the wonder, mystery, and magic of the multiverse.
Maybe you could learn again that anything is possible and everything could
be true.

Perhaps you will learn to believe your dreams.
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Romancing the Throne

From the Chronicles of Daventry, Part 2
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. gjoicing, revelry, and carousing still roar from all the corners of
K, Daventry this night. Our monarch, King Graham, has returned home
to Daventry with a bride. They just arrived here yesterday after a slow voyage
across the seas from Kolyma. Word of the royal wedding was immediately
dispatched across the realm, carried in the claws of a condor that winged
from town to town with the proclamation. The news set off spontaneous
celebrations by all at first hearing.

King Graham, our most wise and beloved monarch, took to wife a maiden
of the tropical land of Kolyma. Valanice is her name, and her beauty, wisdom,
and goodness are beyond compare. The wedding ceremony took place in a
small chapel in her homeland, and our new queen wearing King Graham’s
bridal gifts to her, the diamond and sapphire jewels of Kolyma. At great and
perilous risk were they acquired by our monarch, risks that he says were small
compared to her beauty.

Long live the Queen! Long live Queen Valanice of Daventry!

It is strange for me to see those words drying in front of my eyes, no less
so for knowing that it was I, Gerwain, Prime Minister of Daventry and chief
advisor to King Graham, who penned them there moments ago. Although I
prayed in my heart that he would prevail, little did I expect my sovereign to
survive the quest on which he embarked to find his bride, much less to wed.
I am happy beyond words for my king and his new queen.

I must confess, however, that I do not think it is proper for a monarch to
go traipsing about the world by himself, questing in search of women and
adventure. His duties are at home, near to his subjects. This is especially true
if the king has no heirs, and Graham has none.

I must also confess that I do not think it proper for a king to wed quickly,
without proper dowry or period of courtship. I do not think it proper that a
king wed away from his own land, out of sight of his own subjects. I
especially do not think it proper that a king marry without seeking the advice
and approval of his own prime minister!
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I suspect my objections might be judged by some as petty. Graham has
heard my thoughts on this. He says I should continue speaking my mind,
especially when it is contrary to his thoughts.

"A king," he says often, "needs ‘nay’ sayers more than he needs ‘yea’
sayers."

King Graham today recounted to me the details of his adventures since
leaving Daventry—his quest to rescue Valanice from her bondage in the
Crystal Tower. He has directed me to rework his words to finer form, both
for the sake of readability and for the historical record. He also gave me
permission to add commentary of my own if I felt disapproval of his actions.
He says it matters not; the deeds cannot be undone, and if they must be
questioned, let the objections be raised now.

Here then is what befell our king. It begins with his search for the keys to
the three doors....

King Graham had decided to travel light. He adjusted his favorite cap,
setting it snugly on his long, brown hair, and made sure the red feather and
four-leafed clover tucked into it were still there. His travel pack was empty,
but he planned to change that as he went along. Graham knew that his
strongest assets were agility and speed, wit and intelligence; he expected to
live by the latter and survive by the former.

He knew also that the "fairest of all fair maidens," as he described her, was
imprisoned in a tower somewhere. To rescue her, all he had to do was find
three keys, presumably use them on three doors, and find the Crystal Tower.
And survive.

The king looked around the beach where he had been deposited, which
stretched apparently north and south. Graham knew this was part illusion;
the geographers he had consulted had informed him that the magical law of
"containment"” operated in this western part of the continent. For reasons now
forgotten—or perhaps it was whimsey on the part of the multiverse—move-
ment to both the north and south in this part of Kolyma eventually turned
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back upon itself, contained as if inside some transparent cosmic doughnut.
East and west, one could travel at will until confronted by more physical
barriers—the sea or mountains, for instance—but he knew that if he jour-
neyed far enough north or south, he would always get back to where he
started.

The Southern Sea was at his back. Warm waves lapped at his heels,
reflecting the tropical sun in sparkles of diamond and sapphire. The waves
seemed to be telling him to move along or he would find neither fair maiden,
food, nor anything else. Seeing a sandy trail leading away from the beach
and into the trees, the king moved forward.

The path soon disappeared into the midst of a thick wood and then
vanished altogether. The world seemed to close around Graham, and the king
hoped he would find a clearing or a new path soon. Within minutes the trees
thinned, and he was able to glimpse what appeared to be a white fence in the
distance. Walking toward him was a girl. She appeared to be no more than
adozen years of age, short and slight in form, with blond tresses peeking out
of her red hooded robe. She was in tears.

"Sir, you must help me, please,” she bawled. "Someone has taken my
basket of goodies! I was taking them to my Grandma and had stopped to pick
her some flowers when a large wolf, with the biggest jaws, jumped me and
ran away with my basket. I was so afraid he was going to eat me! Please, sir,
will you help me get my basket back?"

Graham tried to comfort the near-hysterical girl, but she wriggled from his
embrace and dashed into the woods.

I must, at the moment, take pause to praise my lord king. Undertaking his
quest for Valanice was rash, and undertaking it unarmed and with no
provisions was foolish. However, King Graham is a true knight, noble of
heart and sworn to aid the helpless. His determination to help the child in the
little red riding hood was correct; to do anything less would demean him.
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Graham followed in the direction from which the girl had come. The white
fence enclosed a snug cottage of the same color. Flowers spilled from boxes
in the lace-curtained windows. On a mailbox by the front gate were the words,
"Grandma’s House."

He had already suspected that much, so Graham opened the mailbox in
hope of getting some more useful information. Inside he found a wicker
basket covered by a red and white checked cloth enclosing some bread, jam,
and cold meats. This must be the basket of goodies that had been taken from
the girl. The picnic smelled delicious, but something else smelled very
suspicious.

Graham walked to cottage door and knocked. A muffled "Come in!"
sounded from the other side. The king entered and found a pale, ancient
woman sitting propped among dozens of pillows in a massive brass bed.
Dressed warmly in a cap and flannel nightgown, wool shawl pulled around
her shoulders, she smiled and bid him welcome.

"Grandma, obviously!" Graham thought.

"Good day, kind sir. Welcome to my house. I’d offer you some tea, but
I’m not feeling well."

Graham chatted with the woman for a few moments, but she seemed
somewhat delirious, and all she would talk about were her grandchildren.
Grandma also refused the basket Graham had found hidden in the mailbox,
saying it belonged rightfully to her granddaughter and that he must return it
to her.

King Graham left the cottage intent on finding the little girl so he could
give her back the basket and continue his search for the maiden. Moving east
into the forest past the cottage, he began hearing the tolling of bells ahead of
him, a rolling tintinnabulation that seemed to be a call to prayer. With the
sound as his guide, Graham walked until he came upon the adobe walls of a
good-sized monastery, its bell still swinging back and forth. By its door was
a small brass plate that read, "Welcome, Travelers." Below that was hung
another small sign, "No Vacancy."
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The door was thick, but it opened easily. Graham wanted to rest for a few
moments and collect his thoughts; perhaps one of the monks there might have
some news for him. So far, it seemed, he had made no progress.

A round, brown-robed figure, tonsured head bowed, was kneeling at the
altar at the far end of the chapel. Graham quietly approached the altar and,
kneeling next to the monk, joined him in a short prayer. The two men
remained motionless for several moments. After a time the monk raised his
head from his prayers and seemed to notice the king for the first time.

"What is your name, traveler?"

"King Graham of Daventry, brother."

"Yes. King Graham, I have heard of your quest, and I would give you this
to protect you from evil."

The king was speechless as the monk took a long chain, bearing a small
silver cross, from around his neck. As Graham took the gift from the monk
and placed it around his own neck, he listened to the holy man tell him of a
door that had appeared recently, not far from where they stood. This door
seemed to float in the air, an aura of magic surrounding it. It was located on
the far side of a bottomless chasm and could be reached only by crossing an
old rope bridge immediately north of the chapel.

Having finished his tale, the monk returned to his prayers. Graham joined
him for a moment longer.

"The door I have been searching for!" he thought in triumph. "The way to
my heart’s desire!"

He whispered a short prayer of thanksgiving and left. The monk remained,
absorbed in his prayers.

. The heat of the tropical day blasted at Graham as he left the monastery and
a harsh glare struck his eyes. They combined to convince the king to pass the
hottest part of the day near the cool water of a small lake, which he could see
just a little south, beyond the chapel door.
A large boulder in the shade of a tree reached out a bit into the lake and
appeared to be the prime point from which to relax and swim. Approaching
the shoreline, the king noticed a small hole in the rock.
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The king has too often told me that he tries always to remember advice
given to him by his father. The words are engraved in my memory, so often
has he repeated them. They are "My daddy used to tell me, ‘Boy, if I have
learned anything in my life, I have learned this: when in doubt or in trouble,
pick up anything that is not nailed down, and if it is, check for loose nails or
boards. Check carefully into, under, above, below, and behind things. Read
everything; you might learn something. Wear clean undergarments, brush
after meals, and always remember, nothing is as it appears.’"

Graham looked into that rock. Inside lay a glittering sapphire brooch
dripping with encircling diamonds. He took the brooch, intending it as a gift
for a bride he had yet to woo. Then he sat out in the sun, dreaming of love
and thanking his father.

Chasm it truly was; bottomless it truly appeared. The bridge that spanned
it seemed as old as time and as feeble as the little girl’s ailing grandmother.
The ropes that held it suspended were frayed, reaching out from the body of
the fragile cables like the hairs of a very frightened, very skinny cat. The
planks that were left were as much air as wood.

"Okay," the king muttered to the wind, "I’ll go over as quickly and as
lightly as I can. I’ll breathe deeply, pretend I’'m floating, and I definitely will
not look down."

The king has this annoying habit of talking aloud to himself when he
ponders a particularly difficult problem or situation. I have told him countless
times that polite people just do not do this, and that people look at him
strangely when he does it. Usually he just gives me a patient look and walks
away, still murmuring. In this case there was no one to hear, so no offense
was given, or taken. Nonetheless, it is an unseemly habit for a monarch.

Moving with his lightest steps in the exact center of the bridge, Graham
held his breath the entire crossing, as if with his lungs full of air he was made
lighter. "I hope I don’t have to come that way again," he thought, looking
down at pieces of the bridge spinning into the depths below.

The door was there, floating as predicted a few inches above the meadow.
He could easily walk around the thing; it had a back and front, but no sides
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atall. The smell of magic threatened to overpower him. He was sure that the
woman he sought to rescue, his heart’s desire, was behind it.

An inscription was carved into the door’s front: "Whosoever chooses to
seek the key for this door will undoubtedly make a splash.” That was all.

Oh, yes, the door was locked. No matter how hard the king tried to open
it, the entrance remained firmly locked. Graham realized that he needed a
key. Not that this fact surprised him much; he had known since the start that
he would have to obtain three keys for three doors.

"If that be so, so be it!" he decided resolutely (if not a bit redundantly) and
breathing even more deeply than before, he returned across the shaky bridge.

He still had the goodies. Graham had been carrying the basket in hopes of
returning it the the blonde girl of the red hood as he had promised. "I am
honor bound to do this before all else," he chided himself. "Let me find the
girl, give her the goodies, and get back to what I came to Kolyma for!"

Grandma’s house, or somewhere in its vicinity, seemed to be the most
logical place to find the child. With that in mind, Graham decided to zigzag
west from the bridge, continuing until he could turn back south to the cottage.
He reasoned that he would be able to do some exploring, search for the girl,
and get to Grandma'’s, all at the same time. Another of the king’s annoying
habits: he much admires his own cleverness.

This route led him straight into the gloomiest forest in which he had ever
ventured. Menace and misfortune seemed to surround him. Looking from
side to side, alert to any possible encounter, noting every possible place to
hide—whether it be bush, tree, or rock—Graham pressed on through the
trees.

Immediately, almost before his first step had touched the ground, he
spotted the dwarf scurrying furtively about, as is the way of such folk.
Graham moved quickly, but he was overtaken by the dwarf anyway and
knocked to the ground by the force of the thief running into him. Over and
over they tumbled, until the dwarf was able to strike a strong blow to the
king’s head, knocking him senseless long enough to escape with the sapphire
treasure.



64
King's Quest

When King Graham finally recovered himself, he discovered but minor
cuts and scrapes along with his throbbing head. "Never again," he promised
the bandit, "never again!"

Graham walked a little north of where the dwarf had robbed him, hoping
to avoid another encounter before his head was clear. Groggily he stumbled
into a pine tree, tripping over a large rock near its base. As he picked himself
up, he noted that this tree had a hole in it, and inside he found a stout wooden
stick with something metal attached. When his eyes unblurred, he saw that
he had found a mallet.

"Two holes, two treasures—not bad. And now I have a weapon," Graham
encouraged himself. "Now, let’s go find that dwarf and get the jewels back!"

Moving west, even more cautiously now, the king soon came upon a
rotting log in the forest. In his quest to become king, he had once found a
bag of diamonds near a log such as this. This time there was nothing.

"Come on now, Graham," he told himself, "you can’t expect to find
something under everything, can you?" With these words still on his tongue,
he continued his way west where a fresh, clear lake blocked his immediate
way. There lay yet another hollow log.

"I’m going to prove something to you," he exclaimed to his own person.
Enunciating each step clearly, he began to demonstrate for himself the truth
of his previous observation. "See...log. See...hole in log. See...no treasure!"

I must admit a certain level of amusement when the king recounted this
episode to me. There he was, playing the buffoon, talking to himself and
reveling in his own cleverness. Of course there was treasure in the log; how
could there not be, as my lord strutted pride to the heaven? Inside lay a
necklace of diamonds and sapphires with a large sapphire pendant dangling
from it. It should have been a tub of rancid yogurt or moldy cheese. I love
my lord king, but that day he deserved much less than he received.

Graham decided to wend his way south to the old woman’s cottage. He
hoped that he could arrive there and return the basket to the little girl before
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darkness fell and he’d have to camp for the night. He much preferred to do
his sleeping in less ominous parts.

The forest quickly opened up to a clearer though more rocky landscape.
His feet stopped, frozen in stillness, as he heard cackling nearby. The
smacking of hungry lips and the tuneless humming brought back dread
memories of the wicked witch Dahlia stirring her loathsome cooking pot. A
hurried glance showed a partial glimpse of someone who looked remarkably
like his now dead adversary. It was definitely time to be somewhere else.

Graham trusted his instincts, and his feet swiftly began bearing him to the
west. Perhaps he could find a hiding place in the forest, someplace out of
sight of the old hag he had just spied—the witch whose name, he was sure,
was Hagatha—the same witch who had kidnapped the object of his quest.

The king does not know if the witch did spot him, gave unsuccessful chase,
and then merely gave up. More likely he escaped before being noticed at all.
In either case, he ended up in a part of the forest he had not been before.

This fact, though, was secondary to what he ran into therein: he ran into a
door. The door in question was built into the living trunk of an enormous oak
tree whose branches spread dozens of yards in every direction. A stovepipe
poked an arm out of the bark just a little below the tree’s lowest branches.
Like the tree, the door was oak. It opened from the weight of Graham’s rush
upon it.

Now King Graham normally prefers to knock upon any door before
entering; he says that you never know what you might meet upon the other
side. In this case, he felt that the other side could be no worse than Hagatha.
Most any other fate would be better than a witch’s stewpot.

What Graham entered was an empty chamber in the hollowed-out tree, a
sort of anteroom at the top of a ladder that went down through a hole in the
floor. From below he heard no sounds, and the smell of fragrant food floated
up into his nose. Graham waited some more, and there were still no sounds
beneath him, so he began to climb down the narrow ladder.

A passageway led from the bottom of the rungs into a fragrant and cozy
room. A fire blazed, working its magic on a pot of what looked like chicken
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soup. On a table next to the hearth lay a pair of stocking caps; one of them
seemed familiar. Across the room sat an old chest, its hinges hanging loose.
Graham opened the chest in order to find out something about the inhabitant
of this unique home; what he found brought a revengeful smile to his lips.

Firsta pair of delicate diamond and sapphire earrings sparkled back at him.
As he gently picked them up to admire them, he noticed a second item of
jewelry, the piece the earrings had been nestled upon. It was the brooch that
had been stolen from him by that "dirty, low-down, rotten, stinkin’ little
dwarf!"

Graham took both jewels. "No wonder that hat’s familiar," he thought. "I
think I’ll climb back up and see if Hagatha has gone, and then I want to get
out of here!"

A prankish thought bloomed in the king’s mind as he started to leave. "In
return for the honor of having separated me from the brooch, I think I'll
separate Citizen Bandit from his supper!" With that, Graham took the pot of
soup and climbed up the ladder toward the front door.

A quick peek out revealed to Graham that all was clear; there was no sign
at all of the witch nor the soon-to-be-hungry dwarf. With a quick, deep breath
he headed out the door and to the south, in the general direction of Grandma’s
house.

King Graham’s plan to zigzag back to the cottage had been a sound one
all along. Shortly after zipping into the woods from the tree house, he spotted
the low white fence around the old woman’s cottage. Pacing next to the fence
was the blond girl, still distraught. Hurrying up to her, the king held out the
basket.

"See, here is what you had stolen from you by the wolf. Take it back,
please."

A transformation came over the girl’s face, like sunlight through a thun-
derhead.

"Oh, thank you kind sir! Thank you! I will always be grateful for what you
have done. Now I can take the food to my sick grandmother!"
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The girl handed Graham the bouquet of flowers she was carrying. "Take
these as a gift of appreciation from me. Please." Then she dashed off to the
cottage.

Glancing at the lovely flowers, still fragrant with the afternoon warmth,
the king remembered that he was carrying the dwarf’s soup in his other hand.

"Chicken soup! It is chicken soup, which means it has the magic to heal
common ailments."

Graham set off after the girl in the direction of the cottage’s front door.

The old woman looked even more pale and weak, her white curls drooping
out from under her nightcap, her hands trembling slightly. Graham gave her
some of the soup.

As is the way with chicken soup, the effects were immediate. Color
returned to the woman’s cheeks, and a weak smile crossed her face. She
pointed a finger towards the floor and told the king that she had some things
to give him in thanks for his kind act. They were hidden under the bed.

Dropping to the floor, Graham peered under the old woman’s bed and,
reaching under, pulled out a large ring with a fine blood-ruby stone. It seemed
to fit Graham’s hand well, and as he it put it on, the king noticed the initials
"C.D." carved on the inside. There was also an oversized elegant black cloak,
lined with red satin, and although it was somewhat large for Graham’s frame,
he decided to wear it anyway. The king always will attempt to cut a dashing
figure, when the opportunity arises.

A few last pleasantries were exchanged at the end of their impromptu meal,
and Graham was satisfied that the woman would recover soon. Wishing her
his best, he departed, heading back to the sea.

It was the king’s idea to spend the night by the sea, lulled by the music of
the waves. On the very spot of beach where he had commenced his explora-
tion, Graham drifted off onto the sea of sleep, a speck lost in the breakers of
infinity.

Mornings come with spectacle on tropic Kolyma. The gold, cream, and
indigo of the dawn sky pulled the ocean back into the world from the dark
dimensions of night. King Graham considered the sight and found it good.
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"A perfect day to win a bride!" he proclaimed to the world as he set off.
"Now I just have to find her!"

North was the direction Graham chose to move that morn, following the
fluid border of sea and sand until he came back to his own footprints.

He had been traveling but a short time, climbing over and between
surf-washed boulders, staying true to his course, when he spied a pointed
object glinting in the grass. In truth, there were three points on the artifact.
Rusty and corroded, it looked much like an elaborate pitchfork. Graham had
come across what appeared to be a trident, symbol of the ancient gods of the
sea. Ancient indeed did it appear, and out of place, as if it had been washed
upon land by a thieving wave and left to be ravaged by the other deities of
earth, wind, and fire. How long it had lain uncovered there he could not guess.
Its age was great; it felt ancient in his grasp. Graham carried it with him as
he moved on; it wasn’t nailed down and would make a weapon if necessary.

The grassy dunes continued to precede the king, step by step, under the
cloudless sky. They returned to sand as his march north paced on.

Graham chose as aresting place a log half-buried in the sand. He did check,
but the giant driftwood was still solid, with no treasure buried in or under it.
He neither felt nor played the fool while looking.

He did spend a moment picking up, admiring, and listening to the shells
that dotted this particular beach. Conch, mussel, scallop, and clam—these
and more lay scattered. One clam shell, larger than any of the others, seemed
a special prize. Indeed it was! The king lifted it from the sand and found,
lying beneath it, a piece of jewelry—a diamond and sapphire bracelet. It
matched exactly the brooch, necklace, and earrings he had already collected.
Graham wondered at the beauty of the assembled treasures and saw in them
aroyal gift—a gift fit for a queen. How they had come to be scattered about
Kolyma was a mystery for which he had no answer. He played the problem
in his mind as he resumed his northward journey.

Mermaids are unknown in the Kingdom of Daventry, our waters are too
chill perhaps, but travelers’ tales of them are common, and all rave of their
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beauty and their beautiful songs. For this reason the king knew upon what
he was gazing when he discovered her not long later. Stretched out lazily on
alarge rock rising out of the waves, with long green hair covering her breasts
and sunlight bouncing rainbow sparkles from her scales, the mermaid seemed
a vision shimmering in the rocky surf. Graham knew he must talk to her, but
his shouts did not carry over the sound of the surf. Swimming to where she
was, the king was overwhelmed by her loveliness. Taking the bunch of
flowers the blond girl had given him the day before—only slightly faded and
not wilted at all, or so the king recalls—Graham presented them to her as
tribute to her beauty.

A smile, for which a man might die, crossed her face as she took the
bouquet. She raised her voice in song to call forth a bridled seahorse, which
suddenly swam up to the king’s side. The mermaid then disappeared under
the waves.

Left alone in the ocean with the creature, Graham chose to attempt to ride,
instead of merely looking the gift horse in the eye—or the mouth. The
moment he mounted, Graham was carried down under the waves, the horse
of the sea bearing the monarch with a speed that would have taken his breath
away if they had been above the waves.

I have asked King Graham how he was able to breathe whilst under the
sea. His answer was, "Through my mouth. No water entered as I inhaled,; air
seemed to come in its place. I was under the protection of King Neptune, and
that’s the only explanation I can come up with." Mysterious still are the
wonders of our world!

King Neptune, the monarch of all the world’s seas, was waiting expec-
tantly for Graham at the end of that watery ride. Neptune was physically
magnificent, as one would expect of an ancient god. His green beard was
touched with gray, like the the whitecaps on waves, and his crown was made
of shells and corals and other gems of the sea. He looked silently at Graham.

Our monarch, as has been often and correctly observed, is noted for the
breadth of his learning and intelligence. Neptune seemed to be expecting
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something from him, and the king was sure he knew what it was. Taking the
ancient trident from his pack, Graham presented it to the god.

A moment passed. And then another moment passed. When Neptune
finally looked at Graham again, it was with deep gratitude. He waved the
trident, and a giant clam that was balanced next to the god’s throne opened.
Inside lay a brilliant gold key.

Neptune gestured to the key, indicating that Graham should take it. At the
same time he handed our monarch a bottle with what looked like a piece of
cloth inside. Graham took both. A second wave of Neptune’s trident was a
gesture of dismissal. The king knew it was not wise to spend much time
around gods, even friendly ones. He turned the seahorse away and was carried
back to shore.

The king sat for a moment on the sand, letting the sun dry him, pondering
all that had just befallen him. He took the piece of cloth from inside the gift
bottle. It appeared to be just a plain piece of essentially colorless cloth with
no inscriptions, pictures, or writing. Turning the gold key over and over in
his hand, he was reminded of the message carved into the magic door and
how it talked about making a splash. Chuckling, Graham headed back to the
rickety bridge.

Lightfooted, the king continued north, and it was a journey of not undue
length that brought him to the site of his former camp. Heading east ran the
familiar road past Grandma’s house and the monastery. This he followed,
the key weighing heavy in his hand, anxious to be used.

The bridge, if anything, looked less stable than when he had crossed it the
second time. But cross it again Graham did; he knew he had no other choice.

The door, if anything, looked the same, taunting him to open it.

The key fit.

Graham smiled anxiously as he unlocked the magic door. What would the
other side hold?

Another door, another inscription. Graham had resigned himself to the
possibility, so he read the words there and seared them into his memory:
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"Whosoever chooses to seek the key for this door should set their sights high."
Graham lifted his eyes to the heavens and wondered how he was going to
get there.

Mountains in the eastern part of Kolyma were unscalable, Graham soon
discovered. So steep were they that all climbing was impossible. After he
had lightly scooted back across the bridge, he was sure that it had sagged
some more beneath his weight. He prayed it would hold for his next crossing.

King Graham chose to explore to the south, venturing past the little lake
where he had previously stopped to cool himself and where he had discovered
the jeweled brooch. The monastery bell continued its peaceful tolling,
inviting all to prayer and succor, and the lake still invited a cooling dalliance.
As he traveled past these familiar sights, however, the air began wavering
and dancing before him. A fairy, a tiny one, dissolved out of the sky and
began sprinkling fairy dust in his direction.

"Good King Graham, I am here to help you. I give you a protective spell
against evil, but it lasts for only a short time."

The fairy was gone as quickly as she had appeared.

Good King Graham had had experience with fairies before; his fairy
godmother had dusted him the same way once in Daventry. He had learned
four things from the experience: one, the spells lived up to their reputation
for protection; two, they lasted a moderate while, but not long; three, they
had a tendency to be cast after he really needed them; and four, fairy dust
made him sneeze.

On the other hand, the king realized, maybe this spell hadn’t been cast
after his need for it had vanished. Sure he’d been mugged by the thieving
dwarf and he had escaped from Hagatha, but the protection should last long
enough for him to get close to the hag—if he could locate her or her den. If
he could do that, he might be able to find another key.

The king, of course, will always rationalize. "Hey! Maybe I'll just stroll
over and peek in on a witch. Maybe she’ll even invite me for dinner." That
is how he thinks. Someday he is going to rationalize himself directly into
somebody’s cook-pot as the main course. I hope not.
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Having decided to find the witch, Graham headed back to the bridge. "I
saw her just past the dwarf’s hideout," he remembered. "That should be west
of here. Let’s go!" And talking to himself, as is his wont, the king reentered
the dire forest.

A faint but discernible path slowly took form, leading away from the
bridge in the direction Graham had headed. Normally he would have wel-
comed a path of any kind through woods, but this one disquieted him, making
him think of a string leading a catinto an ogre’s cooking pot. Once he spotted
the dwarf skulking in the distance, but he was easily able to avoid his notice.

Again Graham noticed the terrain opening out into rocky hillocks. It was
right here that he had come across the crone before. The king shrugged his
shoulders, looked back over them, and pressed on. What he arrived at shortly
made him wonder about the wisdom of his coming there.

Skulls were arrayed around a clearing in front of what appeared to be the
entrance to a cave. Human skulls. Not attached to necks, attached to the tops
of stakes. From within the cave came the unmistakable aroma of witch
cuisine, ghastly to smell and even more ghastly to contemplate.

Inside, the odor hung so heavy as to stop one’s breathing. The lack of
sound from within the cave had convinced Graham that it was relatively safe
to enter. His decision was sound, but it was difficult to keep from gagging.
Most of the stench originated from a black iron cauldron bubbling on top of
a wood fire. Floating in the stew pot were pieces of what once had been
flesh—human flesh from the evidence of the limbs to which the flesh now
barely hung. Lined around the floor and above were scores more human
skulls. Piles of human refuse littered the darker corners. The entire scene
screamed death and decay—all except the incongruous song of a nightingale.

Perhaps one full shaft of sunlight penetrated the shadows, and it was
spending this moment lingering on a bird. The nightingale was enclosed
within an ornate gilded cage and was swinging merrily on a perch. As
Graham approached closer, the bird burst into a song of joy.
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Normally he would have welcomed a path of any kind through woods, but this one disquieted
him, making him think of a string leading a cat into an ogre’s cooking pot
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The king could not bear to leave such a creature of life behind when he
left Hagatha’s charnel house. He placed the piece of cloth he had been given
by Neptune over the cage so that the bird’s happy song would not betray
them to Hagatha. Then he grabbed the cage and carried it out with him into
the sunlight.

The witch was waiting when he got outside.

She stood not ten feet away, staring at the cave as if she suspected intruders.
Graham had walked out directly in her view, but she acted as if he and the
bird, were not there.

"Thank you, little fairy!" breathed the king soundlessly. The nightingale,
too, cheeped not a sound.

Not daring to be near Hagatha a moment longer lest the spell wear off, the
bird chirp, or the crone blunder into him, Graham turned noiselessly to the
north. He kept moving as fast as he dared until the witch was left well out of
sight.

King Graham paused only briefly on the western shore of the small lake.
It appeared to be the same one near which he had discovered the necklace
whilst mocking himself. This was no time for more searching, he realized;
the time was for putting miles between himself and Hagatha. His wind
returned, and immediately he continued his escape north, back into the forest.

After an hour or so of quick stepping, the track seemed to end in a dense
grove. Progress was still possible in the direction he was heading, but the
trees did begin to open somewhat to the east, and Graham thought he saw a
faint splash of sunlight on water there.

Against one of the trees in the grove leaned a short, pointed piece of wood.
Examining it, Graham saw that it appeared to be an ordinary tent stake,
perhaps left behind by a traveler who had rested a night there. With a shrug,
the king put the stake into his pack, readjusted its weight, and started moving
downhill, east to the water.
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Swimming is one of the king’s passions, and he indulges in it often for
sport, exercise, and relaxation. Lakes, especially, he favors with their deep,
still waters warmed by the sun.

It took no genius, though, to observe that there was something wrong with
the lake on whose edge he was standing. Festering incrustations fouled its
banks, dead trees and brush ringed its shore, and it smelled only slightly less
foul than Hagatha’s cave. Sick green mists stuck thickly to its surface.
Graham guessed that the water was poisoned, or worse.

" think I'll just pass on a dip this time," he mused.

Stopping seemed pointless, so he began following the shoreline to the
south, looking for a way around. A dirt path gave him direction.

The mists cleared for awhile. The path had led Graham around to the
southern tip of the stagnant waters, a level spot that looked north upon a small
island in the lake’s center. Two ghostly towers groped out of a decaying castle
that sat atop the island. Could this be the kidnapped maiden’s prison? There
seemed no boat that might take him across for a close look, so the king moved
on, intending to return and explore this particular mystery further. The
lakeshore had turned north, and he continued to follow it.

Follow it he did. North, north, and further north he trekked. There appeared
no way across to the mysterious island. What did appear, though, was a
sorcerer looking for trouble.

The king was peering across the lake when the short, robed man wearing
apointed magician’s guild hat appeared in the corner of his eye. For amoment
Graham thought it might be the same mage who had temporarily turned him
to stone in Daventry the year before. He wanted no part of more prestidigen-
ous pranks.

Evidently the fairy’s dust still clung to the king. The sorcerer paid no notice
to Graham, who watched the stubby man sniff the air and snort in disgust.
Disappearing in a puff of smoke, the sorcerer left Graham alone.

When the shore of the poisoned lake began to turn back to the west,
Graham could see that there was nothing to be gained by following it any
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longer. He could also see a clear, pure-water lake just to his east. Maybe now
he could rest a bit and clean himself.

Combining business with pleasure, the king explored this lake to its
southern shore. He viewed its calming waters from beneath a tree and saw
thatit was the lake he had stopped at before, just to the south of the monastery.
His view took in the rock where he had discovered the sapphire brooch.

"At least I know where I am now!"

With that thought, he took his pleasure of the lake.

The antique store in the glen was, in its own way, as incongruous as a
birdcage in a witch’s den. It sat by itself in a clearing just south of the
swimming lake. No other buildings could be seen anywhere. The king walked
up the steps to the small porch and saw a sign in the window. It read "OPEN,"
so he walked on in the door. Inside, old pieces of furniture, ancient brazen
pots, and knickknacks of all kinds were displayed for sale. A gray-haired
woman sat knitting and rocking behind a counter on the far side of the room.

"I have been closed until just now. What can I do for you?" she asked
cheerily as Graham entered. "Would you like to look around, or do you have
something you wish to sell?"

The king was happy for a chance to be rid of the bird and its cage. He had
been carrying it as a gift for the old woman he only knew as "Grandma," as
much to give the nightingale a safe home as anything else. Removing the
cloth with which he had covered it, Graham offered it now to this woman.

The result of the offer startled the king.

"My precious!" declared the woman. Racing around the counter, she
snatched up a brass lamp from its display and handed it to him. Taking the
cage and cooing to the singing bird, she showed Graham out.

"Take this," she told him, as she locked the store. "It might help you in
your quest!"

With those words, she pulled down the shades and disappeared into the
interior of the building. Graham was left standing outside with a lamp in his
hand and a question on his lips.
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"What do I do now?"

Rubbing tarnish off of the oil lamp with his sleeve was what brought the
Djinn. Shirtless and turbaned, with nothing but smoke below the waist, he
poofed out of the lamp’s spout and hovered in front of my king.

"Master, I have a gift for you. A flying carpet!" the high-pitched voice
intoned. Poof! It vanished back into the lamp.

"Not bad!" exclaimed Graham as he looked at the fringed Persian rug.

"A magic carpet, eh? Let’s see if I can get the genie to come back." Rub.
Squeak. Rub. Two more times did Graham rub the magic lamp, and two more
times did the Djinn appear bearing gifts. And with the third disappearance
of the magical messenger, the lamp itself poofed into nothingness.

Graham looked at the treasures bestowed upon him: the carpet; a short,
sharp sword with a snake carved in the handle; and a leather bridle, adorned
with silver. Putting the sword into his belt and draping the bridle over it, the
king walked back to his swimming hole to see if the carpet would really fly.

It did.

All the king had to do was sit on the magic carpet and it flew. As a method
of aerial movement, it much surpassed hanging from the claws of a condor.
The king also tells me that his journey was smoother, to the soothing relief
of his stomach.

The rug soared to the highest peaks of Kolyma, the very mountains he had
unsuccessfully attempted to climb. As he looked over that tropical land from
the small mesa where he had landed, Graham imagined he could see to the
ends of the earth. Well perhaps not that far, but the lakes and trees were spread
out below him like the woven pattern on a carpet. This time the obvious
comparison had not escaped him.

Not far from where he had landed, he came to a narrow passage that
focused between a pair of steep cliffs. A serpent at least ten feet in length sat
there coiled, hissing warning and ready to strike, as if guarding the path.

"Ssssstaaaayyy awaaaaayyyy, sssssst...," it seemed to be saying.
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Graham knew that he must pass the serpent, although what was beyond
he knew not. He recalled that the sword he had been given had the image of
a snake engraved upon it. That weapon should rid him of the menace.

Our king is amongst the most agile of people, and his sureness of both
hand and foot have preserved him in several near-fatal situations. As a
swordsman he is more the fencer than the hack-and-slash type who triumphs
through brute strength. To dispatch the snake would take only a flick of his
wrist, a flick of a moment.

Of course, he had forgotten about the bridle he stupidly had draped over
the sword’s hilt. It is through mistakes just as that that dynasties change. But
not this time.

With a swift motion King Graham made to grab the hilt and swing the
blade through the air, so to slice the head from the serpent’s body. His hand
grabbed the bridle’s silver bit instead, and still thinking he held a sword, he
flicked it through the air. Graham’s hand opened in its surprise, and in result,
he threw the bridle at the snake by mistake. But instead of the serpent slaying
our monarch with its own quick kiss, it was magically transformed into a
winged horse.

Silver white the horse was, the reins of the leather bridle now about its
neck. Pawing the ground and bobbing its head, it neighed to Graham, "Thank
you, kind sir, for saving me. To repay you I will give you a sugar cube to
guard you against poison brambles." With that the silver steed flew away.

Still surprised even to be alive after his blunder, the king could only grasp
the gift and watch the horse wing away.

"People sure do come and go quickly around here, don’t they?"

The rest was simple. The snake had been set to guard a small, damp cave.
Within it lay a second golden key. Graham squeezed it in his hand purpose-
fully.

"Now back to the door. It’s time to see just what this unlocks."

With that he sat on the carpet and flew away.
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King Graham would have liked the carpet to fly him to the floating door,
but this was not to be. Soon our monarch found himself back on solid earth,
standing next to the closed antique store. Moreover, the carpet now refused
to fly again.

Disappointed, the king turned in the direction of the sagging bridge and
began his long trek north.

"Feet," he mumbled aloud, "don’t fail me now!"

Door number two opened to reveal door number three, which also had a
message carved into it: "Whosoever chooses to seek the last key must have
a stout heart!"

"At least it says the next key is the last," reflected the king. "I’'m sure that
the castle in the lake holds the key to that key. I didn’t say that, did 17"

I know the king too well. He did.

Ghouls in shrouds are not comforting sights. It was such a figure, though,
that King Graham approached as he arrived on the south shore of the poisoned
lake.

He had traveled north from the bridge until his progress was barred by a
large, picturesque lake. From there, he estimated, it was a short jog west to
his destination. The king mused that this pretty sight might be his last look
at beauty for some time.

Those disquieting thoughts were confirmed the instant he saw the skeletal
figure lurking silently within the boat. Hands like claws gripped the long
pole; silence like death gripped the dusk.

Graham approached the grim boatman to beg for passage. Neither move-
ment nor sound stirred the apparition’s frame. Graham entered the rotting
boat anyway; perhaps the shade would transport all who approached. As he
did so, the king thought he noticed a spark of recognition flash through the
boatman’s eyes, like the will 0’ the wisps that sometimes flash from tomb to
tomb. Perhaps his nerves were just overexcited. Or perhaps he had been
mistaken for someone else—a someone else who also wore a large black
cape and ruby ring.
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Still and silent, the shrouded figure moved the boat into darkness, stopping
only at the island’s brambled shore. Graham left the boat, but the apparition
remained, never moving, never breathing.

Thorns and brambles overgrew the dirt path that led up to the castle. An
unhealthy glaze seemed to drip from the thorns, and Graham took a moment
to find the sugar cube the winged horse had given him. The king popped the
cube into his mouth, eating it before beginning to inch his way between the
baneful branches. A tingle of magic shivered down his spine.

It wasn’t a long path, just a scratchy one to the castle door. As he reached
it, graveyard wails assaulted the king from all sides. Several ghosts floated
out of the sky, threatening in their approach. Guards they were to the dreadful
denizen who inhabited the castle, but they allowed Graham free passage,
much as the phantom boatman did, as if they, too, thought he belonged in
the castle.

The thought did little to put Graham’s mind at rest. Wrapping the large
black cloak more tightly around him and rubbing the ring for good luck, he
took his first steps into the haunted keep.

Although oil lamps blazed in the entrance hall, the castle was chill; it felt
as if no one lived there. Graham took the passage to his left, through a
cobwebbed stone archway, to a narrow staircase winding its spiral way up
the tower into the gloom. One torch halfway up was the only illumination
for his slow ascent. He arrived at last in a vacant bedroom that overlooked
the foul lake. This, too, seemed unlived-in, musty with the smell of mildew
and disuse. A bare cot, sagging and unslept-in, and a nicked dresser were the
sole furnishings. A brief search revealed a candle in one of the dresser
drawers, but nothing else of any interest cluttered the tower room.

The way down was as perilous as the climb up. Graham took each step
carefully, and when he came to the one burning torch, he used it to light the
candle he was carrying. The torch refused to come off the wall, but the
candle’s added light made the rest of the trip seem safer than before.

Passing back through the entrance hall and through a second stone arch-
way, the king entered a large, draft-filled dining hall. A massive carved table
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dominated the room. One place was set on that table, and a partially eaten
ham sat lonely on its platter, inches above a black sea of foraging ants. Its
wave had not yet touched the food, and Graham rescued it for his own
personal consumption later.

"A king does not live by luck alone," he told himself, well aware that he
might need more before he left the creepy castle.

Another stone arch seemed to plunge down into the castle’s bowels, but
Graham chose to first explore through the curtained doorway that also led
out of the room.

It led to another damp stone circular stairway, twisting up into the castle’s
second tower. The room he found at the top of the stairs was even more barren
than the cold bedroom. Here only an old chest filled the space. It was locked
and too heavy for the king to move, so he returned downstairs and entered
the archway leading into the black depths.

In these days of oil lamps, we sometimes take the lowly tallow candle for
granted. Graham became aware of this fact as he slowly made his way down
the long, steep, slick steps. Any false step would have plunged our king to
his sure death. That candle was all the illumination he had. It gave both scant
light and comfort, but it did give some of both. At the edges of the light, the
king caught glimpses of bats and rats hurrying on their nameless errands.
From within the darkness came sounds that he did not wish to identify,
coupled with a stench of blood and death.

At the bottom of the long descent was a stone room. The candle flickered
on the faint image of a doorway there, and Graham’s nose reported that it
was from there the charnel odor originated.

There was no sound at all from within; even the vermin seemed to shun
that room. Breathing shallowly, the king peeked inside, paused, and then
entered.

An ornate coffin lay on a stone bier. Closed it was, although the foul aroma
passed from it as if there were no barrier at all. Carved upon the lid were the
initials "C.D." As much as it repulsed him, King Graham knew he must open
the lid.
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Count Dracula, lord of the vampyres, is well known in the legends of
Daventry, legends brought by some of our folk from the Other World. Never
had it been mentioned, however, that the Prince of the Night had, himself,
withdrawn here. But the creature that was revealed when Graham finally did
open the lid of the dungeon sepulcher, the dead-white complexion and
life-blood red lips, the tips of his stained fangs reflecting the sputtering flame,
the initials carved in the lid—the same as the initials in the ruby ring he was
wearing—all together whispered the name "Dracula” to the king.

Graham wasted no time in fright; he knew he must rid Daventry of the
infernal fiend, and he must do it before his candle extinguished. King Graham
killed Count Dracula there again, although how can one be truly sure the
undead will remain so? The tent stake, driven through the thing’s still heart
by the mallet Graham had found, turned the creature in the coffin to a pile of
dust.

Within the dust Graham saw a key, silver it seemed, resting on a back-
ground of red satin. He took it.

A red satin pillow was the only other thing left within the coffin, and
beneath it Graham found yet another key, this one gold, in all particulars
exactly like the other keys to the magic doorway!

Graham lingered in the crypt for less time than it took to tell the tale.
Swiftly he moved out, up the stone stairs, lest his failing light die before he
left the darksome depths.

The flame expired as he reached the ant-covered table, but then the castle’s
torches lent enough light to see. The king returned to the chest in the bare
room in the second tower. Knowing where the silver key fitted, he unlocked
the chest and, when he lifted its lid, was dazzled by the sight of another piece
of jewelry. This time it was a diamond and sapphire tiara, its brilliance
destined for a queen!

With the third gold key in his hand, King Graham was sure he would soon
be with the maiden he wished to be that queen.
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"If I can first make it past Hagatha, sorcerers, mad dwarves, decaying
bridges, and who knows what else!"

Suffice it to say, the king did safely return to the floating doorway. For the
seventh time he crossed the swaying span and, looking at it from the security
of solid earth, was sure neither he nor it would survive an eighth trip.

We will never know if the king’s suspicion was correct, for when he
unlocked the third door, it opened to reveal what looked like another world.
He left the bridge and Kolyma behind when he stepped through it.

Such a world! To see such marvels myself would be worth most any price!

Astonishing pink sky reached down to meet the cobalt blue beach. A
tempest sea raged rainbow colors, changing with the waves. Unclimbable
rock-faced cliffs towered above and below the narrow strand. A lavender
waterfall plummeted over them to reach unswimmable waters.

The doorway had disappeared as soon as the king stepped out, and his
quick survey had emphatically confirmed that he was between the rocks and
a hard place.

Near the waterfall, though, lay abandoned what looked like a fishing net,
although the material was as unusual as the sky’s color. Graham considered
the net and his predicament for a while, then cast the net into the sea. Several
times he did this, hoping to catch a flying fish or seahorse, or perhaps a
mermaid. What he did finally net was none of the above.

The fish was as golden as treasure, and it flopped upon the blue beach
gasping for breath. No words did it speak, its beautiful form writhing in
agony. Unable to let the creature suffer more, the king picked it up and threw
it back into the sea.

"Perhaps I'll have better luck next time," he told the waves.

But before he could pick up the net again, the wondrous fish lifted himself
back out of the water and spoke to Graham!

"Kind sir! In return for saving my life, I shall give you a ride across the
waters."
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With little to lose by trusting the fish, King Graham jumped into the
rainbow sea to be carried to another shore.

Anisland awaited King Graham at the other end, with blue beaches, yellow
earth, and oversized vegetation that was grotesque in its appearance.

"Curiouser and curiouser!" he breathed and then headed inland in search
of further marvels.

Inland, in this case, was east of where the fish had flung him. He had
walked but moments from the beach when his eyes came across something
metallic on the ground, just steps away from a miniscule lagoon. Picking it
up, the king found it to be an amulet, tarnished, but with one word etched in
its back. The word was, "HOME."

"Just where I'd like to be right now," he thought. "But, there is a maiden
to be found and her hand to be won. Then I’ll work on getting us back to
Daventry." With that said, he looked to the south and saw the Crystal Tower.

Creamy quartz, its blocks reflected the strange sunlight in rainbow spar-
kles. Tall it was, reaching thirty feet or more above the enchanted island.
Near its peak a tiny window opened, and from it a delicate hand waved.

"Help me! Please, help me. I’'m a prisoner here. Will you please free me?
Help!"

The voice, although desperate and pleading, was melody to the king’s ears.
In his now heated brain, that melody became a martial tune impelling him to
the tower door.

Unlocked it was, the witch perhaps trusting the isle’s remote and peculiar
location as prison enough for the kidnapped maid.

It could be no other but the maiden; the king had passed the three doors
and come to the Crystal Tower. The object of his quest was at the top of the
the stairs.

Love—people just love to capitalize Love, for reasons that are beyond my
understanding. I have often been told by the king, and others, that Love
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conquers all. Perhaps it does, and it did this time, but Love can turn the most
composed and serene person into a sweating fool. Our king is neither.

Slimed and narrow, the stairs caused our excited king to slip and fall
several times as he began his mad dash up. Finally his overworked emotions
slowed enough for him to return to his senses. With more care this time he
made his progress to the tower’s top.

The lion there looked hungry. It also looked large. And it was looking at
King Graham as if it were looking at supper.

"Maybe it just wants to be fed," the king reasoned in a moment of
gargantuan understatement.

"Maybe he’ll let me by if I give him something besides me to eat."”

The king prefers never to kill, although he has. The sword he carried could
very easily have dispatched the beast, he knew, but he chose a kinder
alternative.

The ham had been with him since the vampyre’s castle. Events had carried
him along so quickly that the king had had no time to stop, much less eat.
He gave the food to the lion, knowing that if it did not distract the big cat or
satisfy its hunger, he could always strike with the sword.

Lions snore; even I had never known that until the king told me.

Gratefully, the lion had taken the savory ham and, having devoured it and
washed himself daintily, in the manner of the king of beasts, curled himself
into sleep. At last Graham was able to step by the contented guardian and
unlock the door to his heart’s delight.

I shall spare you the more lurid details of the meeting, although the king
raved on to me about it for what seemed hours, convinced, I think, that he
and Valanice are the world’s first lovers.

He looked at her. She looked at him. They talked. They sighed. They
embraced. They kissed. Boring, isn’t it?

In the end Valanice asked Graham if he would take her, and where? The
king whispered, "Home."
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With that word, the amulet transported the blissful couple away from the
tower.

The tale of how King Graham found and won Queen Valanice is now
finished, just as their marriage is beginning.

Perhaps now the king’s adventuring days are over, except for that of the
sweetest quest—the quest for an heir. It is an exploration that he and his
queen embark on together. Gladly.

May their marriage prosper and may they have many fine children, strong
and good.

May the Kingdom of Daventry prosper along with the royal family, it too
growing strong and good.

Long live King Graham!
Long live Queen Valanice!
Long live King Graham and Queen Valanice of Daventry!



3

A Magical Primer

By Alexander of Daventry
(Gwydion of Llewdor)
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agic and magical encounters are part of the very fabric of our

universe. Without it Daventry itself would not be, could not be. It
was to preserve Magic, mystique, wonder, and enchantment—the nonra-
tional aspects of existence—that Daventry withdrew from the greater multi-
verse. Indeed, it was only through Magic itself that we were even able to
withdraw. And it is only through the continued practice and use of the arcane
arts that we are able to preserve and protect our very being. From the simplest
charms and trivial spells, the plucking of a four-leafed clover or the knocking
of wood, to the cosmos shattering invocations of the most fearsome of
paradimensional deities, Magic is not just part but the very fabric of our
reality.

What is Magic? Pick a grain of sand from the palm-kissed beaches of
Kolyma and pray that it answers the question. Then query the next grain,
then the next, again the next, and when all the sand on all the beaches in all
the realms of Daventry have answered you with their different answers then
know that there are as many different explanations as there are "Once in a
lifetime offers" in the Other World. In that light, here is my explanation.

Magic is that which actually binds the universe together. It encompasses
not just the connections all things have with each other, but includes the
aether through which these relationships flow. Magic is the essence, belief
is the glue; all is connected each to the other. These connections may not
always be clear to the mundane senses of sight, smell, and the like, but that
does not mean they are less real. Cause and effect, action and interaction—all
occur through the correspondences of nature. In conjunction with the ele-
ments of air, fire, earth, and water, all act to produce a desired result. The
great principles are "As above, so below," and "Nothing is as it appears." The
minute is attached to the mighty. The flame of the candle and the flame of
love are one, and they too are one with the flame of life. We can learn the
principles of these connections and how they are joined together. Then, by
use of the proper words or actions or magical tools, the relationships implicit
in the aether are made explicit. Together the essence, the elements, and the
principle both create and control our reality.
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It is through the art of Magic that we know, understand, and manipulate
these connections. Through the studies of the practitioners of the magic
arts—the wizards, witches, warlocks, sorcerers, seers, alchemists, necroman-
cers, mages, and others—these relationships have been traced and to some
degree understood. It must be admitted that these practitioners do come in
the flavors of good and evil, and the shades of black and white. They also
are known to follow both the Left-Hand as well as the Right-Hand paths.
Howeverit is through their use of the various magics that Daventry continues
toexist at all. Evil follows good as night follows day and goats follow carrots.
We suspect if the Magic were to go away, so would Daventry. To be as if we
never were—that would be the greatest of evils.

With this said, let us concentrate on matters of a more practical nature.
The practice of Magic is both an art and a craft. To practice Magic at all is
to practice it exactly and correctly. It is perhaps too facile to say there are
really only two kinds of magicians: magicians and dead magicians. However,
it takes little more than a casual stroll through any of the realms to find odd
statuary, pillars of salt, mounds of dust or half-human half-insect abomina-
tions that were once users of the arcane arts who made a simple mistake, ones
who did not follow their craft to the last letter. If my personal nemesis, the
wizard Manannan, taught me anything between punishments during my
years of ignorant captivity, it was to "follow the instructions exactly, boy!"
At the time I thought he merely meant how many carrots, potatoes, and how
much salt he preferred in his stew. It was only during the last part of my
servitude, after I had stumbled upon Manannan’s secret laboratory and began
studying his hidden grimoire, his spell book, that the true import of his words
became evident. For the art of Magic to work, the craft of Magic must be
carried out with no substitutions, exceptions, or shortcuts. Nothing must be
taken for granted and no factors may be fudged. On that fateful day in the
wizard’s laboratory it could very easily have been myself that was turned
into a fluffy furry. I still tremble when I recall the awesome forces and
formulae that I manipulated in that dungeon. If I were any less ignorant, I
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would have fled from that place in terror and gladly accepted whatever fate
the evil wizard planned for me. As it turned out, I’'m glad I didn’t.

Now, because the craft must be practiced with concentration and precision,
it is in the obvious best interests of the individual wizards and their ilk to
record in some manner the proper route to the completion of the various
mystical processes. To this end there arose over the eons a fabulous library
of magical books—books that collected and explicated the great spells and
conjurations devised and duplicated throughout the ages by the greatest of
sorcerers. As a result, many general provisioners stock on their shelves a
myriad of manuscript titles covering all areas of the mystical arts, snug
against vials of generic toad spittle, eye of newt, beetle juice, and the like.
Today both hobbyists, apprentices, and even graduates of the various acad-
emies of Magic can find all they need to know and all their basic supplies in
virtually any town.

However, so powerful are the contents of certain of these volumes that
they have remained secret even to the majority of serious magicians. These
books themselves are often magical in their own right and are so rare that
their very existence is doubted by the very few who have even heard of them
in whispered fable. Indeed some, such as the near-legendary Al Azif, more
commonly known as the Necronomicon, penned by the mad Arab Abdul
Alhazred, contains knowledge so terrible that a mere glance at the illustra-
tions and illuminations in the text drives many to madness. Perhaps it is just
as well that few, if any, copies of such works as the Necronomicon, The Key
of Solomon, The Book of Dyzan, The Principia Discordia, and The Book of
the Damned remain, or even exist at all. The Good Housekeeper’s Book of
Common Spells and Potions, A Field Guide to Enchanted Gems and Miner-
als, Understanding the Undead, and Housebreaking Dragons in 7 Days are
all inexpensive guides that have been on the bestseller charts for ages. They
cover more magic than most folk will ever need and carry no possibility of
apocalyptic catastrophe.
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The Sorcery of Old was once considered one of the lost and legendary
books of terrible power. Within its gold trimmed covers of leather ghastly to
the touch were said to be compiled many old and powerful spells. It was
whispered that many of these formulae were written in languages unknown
since before the ascent of humanity. These stories have turned out to be true,
with one exception. The Sorcery of Old is neither lost nor legend. In my fright
I made scant note of it at the time, and it has only been since I have made
sufficient progress in my own studies that I have come to fully realize just
what that spell book was in the secret room beneath Manannan’s study. The
book was obviously old, the pages brittle to my shakey touch. The ink may
have been made of blood and was so faint upon the yellow pages that it could
scarcely be read. Of the scant pages legible in that copy of The Sorcery of
Old most were written in symbols and languages that still have not been
deciphered. A few pages, though, were scribed in my own tongue, and
because of this I was able to escape the clutches of my captor, rid Llewdor
of his tender little mercies, and after perils, pirates, and predicaments of every
kind, return to the family, home, and kingdom I had never known.

Here then are transcriptions of the spells I found in The Sorcery of Old. 1
publish them for inclusion in the court chronicles and for the general
knowledge of all who inhabit Daventry. Used properly they will not shake
the cosmos and should prove as useful for others as they did for me. As with
all Magic, use these spells wisely. Again, note well: It cannot be stated too
often that the practice of the craft of Magic demands precision, exactitude,
concentration, and the negation of distraction. Compose yourself, even if you
are rushed. Do what is necessary to ensure your focus is upon the task at
hand, lest a mispelled step or an unclear word becomes your final mistake.
Often was I forced to deliver the swift boot to an underfoot cat at a critical
moment. It was no act of needless cruelty, but necessary for my own survival.
Mark my words: once you have opened a book of Magic to the proper page,
do naught else but that which is prescribed. There are some things that are
worse than death!
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Fragments from The Sorcery of Old
(Author Unknown)

(Note: To use the spells contained herein, have the proper
ingredients and tools at hand, open the booK to the desired page
number, and follow the directions to the absolute letter. You
might note that some of the spells have directions and
information enclosed in parentheses. Let me clarify this matter.
There has been a convention used by the more human-like
authors of magical volumes throughout the ages to enclose
comments, observations, and certain intermediate steps in
parentheses. Anything so enclosed helps in the proper working
of the spell, but is not essential to the proper casting of same. If
the proper ingredients are used, and in their proper order, and if
the proper directions are used, and in their proper order, the
effects enclosed therein will happen. The rest is technique and
equipment that the caster is assumed to possess. This is perhaps
the only place in the practice of sorcery where rigid adherence to
detail might be relaxed. This can most correctly be termed the
‘fudge factor.” Magic maKing and candy maKing have much in
common when it comes to following exact directions, although a
flawed batch of fudge seldom turns its maKer into an insect or a
piece of statuary! I considered not even transcribing this
information, but included it in the interest of historic and
academic completeness.)
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Page XXV Transforming Another into a Cat

Obtain the Following Ingredients:
1/2 cup of mandrake root powder

1 small ball of cat hair

2 spoonfuls of fish oil

A Magic Wand

To Prepare the Spell:

1. Put the mandrake root powder in a bowl

2. Put the cat hair in the bowl

3. Put two spoons of fish oil in bowl

4. Stir the mixture with a spoon (dough will be oily)
5. Put the dough on the table

6. Pat the dough into a cookie (let harden on table)

7. Recite this verse:
Mandrake root and hair of cat
Mix oil of fish and give a pat
A feline from the one who eats
This appetizing magic treat

8. Wave the Magic Wand
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\
(Note: The cooKie thus created will turn whomsoever eats it into

a feline (felis domesticus) forever; however, this is a difficult
assertion to prove. No records have ever been discovered,
though, indicating the spell has ever worn off. It should also be
noted that adepts familiar with the spell can easily recognize
the cat cooKie. For this reason mages disquise the cooKie in some
way or crumble it into some other food when planning to use it
on a rival sorcerer. The wizard Manannan did just this to a
former rival and then Kept her as a household pet for both his
amusement and the eradication of vermin. It can be

assumed that the victim was not amused.)
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Page VII Teleportation at Random

Obtain the Following Ingredients:

1 spoonful of salt grains

1 sprig of dried mistletoe

1 smooth rounded stone of unusual color
A Magic Wand

To Prepare the Spell:

1. Grind a spoon of salt in a mortar (with a pestle)
2. Grind the mistletoe in the mortar

3. Rub the stone in the mixture

4. Kiss the stone

5. Recite this verse:
With this kiss, I thee impart
Power most dear to my heart
Take me now from this place hither
To another place far thither

6. Wave the Magic Wand

To cast this spell: Rub the stone. In a blink you will disappear
from where you are and appear in another place. This spell
may be used as often as one wishes provided

the stone is in your possession.
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(Note: This is a powerful and most useful spell. It has been used

to avoid danger and peril, and legend claims that it has been
used on occasion in the exploration of unknown lands. Be
warned, however: that which snatches away from one
predicament can just as well deposit into another. The spell has
been Known to leave one where they started. There is one fable
that talks about a poor bumpKin who came into possession of
such a magic stone. Unprepared to face the dangers of the
wilder parts of the world, he rubbed the stone at will, poofing
himself from place to place in search of wine, women, and easy
gold. The purveyors of luck were with him for the first few
times or so, and the stupid boy, whose name was Bob Jack,
flitted from town to beach, across mountains and over the seas.
Then the purveyors of luck seemed to say "All right Bob Jack,
you 've won a few; now it’s time to lose a few!" When he rubbed
again, instead of vista, panorama, or treasure, Bob Jack was
faced with a hungry lion. QuicKly he rubbed the stone again.
Oops, he was in a magician's chamber and the mage looKed not
too delighted with the intrusion. Rub again quick, Bob Jack.
This time, up a roaring stream without a paddle. Thus it went.
Having used up his good luck, he used up his bad (uck until he
had no lucKk left at all, and he perished. The moral of the fable
is: "Even when you rub things the right way, soon you [l rub
them the wrong way, and if you do that too
often, you ll eventually get rubbed out.’)
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Page II Understanding the Language of Creatures

Obtain the Following Ingredients:

1 small feather from a bird

1 tuft of fur from any animal

1 dried reptile skin

1 rounded spoonful of powdered fish bone
1 thimbleful of dew

A Magic Wand

To Prepare the Spell:
1. Put the small feather in a bowl
2. Put the fur in the bowl
3. Put the reptile skin in the bowl
4. Add a spoonful of powdered fish bone
5. Put a thimbleful of dew in the bowl
6. Mix with hands (mixture will now be doughy)
7. Separate mixture into two pieces
8. Put dough pieces into your ears

9. Recite this verse:
Feather of fowl and bone of fish
Molded together in this dish
Give me wisdom to understand
Creatures of air, sea, and land
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10. Wave the Magic Wand

(Note: Creatures see and hear much in this world, and they
understand more than we give them credit for. Knowledge may
be gained by one who Keeps ears and mind open. Of course you

also hear a lot about worms and nuts and the everyday life of
mice. As you may have guessed, spells have both good and
annoying aspects; this one won't let you talk bacKk so you can’t
tell those chattering chicKens to shut up.)
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Page IV Flying Like an Eagle or a Fly

Obtain the Following Ingredients:

1 tail feather from any eagle (to become an eagle)
1 pair of fly wings (to become a fly)

1 pinch of saffron

Rose petal essence

A Magic Wand

To Prepare the Spell:
1. Put a pinch of saffron in essence
2. Recite this verse:
Oh winged spirits, set me free
Of earthly bindings, just like thee
In this essence, behold the might
To grant the precious gift of flight
3. Wave the Magic Wand

To become an eagle: Dip the eagle feather in the essence
To become a fly: Dip the fly wings in the essence

You can cast this spell as long as you have some of the essence left.
You should get at least two, possibly more, uses out of a single batch.

o
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To return to your own form before the spell wears off recite this verse

Eagle begone! Myself, return!
or
Fly, begone! Myself, return!

(Note: I have always wondered why anyone would want to
become a fly, although people have done so in both Daventry
and the Other World. You could use the fly spell to spy on
others, literally becoming a fly on the wall, but while you might
not be spotted, you might get swatted or caught by a spider.
Eagles have beaKks, talons, and the ability to swoop down on
prey. Swooping in sunlight or soaring on a thermal, the eagle's
appearance is seldom greeted with revulsion. Eagles almost
never sit on windows, walls, or drinking cups, so the literature
contains no reports of them being smashed to a pulp by a casual
swipe, or of being prey for arachnids—giant spiders.)

\
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Page CLXIX Becoming Invisible

Obtain the Following Ingredients:
1 jar of lard

1 cactus

1 spoonful of cactus juice

2 drops of toad spittle

A Magic Wand

To Prepare the Spell:

1. Cut the cactus with a knife

2. Squeeze the cactus juice into spoon
3. Put the cactus juice in a bowl

4. Put the lard in the bowl

5. Add two drops of toad spittle

6. Stir the mixture with a spoon

7. Recite this verse:
Cactus plant and horny toad
I now start down a dangerous road
Combine with fire and mist to make
Me disappear without a trace

8. Wave Magic Wand
9. Put ointment in the empty lard jar
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To cast spell: Rub the ointment on your body.

This spell only works in a place where there is both fire and mist.
Also, because of the scarcity of toad spittle, much less two drops of it,
the quantity of ointment produced is barely enough for one use.

(Note: One thing is immediately obvious with this spell: the
ingredients are relatively easy to come across, almost any desert
and a general store will provide what you need (assuming, of
course, you have access to a magic wand and the store has the
very seasonal toad spittle in stocK). It would seem, therefore,
that this spell is too good to be true, allowing one to move
unnoticed amongst friend or foe, spy on lovers or would-be
lovers, steal from the rich and give to the poor, or vice versa,
sneak out of the castle for a midnight tryst, or anything else
your heated imagination might devise. Remember, therefore, one
of the major nonmagical laws of the universe, "If it's too good to
be true, it's too good to be true.” This very powerful spell has
two small drawbacKs: it only works in a place where there is
both fire and mist (and there aren't a lot of those around), and it
only lasts for a short time. A very short time. Whatever you do
after you cast it, you ve got to be quick. The spellcaster’s rule of
thumb for this spell is contained
in the following ancient verse:
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How long is fast
How short is quick?
Enough to cast another spell
And make it stick_

If you Keep the shortcomings in mind and Know when to use
this spell, it can be of great use to its caster.)
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Page XIV Causing a Deep Sleep

Obtain the Following Ingredients:
3 dried acorns

1 cup of nightshade juice

1 empty pouch

A Magic Wand

To Prepare the Spell:
1. Grind the acorns in a mortar (with a pestle)
2. Put the acorn powder in a bowl
3. Put the nightshade juice in the bowl
4. Stir the mixture with a spoon
5. Light a charcoal brazier

6. Heat the mixture on the brazier (boil the mixture until the
nightshade juice is almost gone, then remove from heat)
7. Spread the mixture on a table (wait until dry)
8. Recite this verse:
Acorn powder ground so fine
Nightshade juice, like bitter wine
Silently in darkness creep
To bring a soporific sleep

9. Wave the Magic Wand
10. Put the sleep powder in the pouch (for safekeeping)
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To cast spell:
Be in a dank, dark space

Pour the sleep powder on the ground (or, floor)
Recite: Slumber, henceforth!

Use only as directed!

(Note: This spell will cause anyone within about 50 paces in
any direction of the sorcerer to fall into a deep sleep. How long
it lasts I do not Know. I have used this spell but once and didn't
stay around long enough to see my former captors recover from
the narcosis. It is claimed in some texts that the spell was
revised into its present form by a priestess of Isis attached to the
court of Cleopatra, Goddess and Queen of AEgypt in ancient
times. Cleopatra appears to have been extremely fond of revels
and feasts on her royal barge, she and her guests floating on the
Nile in fogs of forced gaiety. Although Cleopatra was famed
through all the quadrants of the world for her beauty, wit, and
passion, l[ikewise was she also famed for throwing terrible and
tawdry parties. It was to escape one of these sad and sordid
debacles that the great sorceress began work on the spell. When
her experiments were complete, she prepared her ingredients,
concealed them within a pouch, and secreted them aboard the
boat. Not wanting to remain on the barge a moment longer than
necessary, fearing both the loss of her mind and her virtue, she
hastened to the supply hold as quicKly as she could sneak below
deck. After murmuring a soft prayer, she cast her sorcery and
escaped. It is also said that when the royal yacht returned to

J
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\
Memphis from whence it started, all aboard were fulsome in their
praise of the excursion saying, Ve and verily, a wondrous and
funfilled time was had by all. We must have, since we can't
remember anything at all of what happened!’)
|
r
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Page LXXIV Brewing a Storm

Obtain the Following Ingredients:
1 cup of ocean water

1 spoonful of mud

1 pinch of toadstool powder

1 empty jar

A Magic Wand

To Prepare the Spell:
1. Put a cup of ocean water in bowl
2. Light a charcoal brazier

3. Heat the bowl on the brazier (heat slowly, but not to boiling. Then
remove from heat)

4. Put the spoon of mud in the bowl
5. Add a pinch of toadstool powder
6. Blow into the hot brew

7. Recite this verse:
Elements from the earth and sea
Combine to set the heavens free
When I stir this magic brew
Great God Thor, I call on you

8. Wave the Magic Wand

9. Pour the storm brew into the jar (to store)

o
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To cast spell: Stir the storm brew with your finger.
Recite: Brew of storms
Churn it up!

To stop the storm:
Recite: Brew of storm
Clear it up!

(Note: It is not Known who was the first to devise this
particular bit of magical pyrotechnic, but it was obviously
someone with a distinct flair for the dramatic. It is significant
that the god Thor, the god of thunder, is implored in the
concocting of the potion, since the inhabitants of the hamlet of
Bruce in southeastern Llewdor have an oral tradition that Thor
once visited there and cast a spell much liKe the one described
above. At the time, Bruce was beinyg threatened by some sort of
monster (the legend is not specific as to just what Kind) and
when Thor was unable to defeat it in hand-to-claw combat, the
god of thunder invoKed certain words of power, turned day to
night, roared for rain and wind, and cast a lightning bolt that
fried his adversary. The people of Bruce were grateful and gave
praise to Thor and begged to erect a temple to his honor. The
God said he had no need for another place of worship and that a
simple flag marKing the site of the battle would be praise
enough. Thus was born what became Known throughout the
lands as the banner of Bruce or, to some, the Bruce banner. The
banner flew for scores of years until another hulKing monster
(the only thing we Know about this particular one is that is was
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green) pillaged the village. So sudden was the rampage and

destruction that there was no time to call for divine intervention
Bruce was destroyed and the banner to Thor ripped beyond repair.
Still, the villagers blamed Thor for not coming and when the town
was rebuilt, it was without the banner.)
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To Heir Is Human

(From the Chronicles of Daventry, Part 3)
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To Heir Is Human

PRINCE ALEXANDER’S OWN STORY!
EXCLUSIVE INTERVIEW

Captive for 17 years, kidnapped prince escapes evil wizard,
Medusa, monsters, bandits, and pirates. He crosses deserts,
mountains, and the Western Sea to return home.

And that was the easy part.

In this Daventry People exclusive, the Prince tells us how he
rescued both his twin sister, Princess Rosella, and the kingdom
of Daventry from the very clutches of the fire-breathing dragon.
Daventry People reporter Derek Karlavaegen caught up with the
prince as he relaxed in Castle Daventry,
the home he never knew.

To look at Prince Alexander today, it is hard to imagine that he is the same
person as the bawling babe who was snatched one summer’s evening from
the rocking cradle on the shores of Lake Maylie, all those years ago. Lean of
body, he is taller than his father, but his eyes and the firm set of his jaw are
the same as King Graham’s. His mother’s fairness of face also is there for all
to see, and Alexander’s resemblance to his sister, Princess Rosella, is quite
pronounced. One only has to look at them together to know they are twins.
Even without the evidence of the small birthmark on his right thigh, his ears
alone would mark him as the king’s son. His voice is soft, mature beyond his
young years. As he spoke to me, it held me with its intensity as if reliving
his experiences for others might exorcise the daemons of his past.

Our interview was conducted over several days and was interrupted
frequently by the queen’s reports on the king’s improving physical condition,
and by their spontaneous hugs and tears. At these times of family emotion,
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I would withdraw discreetly; some emotions demand their privacy. I have
edited the prince’s words somewhat for brevity and style.

Question: Prince Alexander, can you tell us something about what it was
like growing up a slave to the wizard Manannan?

Actually, I still have a lot of trouble with the name Alexander. The wizard
named me Gwydion. It is the only name I have ever really known, and I
suspect that I’ll always think of myself by that identity.

Chores and punishments, work and sleep; this is all that I knew while
growing up. And reading; Manannan did allow me to read books from his
library, although he never allowed me to find them for myself. He would tell
me that reading kept me quiet and out of trouble when I wasn’t doing
something useful. Manannan always fancied himself a scholar and kept
books on all sorts of subjects on the shelves in his study. From them I learned
of the existence of magic, although no books on how to practice it were there.
I read from the histories and legends of our world and the Other World,
poured over maps, studied drawings of the beasts and creatures who roam
and soar and swim, and imagined myself free of my master, roaming and
adventuring throughout the fabulous world that I only knew secondhand.

Most of my time was spent doing whatever task Manannan set me
to—cleaning the chamber pot in his bedroom, dusting his office with the
feather brush that he kept atop the cabinet, feeding the chickens, preparing
his meals—whatever he desired. He didn’t like me to dawdle, either. If I did
not get my job done quickly, he would point a finger of punishment at me.
At those times I considered myself lucky if he only materialized me into my
locked room. At least there I was safe; never did he enter my poor room.
Manannan always warned me if I messed up my chores once too often, it
would be the last thing I ever did.
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He was both evil and cruel. I knew he kept a keen eye on the countryside
of Llewdor by way of a looking glass he kept in the house’s tower; and from
there he could terrorize the people who lived in that country. He said that if
I ever attempted to escape, he would be able to find me at once through the
device. My penalty for such an act would be death, and when he told this to
me he spoke as if he enjoyed the prospect. He delighted in telling me of the
other boys who had served him and of how they had died for their various
transgressions. He would tell me this in lurid detail.

Death too was threatened me if he ever caught me in possession of his
personal things, or in posession of anything that might have any magical use.
He would tell me, between threats, "Keep your hands clean and your pockets
empty!"

Obey Manannan I did, although try as I might, he always found a petty
mistake for which to exact a punishment. In the final weeks of my captivity,
it was as if he was looking for an excuse to terminate my existence. It was at
this time that I determined to be free of the wizard’s tyranny. The worst he
could do was kill me, and I suspected he was ready to do that anyway. Often
had my master spoken of how none of his prior boys, for whatever reasons,
had survived past their eighteenth birthday. On other occasions he promised
me release when I turned that manful age. My own eighteenth birthdate was
just weeks away, and I suspected—from Manannan’s words and the hateful
look in his eyes—that I would do my last chores that day, my last anything
that day. I truly had nothing to lose and prepared myself to act at the first
opportunity.

A few days later, soon after I had fed the chickens outside, Manannan
materialized to inform me he was leaving on a journey and to warn me to
stay out of trouble while he was gone. The moment that he disappeared from
view, I sprang into action.

My plan was to first make a thorough search of the house. I knew the
wizard had a laboratory hidden somewhere below his study. It was a place I
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had never seen, but knew existed because my master occasionally spoke of
going there to perform some magical experiment or other.

I also knew that he must have secrets hidden in his bedroom, because I
was only allowed there to empty the chamber pot and only then for a very
short time.

Question: Why hadn’t you done this before?

Fear had kept my courage in check, and now desperation had given me
daring.

Manannan didn’t like me poking around in his study except when I dusted.
In one corner was the locked oak cabinet upon which the feather duster lived
when it wasn’t being used. A huge oak desk, chair, and wastebasket filled
the rest of the space, and bookshelves covered two walls. As I looked at the
books on the right wall, I noticed a metallic glint. I moved the books at once
and discovered a brass lever. When I pulled it, a trapdoor rose from the floor,
showing me a set of stone stairs leading down. I was sure where they led.

The stairs were slick, so I had to be careful going down. Manannan’s cat,
the one with the name I refuse to pronounce, attempted to trip me as I
descended. I’'m sure I'd have broken my neck if she had, so I gave it a quick,
soft kick with my foot. I am not cruel to animals, but this one and I were far
from friends. There was only enough force in my blow to move the feline,
not harm it.

Torches lit the laboratory at the bottom. What they revealed were shelves
bearing jars full of strange things such as toad spittle, nightshade juice,
mandrake root powder, and the like—ingredients for magical spells. A large
oak worktable was set in the middle of the room. Upon it was a massive book
bound in a curious leather, and it bore the title The Sorcery of Old.
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The ink and handwriting within the book were very faint. Most of of the
writings were in languages with which I am not familiar. Some, I suspect,
were not written with a human hand. From the few pages I could read, I
surmised the book was a spell book. The spells had names like, "Causing a
deep sleep,” "Flying Like An Eagle," and "Transforming another into a Cat."
Ingredients and required tools were all listed. A glance at the shelves proved
that they contained many, but not all, of the ingredients listed in the spell
book. The worktable had much of the needed apparatus. Here, I rejoiced, was
the means of my escape.

Question: And was it?

Alas, no! It would be eventually, but at the time it wasn’t. Search as |
would, I found I had not the complete makings of any spell.

I decided that my best course would be to memorize all that I could from
the book and then to leave the laboratory the same as if I had never been
there, lest the wizard become suspicious. I would return again with what I
needed to cast a spell on my evil master.

And I knew what that spell would be; the underfoot feline had given me
the idea. If I could come up with a little cat fur, some fish oil, a bowl for
mixing, and a magic wand, I would be delighted to turn Manannan into a cat.

When I returned to the wizard’s study, I carefully pushed the lever to close
the trapdoor and moved the books back into place. The room was now exactly
as I had found it.

Question: You must have been scared that Manannan would return and
catch you redhanded, weren’t you?
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Of course I was! I may be self-taught, but I’'m not stupid. But at that point
I wasn’t too worried that he would return just then.

Question: Oh? Why was that?

My master was a man of extremely fixed and regular habits. He would rise
at exactly the same time each day. Likewise he would retire to bed each night
at the same time, accompanied by the same three fingers of the same awful
brandy that his taste favored. When Manannan slept, it was for precisely the
same period of time, and when he traveled, he always returned at the same
time. It was as if he were a clockwork person with gears that repeated himself
eternally.

Manannan kept in his house a magical clock unlike any I have ever read
about. It was similar to an hourglass in that it would measure a certain short
period of time and then begin again, then again and again and again, for as
many times as you might count. The sorcerer kept the device, he would say,
as a curiosity, for it measured the passing of time in an interval unknown to
our kind. He told me once—why, I do not know—that it was created by
another race, one that came before the human or after—he was not sure
which.

Over time I came to see the strange clock as a way to measure the man
himself. His bath always took two measures of the odd time, his studies
eighteen, and his sleep twenty-five— the same as his travels. It was because
I knew this of Manannan that I wasn’t worried that he would return just then.
I knew that if I could keep track of time, as measured by the unhuman device,
then my master could not catch me unawares.

Manannan would not return for some while yet. I used what time I dared
to continue my household search. From the kitchen I took my favorite clay
bowl from a shelf, and a wooden spoon and sharp knife from the rack next
to the fireplace. As I passed through the dining room, I retrieved an old cup
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from upon the table. Manannan’s dining room is large enough to accommo-
date a score of people, yet my master always ate alone under the eternal gaze
of a stuffed moose head. I will always consider that a most curious sight.

I took what I had gathered to my sparsely furnished room, and I hid it all
under my bed (a cot really). I was sure the wizard would not search for them
there, even if he noticed them missing. Then I went to catch the cat and get
its contribution to my future.

She was in the wizard’s tower; she could have been just about anywhere,
but she was on the third floor playing with a dead fly. It took several attempts
and many more scratches before I got her, but I was able to hold on to her
long enough to take some fur. The unnameable cat gave me an extra scratch
as she squirmed out of my hands, but the spell ingredient was mine.

As were the fly wings. I recalled that the spell for flying like a fly called
for a pair of those wings, so I took the fly to get the wings. Yuk, but it was
for a good cause—saving my hide. I hid the fur and fly wings under my bed
with everything else.

The rest of the time I spent searching Manannan’s bedroom. Large and
ornate it was, with an oversized canopy bed dominating the room. In one
drawer of a small vanity, which held the large mirror where the wizard
groomed his dark features each day, I found a hand mirror. This I replaced,
but noted for later use. In the back of another drawer, in the low dresser,
buried beneath unmended hosiery and soiled undergarments, was an appar-
ently forgotten bottle labeled: Rose Petal Essence. For me this was treasure;
Iremembered it as an ingredient also, although for which spell I was unsure
at the time.

Manannan’s tall closet was unlocked. Within were velvet robes, silken
gowns, and some pointed hats of the magicians’ guild. I searched the closet
further and turned up a rolled piece of dusty parchment. I could see nothing
on it except for some faded lines. I didn’t know it at the time, but I had
discovered a magical map, one that would return me to someplace I had been
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while carrying it. As I say, I didn’t know that then, but I took it on the
assumption that it might be helpful later and that my master probably
wouldn’t know it was gone.

The discovery that made my risks worthwhile, however, came when I
stretched up and searched the top of the closet. There I found a small brass
key. It didn’t fit the bedroom closet when I tried, so I resolved to see if it
would open the small locked closet in the wizard’s office.

It sure did! Inside was an ivory wand, not too ornate, smooth and cool to
my touch, with an oaken handle. I had not seen a magic wand in the
underground laboratory or in his bedroom, so this must be it. (I had never
actually seen a magic wand before, but I knew such things did exist, and
combined with the fact that it was kept under lock and key, it made the
identity of the wand somewhat self-evident.) Manannan’s magic wand—any
magic wand, actually—was needed to cast all of the magic spells, and I had
it! However, [ wasn’t ready to do any spellcasting at the moment, and I was
sure that I would be just another dead slave if the wizard found it missing.
So I put it back and locked the door.

Next, I headed outside to the chicken pen. I loathed the place you know.
Twice every day I was forced to feed them. The rooster disliked me, and the
hens pecked at my feet. I had to muck the coop, and chicken coops thrive on
most unpleasant smells. All this plus killing an unlucky bird for the wizard’s
weekly chicken supper! As I said, it was not my favorite place, but it was
quick work to catch one of the hens and pluck a feather to put away fora
spell. With this done, I ventured down the mountain for the first time in my
life.

Question: That must have been quite an experience. What was going
through your mind as you were doing this?
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~ You must understand that Manannan’s house sat on the top of a lone

mountain overlooking much of the land of Llewdor. From that perch I was
able to see a world I had never been to. So at first an overwhelming elation
came over me, one of freedom and abandon. I came very close to terminal
stupidity in those first few minutes, imagining myself able to run completely
away from my master and to disappear into the vast world that was absorbing
me. But then I discovered why the wizard always teleported himself to and
from his home.

The path was a killer. It was narrow, steep, and twisting. The footing was
treacherous and threatened to pull my feet out from under me at any step.
Often on that walk I could easily have plunged to my sure death. If there were
an easier way down to the world below, I would gladly have taken it.

When I did reach the bottom, though, I immersed myself in the colors and
smells and sounds I had only been able to imagine before. Birdsongs I had
never known filled my ears. Above me an eagle soared slowly—in all my
life I had only seen eagles soaring below me as I viewed them from atop the
mountain. In the trees chipmunks or squirrels chattered to each other in a
language 1 did not understand. I drank of the world I had never known, turning
my face to the sun, spreading my arms, and letting the feeling of the unknown
enter through all my senses, through all my body.

I didn’t stand there too long because I knew I must soon return back up
that dreaded path, and I wanted to explore a little before that time. I had an
idea where some things were because I had been gazing on them all of my
life, but I needed to experience the great desert and put my hand in a flowing
stream.

As it turned out, the desert began a very short way west of where the path
deposited me. I knew deserts were hot and desolate places, but I had never
expected the sand to shimmer like water, making waves in the air. In the
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distance I spied a figure moving quickly. At first I thought it was human, the
first entirely new person in my life, but I changed my mind as it came closer
and I spied things squirming around its head, as if under their own power. I
had read of mirages and dismissed this as such, turning my back and returning
to the path where I had descended. That act saved my life, as I was to discover
later.

To the east of where I had come down, the country was much different. A
blue and white stream sparkled through an area of occasional trees—birches
and pines, I think. Just across the small stream was a large black opening in
the side of a hill. I spent a moment listening to the stream’s liquid sighing
and dipping my hands therein, tasting the water, cold and sweet. Upon closer
inspection the opening appeared to be the entrance to a cave, somewhat deep,
with a faint glow barely visible within the blackness. A huge, thick spider
web was stretched across the cave’s front. I would have attempted to enter
the cave at that moment, but I was stopped by the sound of something large
moving in the tree above me. A quick glance in the sound’s direction alerted
me to the presence of a giant spider lurking in wait for something to get stuck
in the web. My hand stopped inches from the sticky strands, and I retreated
again to my main landmark, the path.

The path down from Manannan’s house continued south into the trees. I
wanted to follow ita ways, but the time I had allotted myself was almost used
up, and I had to return to the house before the magician’s arrival. As I turned
to tread my careful way back up the mountain, I gazed on the eagles still
winging in joyous flight through the air. I was sure they had no cruel master
to take away their freedom.

A feather tumbled slowly down as I watched, doubtless lost by one of the
great birds. I rushed to it as it touched the ground and took it, for I recalled
itto be an ingredient for one of the spells in Manannan’s great book. I brushed
it against my cheek and hoped it would help bring me the freedom I was
seeking.
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Then I turned and set my steps toward home.

Question: You made it back OK. I assume. Did Manannan discover what
- youwere doing during his absence?
]

I made it back sweating, both from the perilous climb and the fear that I
had misjudged the time of my own absence. The curses that escaped my lips
as I arrived would sear your ears if I repeated them. I hated my master even
more for that mountain path.

Manannan was still a little time from returning, however. I went at once
tomy room to conceal my treasures and take stock of my situation. I unrolled
upon my cot the parchment I had taken from the wizard’s closet so that I
could use it to list what I had and as a reminder of that which I should try to
obtain. You might imagine my surprise when I found the blank sheet was
now a map showing the places I had explored during my brief outing. This
filled only some of the parchment. As I moved my finger across it, a luminous
arrow seemed to follow, and the word "TELEPORT" hovered above the
page. [ reached and touched my other hand to the word floating magically
there.

I had come close to death several times during my trip down from
Manannan’s mountain stronghold, but at this moment I faced complete
disaster.

The map was magic, of course, but I did not know that my action would
transport me elsewhere. Poof! In a blink I was standing on the path at the
foot of the mountain once again, the same place where my finger was resting
on the parchment I still held. I was amazed, yes. But I was also terrified that
I was not in my master’s house and it was nearly time for his return.

I performed the same actions again, only this time my finger pointed to
Manannan’s house. Nothing happened: I stayed at the foot of the mountain.
Several more times I tried, but I did not move. Panicked, and with time—and
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my life!—running out, I ran back up the path. How I survived that mad dash
was a miracle. Cuts and scrapes covered my hands and elbows by the time I
was in my room, but I had succeeded in arriving before the wizard. The map
went under the bed, and as I finished dusting myself off, I heard my master
returning.

So, to finally answer your question, no. Manannan did not notice anything
amiss when he returned; he merely demanded to be fed. I went to the kitchen
and brought him a piece of fruit, and he just gobbled it and went about his
business. I don’t even think he noticed my knees shaking.

Question: Were you able to get rid of the wizard then?

Oh, not at all. I only had the ingredients for two spells, neither of which
would dispose of my master.

As I performed the chores Manannan demanded of me, I realized I had
what was needed to turn myself into an eagle or into a fly. I resolved to
attempt making the spells as soon as the wizard retired to his sleep.

After some time he announced, as he did at the same time each evening,
that he was going to sleep. I went straight to my room, prepared to make the
best use of the time I would have to work.

His snores greeted me at the top of the stairs, so I took all that I had hidden
and went straight to my master’s study. There I retrieved the magic wand
and opened the trapdoor down to the secret laboratory.

I took some saffron from one shelf, made sure I had all else that was needed
for the spells, and opened the massive book to page IV. I read the directions
carefully and followed them exactly. I recited the verses clearly and distinctly
and waved the magic wand with only a slightly trembling hand. From what
[ knew from reading about magic, I would be the first to know if I had made
a mistake. It would not be a pleasant experience. |
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Nothing bad happened to me, so I took a close look at the vial of magic
essence. Only a slight glow from within betrayed its magic property. So far,
50 good.

Next, I looked at the map and pointed to the bottom of the path. Hoping
the map wasn’t a one-time deal, I touched the word "TELEPORT." Poof!
Success. Now to find some more ingredients, if possible, and go back to get
my revenge on Manannan.

Question: It couldn’t have been that easy, could it?

I should have been so lucky!

First I wandered south, following the path that extended down the moun-
tain. I moved through a sparse forest, looking everywhere and listening to
the sounds of the birds and other animals. In a short while, I stumbled upon
a trim cottage with a thatched roof and smoke wafting out the chimney. A
small flower garden was abloom in front. I thought someone in the house
could help me, but my repeated knocks brought no reply.

Unwilling at the time to enter without permission, I turned east and walked
until I came to the top of a tall, steep dune overlooking the ocean. A beach
stretched below me, and as my eyes followed it north, I saw outlined a pier
reaching into the sea, and a small town.

"Here," I thought, "is where I want to go."

An old oak, covered with moss, shaded me where I stood. As I made to
leave, I noticed a dried sprig of gray-green hanging from one of the branches.
It was mistletoe. I recognized it from pictures in Manannan’s books. This I
took, for it was an ingredient listed in Manannan’s spell book.

The town was the same small seaport I had been looking down on for years.
It was not much more than a general store where people could get food and
supplies, a tavern where sailors might go to drink and swap tales, and a few
houses.
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I entered the store and there met the only other person I had ever seen in
my life. Short of stature and of hair, the shopkeeper smiled at me with an
emotion I had never known until that time—humor. Upon his shelves were
many of the things I had come down the mountain to obtain, but the
shopkeeper would part with none of them unless I gave him gold. My course
was now clear—get some gold!

A dog lay sleeping in one corner of the shop. During my bondage I had
had scant experience with animals other than chickens, bugs, and vermin, so
I took the opportunity to touch the dog— his name was Kenny, I believe. As
I petted the beast, a tuft of fur came off on my hand. I started to wipe it away,
but realized that this, too, could be used in making magic. So I kept the dog
fur and left.

The tavern I entered next. Its occupants were bottles of wine and rum, a
pair of evil-looking men who were bragging about hurting people, and a large
person with long, blond hair, wearing a dress that left most of the chest
exposed. I had met my first woman. All looked upon me as an intruder. I
moved into the shadows of a corner and tried to eavesdrop on what they were
saying, but I could make out no distinct words.

This was as good a chance as any to try out my magic potion. I dipped the
fly wings in the essence. Zip! I turned into a fly. The magic really worked!

Buzzing right up to the men, I sat glued on the wall and listened to them
talk about robbing and looting travelers, and how they hid their ill-gotten
gains high in a big tree. They mentioned a hidden ladder for getting into the
hideout, and how one of them always guarded the treasure.

Not knowing how long the flyspell would last, I buzzed out. Perhaps I
could find their loot and get some gold for myself. Rob robbers, so to speak.
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~ Question: Well, did you?

Eventually. You see, I didn’t know where the bandits’ treehouse was, so
I had to go looking for it. At the same time, I had to be mindful of how late
the hour was getting. I didn’t want Manannan to wake and not find me at
home.

North from town took me back to the stream I had been to before. The
spider’s web that covered the cave was still waiting to catch the unwary, and
the mysterious glow was still beckoning in the darkness.

Flush with my first magical success, I decided to take care of the waiting
spider and explore the cave. An eagle, I knew, should be able to take care of
a big spider.

I dipped the eagle feather into the essence. Whoosh! I was flying! Unfor-
tunately I knew I had but a few moments in this form, so I swooped down
onthe big bug, grasped it in my beak and dropped it into the ocean. No sooner
had I returned to the cave mouth than I returned to my real form. I was
exhilarated from my flight; the freedom of the skies made me crave my
personal freedom even more.

Inside the cave, the faint light became much brighter. It came from a giant
crystal ball that pulsed with all the colors of the rainbow. As I stared, strange
music filled the air, and I noticed a figure standing behind the ball. At that
moment, my entire life shattered.

The person in the cave was an oracle, one who told the future. As she
spoke, her words were reflected by visions in the glass. She spoke of the
kingdom of Daventry, and how it had been invaded by a three-headed dragon
years ago. I heard of how the land was devastated and the people terrified.
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And I learned that each year a maiden was sacrificed to the monster, and that
this year the sacrificial one was to be my sister! Time was running out for
her, my parents, and Daventry!

I slumped to the ground in astonishment. Parents! A sister! In an instant I
was a new person, one with a family I did not know. My sister was a princess!
They all were in danger! Was I a prince? I was the only one who could help
them. Could I? Could I even save myself from my current predicament?

Even as I pondered these thoughts, the oracle handed me something. "Here
is a small stone of amber. Use it wisely, my friend!" With that, the oracle
slumped into a sleep-like trance, much like death.

Question: So, one moment you were Gwydion the slaveboy, and the next
you're Prince Alexander of Daventry?

No, not really. The oracle never told me my true name. I didn’t learn that
until later.

I was in turns elated, depressed, and most of all confused as I continued
searching for the bandits’ den. Too many new ideas and too much excitement
had come upon me in too short a time. I wandered past the mountain path,
west again to the desert’s edge, and then turned south. It was here the bandits
found me.

I don’t think I had gone more than five paces when I was set upon by a
group of thugs. They beat me and kicked me. Then they robbed me of all I
had while I was on the ground. In an instant, all was lost—my map, the amber
stone, the magic-making ingredients, the magic essence—everything. All
was lost! Why had I brought all of those things with me? By the time I had
recovered my senses, all I could do was press on. It mattered not to me if I
were caught and punished by Manannan. I was doomed already, and so was
my family and Daventry!
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I dusted off and continued south, and as quickly as my fortunes had
changed for the worse, they reversed themselves yet again. This time it was
in my favor.

Evidently the bandits had caught me as they were leaving their hideout. I
had staggered but a short way south when I came across a large oak tree with
a good-sized hole in its base. My attackers had spoken of such as I listened
in on them disguised as a fly. At once I knelt and reached into the hole. A
rope was there as they had described it; I pulled it down and a ladder tumbled
down out of the giant tree’s branches, stopping a hand’s width away from
touching the ground. I rushed over to it in order to climb up.

As 1 did so, I noticed the ground around the tree was littered with acorns,
dropped to the ground, perhaps, as aresult of the cutthroats’ constant comings
and goings. I scrambled around and was able to find a few dried ones for
later—if there ever was a later—magical experiment. Then it was time to
visit the thieves’ den.

As always, I had nothing to lose; sure death waited in Manannan’s hands.
Up the rungs I climbed and arrived at a house built in the branches. I peeked
inside, looking to find the guard. There was one, so I ducked out before he
saw me. Waiting outside the door to the thieves’ den exercised my patience
and courage but, as I have said, I was desperate and had nothing to lose. After
awhile, I peeked again. This time it appeared the scruffy guard had taken to
sleep. His head rested in his arms on the table, and his breathing was deep
and regular.

On tiptoe I crept in, hoping the floor boards would not squeak. Looking
about I saw a pouch on the table near the sleeping desperado’s hand. I lifted
it from near his fingers. It was heavy—Ilater I found the purse to contain eight
gold coins.

In the far corner there was a bin. I opened this carefully and found inside
all of my stolen possessions. They must have hidden them there right after
leaving me for dead.
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It was amoment’s quiet work to retrieve my things and creep back outside.
Turnabout being fair play, I had robbed the robbers. Back down the ladder,
I fled to town.

Question: [ hope things went more smoothly after that.

Things never went easy for me. Remember, while all this was going on,
my master was getting closer to waking from his sleep. Anyway, Llewdor is
not large, and the town was due east of the hideout. I was able to get back to
the store without incident.

This time the shopkeeper was more talkative. He saw the color of my gold
and extolled the quality of his wares. I spent four of my coins buying salt,
lard, fish oil, and a leather pouch. On the way out, I gave Ken, the dog, an
ear scratch. Things seemed to be looking up a bit.

Anyway, I felt I had stretched my luck a bit on that trip down, so I looked
at the magic map and tried again to teleport home.

Question: Nothing happened, right?

Wrong. 1 did get teleported, but not to Manannan’s. Where I ended up was
at the bottom of the path. I guess the magic map just didn’t want to go up the
mountain, or something. Anyway, I had another slippery trek ahead of me.

When I finally made it inside—after another harrowing, slow, and painful
climb—I rushed straight to my master’s study to see if I had been discovered.
All was as I had abandoned it, so I closed the trapdoor, moved the books
back in place, and then put the magic wand back in the cabinet exactly as
had found it.

Back upstairs I peeked into my master’s bedroom to find him still snoring,
sounding much like the pig he once had me slaughter. Moving to my room,
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 Ihid everything I had under my bed. The wizard would be awakening soon,
and there was no time to do anything else. So I composed myself and waited
for him to make his presence known, which happened soon enough.

"Gwydion, empty my chamber pot!" came the shout, and life temporarily
returned to normal again in the wizard’s house.

~ Question:  You obviously couldn’t do much for yourself while Manannan
- was at home. What was going through your mind as you performed your
duties?

Having tasted freedom and knowledge, I was even more eager to be done
with my master and be gone. I had all I needed to make what the grimoire—
the spell book—called a "cat cookie," and I was determined to prepare the
concoction during the wizard’s next absence and hide it in his next meal. If
I served it to him plain, I was sure he would recognize it and probably
terminate my life quite painfully. This was something I was trying to avoid.

A quick trip down the mountain to obtain anything else I could find would
come first; second, back to the laboratory to fix the cookie; third, I would fix
Manannan, good and proper. If all worked out as I planned, I would have the
time to create as many other spells as I could and then head off to Daventry.
How I would get home I still wasn’t sure. Perhaps a ship might be sailing
there from the port, or maybe I could use the teleportation spell. Whatever,
Manannan had to be eliminated first.

I was just returning to my cot when the wizard appeared in front of me.
He announced he was taking another journey, and that he would be hungry
when he returned. Poof! Gone again. It was time for me, too, to make a
journey. This time I decided to take Manannan’s hand mirror with me in case
I had to go looking into any more small dark places. Quickly, I was in his
room and removed it from its place in the vanity drawer. Next into my room
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to collect my things. I opened up and used the magic map. In an instant I was
outside the oracle’s cave.

Question: Why there? And why did you haul all those things with you when
you left?

As for the second question, I was never sure what  might need. Remember,
I had never been out into the world before. It just seemed right at the time,
and my bag had room for it all.

Why the cave? There were blank squares on Manannan’s map, places
where I had not yet ventured. Included in that unknown—the "terra incog-
nita"—was the desert where I knew I must go to collect a piece of cactus.
My plan was to enter the desert at its northernmost point and travel south,
looking for the plant and anything else which might be helpful. It was a
straight shot west to that part of the desert from the cave.

I teleported to the oracle’s cave, also, because of the stream that flowed in
front of it. Another thing I needed to collect was a spoonful of mud, and near
water would be a good place to get mud, one would think.

Well, there was none at the cave, it was too rocky. Just a little west of
there, in the direction I was heading, the stream’s bank finally did turn to
mud. Using my kitchen spoon, I was able to scoop it out and leave my fingers
clean.

At the very point where the grass disappeared into the sand, I looked deep
into the desolation. To the west it stretched as far as my eyes could see and
gave every indication of being a place in which one could easily get lost. The
sun blinded me as I looked in that direction, although when I squinted I
thought I could make out a silhouette in the distance.

"Another mirage. Just take a few steps in, then go south," I told myself.
"It’s better for my eyes and I won’t get lost." With that thought, I stepped
into that harsh place and turned immediately south.
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..Averting my eyes, I quickly showed the mirror to Medusa
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I mentioned earlier that turning away from the desert on my first trip had
saved my life, although I didn’t know that at the time. This time, as I moved
south, I could notice the "mirage" coming closer to me and closing quickly.
The moving mass on the head of the figure resolved itself in that instant—
snakes. I could hear them hiss and glimpse them writhing their separate
bodies. All this I saw in a flash from the corner of my eye and heard through
the ringing of my ears.

I might say that Manannan twice saved my life at that instant. In the books
he had allowed me to read, I had learned the story of the medusas, creatures
with snakes instead of hair. Their faces were so hideous that one full glance
would turn someone to stone. Thanks to my master, I now knew what I faced,
but I couldn’t face it, so to speak!

A hero, once, had defeated one of the creatures by showing it its own
reflection in a polished shield. I had no shield, but I did have Manannan’s
mirror. Averting my eyes, I quickly showed the mirror to Medusa. My
master’s mirror won the day. Her scream was as hideous as her face must
have been, but it lasted just an instant, cut off as she was turned to stone by
the sight of her own image. After a few minutes of hearing no sounds—no
sound of movement near me other than rocks cracking from the sun’s heat—I
dared look.

Even as a statue, the creature was appallingly ugly. The snakes had frozen
with venom still hanging from the tips of their fangs, doomed to spend
eternity without falling. The less I say about the face the better, although I
did speculate that she would make a fair mate for my master.

On the ground, not far from the new statue, I saw something dry and
crumpled. Looking closer I realized it was the skin of a snake, although it
did not look as if it came from one of Medusa’s pets. Another victim of the
desert most likely. Gently I took it, for it could easily crumple, and carried

it with me.
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Praying that no more of the serpent-headed creatures prowled the sands,
[continued my southerly course. I trudged that way for some time, looking
at every cactus in my path, but all were too thorny for me to take. At last,
growing in the shade of a large rock, I noticed an unusual cactus without all
the stickers, juicy and succulent in the parched land. This, too, I added to my
anti-wizard collection.

Snakes and lizards were my gabbering companions as I finished that part
of my trek in the southernmost desert. A glance at the map told me I had
covered most of Llewdor except for the eastern seaboard. I thought I would
walk there, paying another visit to the cottage in the woods on my way.

Dew glistened on the charming flowers planted in front of the house, but
Ihad no way to take any of the liquid. Disappointed, I walked to the door. A
small sign hung there:

The Bear Family
Papa Bear
Mama Bear
Baby Bear

Welcome! Our Home Is Your Home!

I knocked as I had done before. As was the case the last time, there was
no answer. This time I decided to let myself in.

Question: Why this time and not the last?

Experience I think. I had been through a lot since I had come there last, so
I had more confidence. Then there was the dew on the flowers. I needed
something to collect it with, and maybe that something was inside. Also, I



136
King’s Quest

hadn’t known about Daventry and my family then; I was now in a double
rush both to rid myself of the wizard and to rescue my unknown homeland.

Inside, a fire burned away cheerily in the fireplace. A plank table in the
room’s center was flanked by three chairs, a huge oversized, overstuffed easy
chair—easily large enough to comfortably seat a bear—a regular straight-
backed chair, and one baby-sized chair. On the table were three bowls of
what tasted like porridge. I shouted "Hello!," but still there was no reply.

Upstairs was a bedroom with three beds—giant-, normal-, and baby-sized.
The place was a bit untidy, as if it had not been swept in a while. Coarse
reddish-brown hair was all over as if some large animal, or animals, had been
shedding their winter fur. Bears perhaps? Things were beginning to look
ominous.

The only other thing there was a dresser in one corner, so I opened a drawer
to look inside. A thimble rested among some mended clothes. Now I had
found something in which to collect dewdrops!

As I'ran back down the stairs, the steaming bowls of food gave me an idea.
Porridge would be a perfect dish in which to conceal a magic cookie. I took
one of the bowls from the table as I left; the smallest one seemed just right
and easiest to carry. Then I was out the door.

Outside I knelt by the flower patch and collected as much dew as I could.
Keeping my thumb firmly over the thimble’s opening to prevent the drops
from spilling, I hurried toward the sea. All the while I thought of what I had
taken from the house. Necessity had prompted me to do something that I am
not sure was right. Someday, after everything settles down here, I intend to
go back and repay those folks in the forest. I, my family, and Daventry owe
them much. I hope that my thievery is a burden they can bear.
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Question: Why go to the ocean?

I wanted to complete the map. I wanted to see if I might find something I
could use against Manannan. I wanted to collect some seawater that I needed
for one of the spells in the book. And I wanted to see if there was a ship that
might take me to Daventry. Are those enough reasons?

Anyway, I followed north along the top of the steep dunes, passing through
town until the country began to level. Where the small stream wiggled out
of the woods and poured itself into the sea, I was able to make my way to
theedge of the surf. There I filled my cup with seawater, and elation overcame
me. All I had risked my life to obtain was now mine, and all I had to do now
was get back to Manannan’s house and make the cat cookie. Then I would
get back at him, good and proper.

On the other hand, I had to get back to the house with a cup of seawater
in one hand, and a thimbleful of dew in the other.

Question: I'm sure that’s easier said than done.

You might say that. I was fortunate in that my adventures hunting and
gathering had not taken too long a time; it gave me the opportunity to inch
up the slippery path with the extra care my burden needed. To anyone who
might have been watching me making my snail’s progress up the slope, I
must have looked a comical sight. With one hand cupped over the container
of seawater and the other tightly squeezing the thimble of dew, I was forced
to hold my arms straight out from my sides to keep my balance. The more
treacherous portions found me crawling, using my bleeding elbows for
leverage. But at last I did get back.



138
King’s Quest

As soon as I entered the wizard’s house, I made directly for his secret
laboratory. Through the trapdoor and down the steps I went. Putting aside
all that I did not need, and making double sure of having what I did require,
I took the mandrake root powder from the back shelf. At Manannan’s
worktable, I opened the book to the indicated page and followed each step
to the letter. After reciting the verses, and waving the magic wand, I was left
with a round, flat cookie with cat hairs sticking fromit. [ know that if someone
had offered it to me looking like that, I would not have eaten it.

Actually, I had time to cast two spells. While creating the magic stone for
teleporting at random, I began to notice that time itself seems to stop when
the magical craft is being practiced. It seemed I could stand there working
for the longest while and find later that but little time had gone by.

With the two spells finished, I left the laboratory as I found it and went
back upstairs. For the last time, I pushed the lever to close the trap and moved
the books into their proper place. For the last time, I put the magic wand back
into its cabinet and locked it away. For the last time, I hid my loot under the
cot in my bare room.

I crumbled the cookie into the bowl of porridge. In that form, at least, it
looked edible. This alone I carried to the kitchen, where 1 waited for
Manannan’s return.

I may have dozed a bit as I waited for my master in the kitchen, for his
voice and sudden appearance startled me.

"I have returned, Gwydion, and I am ready to eat."

“Yes, master."

He disappeared from the kitchen as quickly as he came. Taking the
porridge, I found the old wizard sitting impatiently at the table.

"Hurry with my food!"

"Anything you say, master!"

I held my breath as I placed the poisoned porridge in front of Manannan.
He snatched it from me before it had even touched the table, and he began
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o greedily devour all that was in the bowl. My late master’s table manners
were atrocious. Slurping and grunting and picking his nose, he shoveled

~ down his gullet anything that was put in front of him.

Some sweat, I’'m sure, beaded my forehead as I waited to see if the magic

cookie worked. As he finished, Manannan gave me another of his cold,

- withering looks. Poof! My master was gone as usual, whisked from the table.

No sooner had I begun to think that I had failed than I heard the sound of
a cat caterwauling at my feet. There stood Manannan on all four furry feet.
I was sure it was he from the smeared porridge still on his whiskered face.
[ was free!

Question: Can you describe your feelings at that instant?

I think I had no really strong feelings at that moment, except happiness,
of course, and relief. I felt as if I had been holding great chains my entire life,
and they were now gone. I didn’t cry, or laugh, or scream to the heavens with
joy. Some things, I have learned, are just too large to encompass the moment
they happen.

Ikicked Manannan once to get him out of my sight, not too hard, but firmly
enough to convince him as to who the new master of the house was. That
was about it. I had no time to reflect and celebrate because I had a sister and
a family and a kingdom still to save.

I must admit that I walked slowly back to my room to retrieve my things.
There was no threat of being punished for dawdling, and I savored the
moment of returning there for the last time. And I also walked slowly down
to the the secret laboratory in order to prepare as many of the other spells for
whichI had ingredients. When I left there,  had no intention of ever returning.
I still don’t.

With the cactus and its juice I was able to create an invisibility ointment;
with the dog fur, chicken feather, and snake skin I made a magic dough that
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allowed me to understand what animals had to say; with the ocean water and
mud I made the brew of storms. Soon all was finished. Using the magic map
I teleported straight to Llewdor, ready to take on the world—and a three-
headed dragon.

I was not prepared to take on pirates.

Question: Pirates?

Oh, yes. There were pirates all right, but I didn’t meet them at first. First
I explored around the countryside again, looking for any more stray bits of
information, weapons, tools, or people who might help me. People, tools,
and weapons were in short supply that day, but I did turn up more information
about myself in places I would not have suspected.

Birds and animals see and hear much in this world, much more than we
ever credit them. They talk about these things amongst themselves, much as
people do. When I put the magic dough that I had made into my ears, it
allowed me to overhear the conversations of many of the creatures of
Llewdor. Much of what I heard was on the order of catching worms or the
winter’s nut supply, but some concerned me directly. From a pair of birds
singing in a pine tree I heard, once again, that I had a sister. But they went
on to mention that my sister was my twin. Scurrying about a large rock, one
squirrel told another that it was too bad I didn’t know my real parents were
King Graham and Queen Valanice; indeed, they thought it sad that I was a
prince and didn’t know it.

A lizard in the desert told another that it looked as if I were running away
from Manannan and they wondered how long it might be before I was caught
and punished by the wizard. In all, my plight was well known to the birds
and beasts of the land. They pitied me and hated Manannan.

I used one other of Manannan’s spells as I wandered the countryside. At
first I used the magic map to move me about quickly; all I had to do was
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point to someplace I had been and I could teleport myself there. Then I
thought to try the wizard’s "Teleportation At Random" spell. Perhaps it
would take me somewhere I had yet to discover.

Whenever I rubbed the magic stone—poof!—I would be somewhere else,
but where that somewhere else was to be, I could not predict. Once I ended
back in the laboratory; another time, on the mountain path. After one rub
~ dropped me in the middle of the desert, totally lost and afraid another medusa
might appear, I decided to put the magic stone away until I might need it in
an emergency. Of course, I prayed for a scarcity of emergencies and contin-

ued my way by map and foot.

- Inthe end, I arrived at the Western Sea, although it is only called that in
Daventry. In Llewdor, the Western Sea kisses the easternmost coast, but then
there are stranger things in this world than how we name our oceans.

In the distance, a sailing ship sat tied up near the pier. I walked up to it,
seeing firsthand the planks and riggings I had only read of before. She had
the smell of the sea about her; not just the smell of seawater, but also of tar
and spices and rancid oils. The aroma of sailors, too long unwashed, drifted
from one porthole. A short gangway connected the ship to the pier, and an
old seaman had been set to guard it. His skin was like ancient, cracked leather,
and his voice was cracked also, as if the man’s throat was entirely used up.
Few words and less time did the sailor have for me. "Scram" was about the
extent of his reply when I asked about passage.

That’s why I walked into the town tavern again. The loud sounds of bawdy
songs and tall seatales shivered the timbers of the establishment, punctuated
often by shouts of "More rum!" aimed at the blond barmaid. They were a
rough-looking crew, bearing much resemblance to the bandits I had met there
before. They were different individuals, to be sure, but they seemed the same
kind of men.

I didn’t know they were pirates. There was no way I could tell; my
experience of the world was still greatly limited at the time. I approached the
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largest man of the group, the one wearing the gaudiest clothing. He and his
men were talking about setting sail later that day for a distant land across the
ocean. They may have mentioned Daventry, but the noise was too great to
make out all the words being spoken.

The captain looked at me through drunken eyes, and it was the same
expression Manannan wore when he was thinking up some particularly foul
punishment to inflict on me. He promised that he could provide passage for
me, for a price.

"Let’s me see how much ya got," he slurred. I took out the purse to count
my remaining coins, but the captain snatched it out of my hand before I had
finished.

"Aye, lad, I'll gives ya passage,” he said, fondling my gold. "We’ll wait
for ya at the wharf, but not fer long!" With that the whole drunken crew drank
up and left. The barmaid looked at me with alarm on her face, but I rushed
after the men. They were my only way home.

Question: When did you find out they really were pirates?

The moment I set foot aboard ship, they raised the gangplank and grabbed
me, twisting my arms behind my back. All of my possessions were taken,
and I was thrown into the cargo hold. It hurt when I landed.

Despite this, things could have been a whole lot worse. For one thing,
although I didn’t know it at the time, the ship was heading for Daventry; it
could have been going elsewhere. Also, while I was a "guest" in the ship’s
hold, Ilearned where the cutthroats had buried their treasure. This came about
as I was exploring my prison.

The cargo hold extended the entire length of the ship. It was broken into
three areas, all connected, filled with crates and boxes of different sizes, none
of which I was able to open. The part of the hold in which I had landed was
directly under a rope ladder that dangled down through a hole. It was the
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only way in and out of where I was. One of the larger crates was set directly
under the ladder, but it was too high for me to get up on so I could reach the
ladder.

Forward from where I had been pitched were the other two compartments,
and in the middle one I found a small crate light enough for me to lift and
carry. My idea was to use the small crate to get high enough to get on the
larger one. As I was picking the box up, I disturbed a number of mice, which
along with rats, I have read, infest all sailing vessels. Two of the vermin were
chatting about how the captain and his mate were talking about where they
had hidden their ill-gotten gains.

"Five paces east of the palm tree where they put ashore in Daventry," one
said. "I sure wish we could do something about it!" replied the other. Their
conversation then turned to fear of cats, and I heard nothing more of any
interest to me, although I suspect the mice might disagree with me on that
point!

Question: You found out about pirate treasure from mice?

Magic dough in my ears, remember? At the time, the information was
interesting, and tempting, but I had no idea I’d be able to put it to practical
use.

Anyway, I took the crate, dropped it beside the taller one, and then jumped
on it. From there I was able to jump on top of the big crate, and from there,
jump up and grab the ladder. Not hearing any noises above, I climbed up and
stuck my head through the opening.

The ladder continued up above me to the top deck. I was on the second
deck by the ship’s wheel. No one seemed to be about at the moment. In front
of me, on the other side of one of the ship’s large masts, was a lifeboat with
a shovel beside it. Beyond that were the crew’s berths. There was no luxury
there; the crew’s quarters, with their thin blankets and hard cots, reminded
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me of my accommodations at Manannan’s house. Even as I peered inside, I
could see fleas jumping furiously from cot to cot. Lice, I’'m sure, also found
a cozy home there.

As I moved back to the rear of the ship, I came upon the captain’s
stateroom. The furnishings were almost elegant—a comfortable bed, a large
sea chest, and a desk and chair. Above the desk was a chart showing the route
the craft was taking. We were to land at the foot of a mountain range on the
northern coast of what appeared to be a small continent. We were heading
toward Daventry; the chart agreed with maps I had seen at Manannan’s. I
was going home, if I could survive the journey!

A quick search of the captain’s desk turned up nothing, but when I opened
his chest, I discovered all my posessions. I took them all and made sure the
chest was closed after I finished. That’s when I pushed my luck too far.

I climbed up the ladder to the deck. The bright sun and the reflections from
the waves dazzled me as I popped through to the open air. For a moment I
thought I might escape detection. I crept to the ship’s rear and looked into a
doorway I had noticed earlier. The ship’s cook saw me though, so I fled back
into the sun. Just as I reached the ladder going down, a couple of rough sailors
caught up with me.

"Back down belows deck, ya go, me matey. If we catches ya again, ye'll
walk the plank!"

Once again I found myself in the cargo hold. Once again my body hurt
from the fall. And once again my belongings had been stolen from me. This
was becoming a habit that I didn’t need.

Question: So, there you are stuck below deck, threatened with death if
you're caught again. How did you escape?
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Patience is an art that I was forced to learn in order to survive my late
master, and it was patience that carried me through my crisis. All I did was
wait, and think.

Upon reflection, I realized that if I could get back to the captain’s trunk, I
had apouch of powder that would put people to sleep. With the crew sleeping,
Imight be able to swim ashore. First, though, I had to wait until we got near
our destination, and then I had to get the powder back. I ignored the
possibility of turning myself into an eagle and attempting to fly, because I
didn’t know how far from shore I might be. Eagles may be mighty birds, but
they cannot fly forever.

SoI sat and waited. And I waited. And I waited some more. I waited until
the ship’s lookout cried "Land ho!" I had figured that the crew would be so
busy preparing to make landfall that they would have no time to keep an eye
out for their prisoner. I also figured the captain would be on deck with them
at the time. My assumptions proved correct.

I had waited the endless hours on top of the large crate under the ladder.
Pausing but a few moments to allow the crew to get on deck, I hurried up the
ladder to the captain’s cabin and retrieved what the pirates had taken. Then
it was back down the ladder into the hold—the dank, dark place necessary
for casting the spell. Moments after reciting the magic words, complete quiet
came over the ship. Up, again, I went. It turned out that there was no way I
could move the lifeboat by myself, so I took the shovel instead. Maybe I'd
have a chance to dig for that buried treasure.

The ship’s deck was littered with slumbering sailors. Stepping over their
bodies, I walked to the front of the vessel where I could see land not too far
off to the east. Overboard I jumped, and began swimming as fast as I could
toward the shore. I had almost made it when the shark showed up.



146
King’s Quest

It was a race I could have easily lost, but an extra burst of speed, followed
by a quick zig, and then a faster zag, brought me to land before I became the
shark’s supper. Breathing hard, I collapsed for a moment and let the sun dry
my body and calm my soul. The escape had been much too close.

Question: Frightening, to say the least. You looked for the treasure, |
assume?

Itreally was but a moment’s work. Only one palm tree waved on the beach
where I was, and it seemed the same beach as the one marked as the pirates’
destination. I put my back to the tree and marched off the five paces.

The small wooden chest was not buried very deeply in the soft sand. It was
warped and tarnished on the outside, but inside were gems and pearls, and
gold and silver. It wasn’t very light, but I decided to haul it with me anyway.

Daventry! I was finally home. Not really, of course. I still had to find the
castle, and I had no idea where that might be. Nonetheless, the excitement
of being where I was, and the realization of what I had done to get there, shot
through me like lightening. With a burst of energy and enthusiasm such as|
had never known, I began hiking toward the giant snow-peaked mountains
that lay in front of me.

It took a little searching to find the path that started me up the slopes. It
began a little to the northeast of where I dug the treasure and immediately
moved west, straight to a stop against a large boulder. I climbed the face of
that boulder, slowly because of the weight I was carrying, and because there
were not many hand- or footholds. Up and over I went until I was back on
the path to my destiny.

The mountains seemingly continued to march as if moving forever in front
of me. Higher and higher I climbed, the air getting colder and thinner as
went. Soon traces of snow drifted, breeze blown—not much, but enough to
put a sparkle in the sky. Below, a great and beautiful valley began to reveal

}
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itself. It was a very long way down, and the footing had become as treach-
erous as the path back to Manannan’s castle. Because of this, I forced myself
to move as slowly as I could and still stay warm.

Just past a small waterfall, the path ended in an eternal drop, straight down
to the valley below. To advance I was forced to climb up the falls, up into
the deep snows. I discovered another narrow path there, packed down as if
something large had been stomping through the snow. Soon I was to discover
just what that creature was.

Do you know what is tall, wide, hairy, and ugly and lives in the snow on
tall mountains? Since that time, I have discovered that the creature is known
to some as the Abominable Snowman. The name, I think, comes from its
smell, which makes the aroma of dirty sailors seem as sweet as that of rose
petal essence.

At the time I didn’t know what I spied there in front of me on the path, but
[knew I had to get pastit. I squatted in the snow and dipped the eagle feather
into the essence I carried. There was enough left to turn me into an eagle for
the second time. The creature had noticed me by then, and you should have
seen the look on its face when I changed form. Anyway, it left me alone as
[ soared by it.

This time the spell lasted for a much shorter time than it had previously. I
changed back to my own body not far past the monster, and right on the edge
of a precipice. I had no choice but to clamber down the south face; it was
that or face the Snowman.

The short, dangerous climb down to the small ledge immediately below
was merely a taste of what was to follow.

Question: It got worse?

You should have been there. I could have used some help.
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I had deposited myself on the sheer side of a cliff that was dotted with
caves. Below my ledge and to the side, other openings beckoned. The
problem was that from where I was, I couldn’t get to them, so I explored the
cave in front of me. It was extremely dark there, as you might imagine, but
after a few minutes of groping about, I emerged back into sunlight. I was on
one of the other ledges, high on the far east side of the cliff! I almost fell off
as I emerged, and told myself to be more careful—that brought me a chuckle!

I had no choice but to brave the cliff face this time. Moving to the far left
of my ledge, I began creeping my way on a diagonal to the ledge in the center
of the rock wall. There were just not enough holds for me to get there, though,
so I had to crawl straight down past it to the centermost of the three bottom
caves. Here I was forced back into the darkness, for I had barely enough room
to stand on the ledge, much less move.

This cave also was connected to another—the one on the far west of the
cliff. Here, too, the drop was abrupt. After some consideration I began rock
climbing yet again. Yet again I tried for the center ledge.

This was the hardest climb I have ever made. Straight up I went, the places
where I put my hands and feet so shallow that they may have only been
wishes. Straight up, and then away from the safe spot, and then up, over, and
down to it. From there, I went through the cave, emerging at a path heading
down in an easterly direction. Despite the slowness of my movements,
exhaustion from exertion began to overtake me. I sat there for some time
waiting for my strength to come back. After a bit, I began to descend from
the clouds in the direction of my true home.

As 1 journeyed down the eastern flank of those mountains, descending
through that land in the clouds, I became invigorated by the slowly returning 1
warmth that the lower elevations brought. The snow and rocks soon turned
to green grass and trees, and the path broadened into a veritable highway
compared to what I had just been over. It seemed as though the closer I came
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to the valley floor, the more I became convinced that the worst of my journey
Was OVer.

Question: And it was, of course. But surely you knew there might be a
dragon in your future?

A lesson we all learn in life, I suspect, is that when things start coming to
you too easily, then it’s time to watch where you’re going. In my case, 1
wasn’t watching, and when the road surface abruptly changed to air, I found
myself falling head over heels.

It wasn’t a great fall. Indeed, most of it was rolling and sliding down the
slope, but it was nasty enough for me to be reminded about how quickly death
can come when you start getting smug. I had finally arrived in my father’s
kingdom, and I hoped no one had seen my entrance.

Question: What thoughts went through your mind when you realized you
had finally arrived here?

Obviously I was shocked and depressed. I had expected a beautiful
country, a land of cool woods and blue lakes. Instead I was overwhelmed by
the devastation and destruction all around me.

Cracks had been torn in the earth, boulders were strewn all around as if
quakes had pulled them down from the mountain. A large, black cave was
at the mountain’s base with what appeared to be the remnants of door hinges
still hanging from the raw rock. I could see stone stairs leading up into the
cave’s interior, and I wondered where they led.

To the west the country looked as if it had once been beautiful. Now the
landscape was dotted with blasted trees and charred vegetation. A well stood
amid this sad scene, filled with rocks. I followed a stone wall north, passing
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through more scenes of what I now assumed to be signs of a dragon’s wrath.
Topping a short rise, my heart soared as I saw the spires of a grand castle in
the distance. I knew this must be the home of my true parents, and I moved
toward it as fast as I could.

At once I came across a run-down old shack—the first sight and sound of
life I had encountered since coming down the mountain. On the shack’s
collapsing porch sat an incredibly ancient little man. "Wizened," I think, is
the proper word to describe him, like the ragged pit of a fruit set to dry too
long in the sun. He was rocking away on a chair that must have been as old
as he was, and he was tooting a happy melody on a tin whistle. As I
approached closer, I was surprised to find a merry twinkle lighting eyes that
still shone with both life and intelligence.

"It’s about time you got here, Prince Alexander. Welcome home!"

At that moment the universe froze for me—I had finally learned who I
really was. I would have wept with relief and exhaustion, but the gnome
would not let me. Staring at me with a gaze that demanded respect and
attention, he went on to tell of the great dragon who was responsible for the
devastation I had encountered. The three-headed beast had demanded the
sacrifice of a maiden, and my own twin sister, Rosella, had been offered as
the kingdom’s ransom. Even as we spoke, she was in the clutches of the
fire-breathing monster, and her time was running out. She would be cinders
by sunset.

I listened to all the little man had to say. The king and queen, my parents,
were so overcome by grief and responsibility for their actions that they had
locked themselves away in the castle. All were turned away from there. Only
I, he told me, could save Rosella and Daventry, and if I didn’t get up the stairs
in the mountain to her soon, there would be no princess to rescue at all.

Like vengeance itself, I flew to the cave with the stairs. I wasn’t sure how
I would set Rosella free and kill the dragon, but I hoped I would think of
something. Up those rock- and pebble-strewn stairs I raced to their very top.
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There a large opening gave way to an expanse entirely surrounded by clouds,
strangely hot and moist at the same time. This place, too, was scorched, the
charred trunks of trees reaching to the sky like the arms of the dead begging
salvation. The clouds were so pervasive that I cautioned myself to pay
attention to where firm ground ended and clouds began.

Icould hear the sounds of a large body moving not far from me to the west.
As I crept there, I could see the massive beast, smoke drifting out of its six
nostrils, circling a girl who was bound to a stake. A corrosive fluid dripped
from all its maws and sizzled the ground when it splashed. Its scales were
covered with moisture, and where its claws gripped the ground, great gobs
of earth were ripped out.

Rosella was struggling to free herself. I could see her muscles straining
against the ropes, the veins and tendons of her neck quite visible from her
effort. She was screaming in terror, as would anyone faced with the sure
knowledge of being scorched to death at any moment by a reptile the size of
alarge house. I realized I couldn’t get close to the dragon at all because the
three heads allowed it to see in all directions at once.

Invisibility was the only answer, and I possessed the means to disappear
from sight. Rubbing the ointment on my body, I saw my arm fade from sight.
Intending a major diversion, I then took out the jar containing the storm brew.
If this spell also worked, I should have enough time to rescue Rosella, and
the rain would douse the dragon’s flames.

I was half right.

Invisibly, I crept right up near to the beast’s tail. I wanted to be very close
when I performed the spell, so the monster would get the full brunt of the
deluge. Stirring the storm brew with my finger, I recited the words to the sky
and waited for the rainstorm.

The spell calls a lightening and thunder storm; rain is secondary. The sky
blackened to night at once. CRACK! CRASH! BAM! BLAM! and a lot of
other explosive noises tore through the heavens. The lightening was harrow-
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ing in its ferocity. Deadly, too, for the bolts shot straight at the green monster
as if mating with it. Moments later it was dead, thundering the ground as its
bulk collapsed. The rain washed over me, and with it came the knowledge
that I had saved Rosella and, presumably, all of Daventry.

Wasting no time, I walked around the sizzling bulk, making sure to avoid
the unsure footing of the clouds, and untied my now-sobbing sister.

"Who are you?" she muttered.

"I am Prince Alexander, your twin brother," I announced. She looked as
if she didn’t quite believe me, something I could surely understand. But she
kept staring at me, trying to see her own face reflected in mine.

"I’ll explain it to you later," I told her. "Let’s get back to the castle." With
that, I gave Rosella a great hug of happiness and a kiss of vast affection on
the forehead.

"It’s so good to be home," I sobbed. "It’s so good to be home!"

I think that’s when Rosella believed me.

Question: And your first meeting with King Graham and Queen Valanice?

Other than hate and fear, emotions had been entirely absent from my life.
I had been living in a void, ignorant of love, joy, and triumph. That day I
experienced those emotions, fully and for the first time. With joyous shouts
we were met by the old gnome as we made our way to Castle Daventry.
Gleefully he ran ahead of us to announce our return to my parents. Around
us the aura of doom and oppression seemed washed away, as if by the great,
cleansing storm.

Banners waved as I entered the castle for the first time. I stared in awe at
the grandeur of its interior. The throne room, however, faded in front of my
eyes when I saw my parents for the first time. My father stood tall and proud,
every inch the way I had always imagined kings. My mother seemed the most
beautiful woman ever to have lived. Tears were in their eyes—and mine,
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too—as we just looked at each other for a few moments. The first words came
from Mother, and they seem almost funny in retrospect. Note well: they were
not.

"Alexander, where have you been all these years?"

"Rosella, you’re safe!"

With those words we all broke down in tears and began embracing each
other until all were exhausted from emotion. Merlin’s Mirror, which had been
dull since the night I was kidnapped, shone again, ready to foretell the future.
Miracle upon miracle seemed to descend upon us. Joy and happiness reigned
unbound.

My father took an old hat with a bright red feather from a peg by the throne
- and announced that, with his family together again finally, his own adven-
- turing days were over. In ecstasy he tossed the hat to Rosella and myself.

For a brief, shining, wonder-filled moment, the hat floated in air, slowly
soaring to our outstretched hands. It was the happiest moment in my life.

It should have lasted longer than it did.






Grave Matters

Excerpts from: Ten Days in Tamir—Vacation in Paradise. First
published in the "Telltale Traveler" section of the Bruce Banner,
whose motto is "If we see it or hear it, we print it.

It’s up to you to figure out what’s real!"
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m raveyards are far from common anywhere in this world, and to find
one as extensive and full of authentic atmosphere as the one in
east-central Tamir is worth a detour for any traveler. As always, bring along
some food and drink, wear sturdy walking shoes, and be prepared to spend
the day. For hardier souls, especially those with a taste for being frightened,
be prepared to spend the night.

Cemeteries change much when the sun is gone; what seems normal and
mundane by day turns supernatural and ghastly by night. Then the restless
dead haunt between the crypts and moan their ways between the tombstones.
Zombies search for fresh flesh and human brains. It is a most enchanting
chance to experience death without having to cross over to the other side
yourself.

If you are intrigued by a darkside sojourn, do remember to carry along
some protection. Garlic, religious symbols, or prayers offer good security for
many, but if you have none of these, black scarabs can be obtained occasion-
ally from witches, hags, or other magic users. These too offer sufficient
protection from the undead, but at some price. Prices vary from gold coins
or simple tasks to various parts of living anatomy, so do be careful to know
the price before you agree to buy. In any event, heed this warning: Do not
enter the cemetery at night without protection. Zombies, ghouls, and ghosts
may be fun and exciting to watch, but you wouldn’t want to become their
dinner. If you have no protection, leave before dark.

Nonetheless, even if you can’t stay for the evening’s festivities and color,
there is plenty to see and do during daylight. Your first stop should be the
old Whateley Manor, which broods over and dominates the entire neighbor-
hood. This massive edifice was not built in Tamir; it and the two adjacent
graveyards were transported to their present location complete and entire—
exactly in the decayed state we see them today—from the Other World. They
somehow were carried along when certain inhabitants of the town of
Innsmouth withdrew to this universe.

Not often do inanimate objects make the transition here, so the folk of
Innsmouth must have been very powerful sorcerers. We don’t know much
about them; most of them apparently ran into the sea and disappeared
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immediately upon arriving in Tamir. They spoke little; they left no tales. The
ones who stayed on land gurgled what little information has been passed
down and locked themselves within the mansion. They disappeared from
sight, and soon the eerie glows and rays which stabbed from the house at
night vanished also. In time the hauntings began.

No living creature inhabits the house, and the spirits who haunt it speak
of little except their own torments. Nighttime visitors have been known
occasionally to be rewarded for listening to the ghostly pleas and performing
some slight service to aid in putting the poor creatures’ souls to rest.

Inside the creaky house can be seen the remains of a once grand private
library; many of the original furnishings still remain to give us a sense of its
former grandeur. Above the cold fireplace hangs a large oil portrait of an
unknown young woman, not overly pretty, with a somewhat mischievous
expression on her face. Her twinkling eyes do not look at you directly, but
sneak off glancing at some prank somewhere to her right. If you follow that
sly stare across, you will find a little latch that helps conceal a secret door in
the wall. Local legend claims the mischief is that you will never, ever, see
that latch if you don’t look at the mystery woman first. You might like to
experiment to see if the tale is true. Through that door a secret passage leads
up to a tower room dominated by a massive and ancient pipe organ. Those
few who know how to play such an exotic instrument say its tone is as eerie
as its environment demands.

Much more time can be spent admiring the furnishings in the other parts
of Whateley Manor. The bedrooms, though dusty, still seem to wait for their
owners to return. In one of those bedrooms there is even a secret ladder
ascending into the old attic. All in all, one could not ask for a more perfect
haunted house.

For this reporter and traveler, the real highlight of a visit to the area is
exploring the graveyards. There are two: one to the east of the manse, the
other to the west. A large, locked crypt dominates the western cemetery. Built
into the very rock of the mountains, some say the tomb was there even before
the manor appeared. Priestesses of Aegypt are rumored to have hidden their
own mystic treasures within and sealed the gate with Words of Power. There
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is akeyhole, however, so while no one has been able to force their way inside,
the finder of the proper key might be able to discover the crypt’s secrets.

Many are the people who have been buried in the Whateley graveyards.
Nobles and commoners alike rest near each other beneath the earth. How
easily they rest is their problem. For tourists, however, reading the grave-
stones can prove both informative and sometimes amusing. These stones sum
up a person’s life in just a few words, yet one cannot help but be moved to
some emotion by most engravings.

Consider this epitaph on the northernmost grave on the western side of the
East Yard:

1546

Reader, here lies—but forbear

To read more without a tear,

One—I cannot speak the rest,

You may weep. I’ll smite my breast,
Grief preventing, and this stone,
Too small to be written on.
Only this—a little boy,

Willy - in Abram’s bosom’s laid.

A boy, it seems was laid to rest by his grieving parents, perhaps with his
favorite toy grasped in his small hands.
Here is another:

Betty Cowdon
1650-1669
Here lies the body of Betty Cowden,
Who would live long but she couden;
Sorrow and grief made her decay
When she lost her lover at sea one day.
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Somehow the mix of the poetry and the image of a pretty young woman
grasping a locket containing the image of her lover tells us more than the few
words declare.

I’ve made copies of most of the other stones in both parts of the cemetery.
Here are some samples, again from the eastern plot:

1634-1672
She done her best.

Randolph Peter
1575 to 1629
Whoe’re you are,
Tread softly, I entreat you,
For if he chance to wake,
Be sure he’ll eat you.

At length, my friends, the feast of life is o’er,
I’ve eat sufficient, and I’ll eat no more;
My night is come, I’ve spent a joyfull day,
"Tis time to part, but oh!—what is to pay?

Within this grave do lie,
Back to back, my wife and I;
When the last trump the air shall fill,
If she gets up, I’ll just lie still.

Rebecca Freeland
1598
She drank good ale, good punch, and wine
And lived to the age of 99.
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Here lies a poor woman who was always tired.
She lived in a house where help wasn’t hired:

Her last words on earth were: Dear friends, I am going
To where there’s no cooking, or washing, or sewing,
For everything there is exact to my wishes,

For where they don’t eat there’s no washing of dishes,
I’ll be where loud anthems will always be ringing,
But having no voice I’ll be quit of the singing,
Don’t mourn for me now, don’t mourn for me never,
I am going to do nothing for ever and ever.

The graves are more numerous and densely packed in the western plot.
Here too a child lies buried, an infant this time. The tiny tombstone is partially
obscured by tree branches and is in the back of the plot, on its western side.
I imagine a tiny rattle accompanying him in his rest:

To the ever living memory of Hiram Bennet,
baby son of Edward and Sarah Bennet,
who by a sudden - surprise fell asleep
the 11th day of November, 1553
Aged 6 months

Compare that epitaph to this one, written for a man in his strength:

Strong and athletic was my frame;
Far from my native home I came,
And manly fought with Simon Byrne;
Alas! but lived not to return.

Reader, take warning by my fate,
Lest you should rue your case too late;
If you have ever fought before,
Determine now to fight no more.
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By now, I think you get the idea of the variety of emotions and sentiments
expressed in tombstones. It really is a pity that we do not often bury our dead
here. It is this fact alone, though, that makes a trip to Tamir, and especially
to the Whateley Manor and cemetery, so rewarding.

When you visit, bring along some parchment and chalk or charcoal. Hold
the parchment over the stones and then rub gently. When you are done, you
will have a reproduction of the tombstones to keep as a souvenir of your
journey. Remember, if you want to watch the undead, wear your protection!
You could end up like them...or worse!

Here are some more engravings from the west yard:

Lord Coninsby: 1559-1626
Sleepeth here in peace:
an honorable man,

a valiant soldier.

He served his country well.

I plant these shrubs upon your grave, dear wife.
That something on this spot may boast of life.
Shrubs must wither and all earth must rot;
Shrubs may revive: but you, thank heaven, will not.

1643
Here lies Newberry Will,
His life was finished ’cause he took ill,
But none’ll miss him, he should’ve been wiser,
’tis his own fault, for bein’ such a miser

Here lies the body of Mary Ann Lowder,
She burst while drinking a seidlitz powder,
Called from this world to her heavenly rest,

She should have waited till it effervesced.



162
Kings’s Quest

Here I am!

Here I lie with my three daughters,
Who died drinking Chelt’nam waters.
If we had stuck to Epsom Salt,
We should not sleep in this cold vault.

Thorp’s Corpse

Six feet beneath
This funeral wreath
Is laid upon the shelf
One Jerry Jones,
Who dealt in bones,
and now he’s bones himself.

Beneath this stone, a lump of clay,
Lies Uncle Peter Daniels,
Who, early in the month of May,
Took off his winter flannels.
He done died

Dr. I Letsome
When people’s ills they come to I
I physics, bleed, and sweats ’em;
Sometimes they live, Sometimes they die;
What’s that’s to I? I Letsome.

Dentist Brown
Stranger! Approach this spot with gravity!
John Brown is filling his last cavity!



The Perils of
Rosella

(from the Chronicles of Daventry, Part4)
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his is Rosella’s story, although to tell it I must begin with myself.

Rosella lies quiet now, recovering from her ordeals. She has told me her
story, again and again, trying to purge many of its horrors from her mind, to
make them less real for the retelling. She begs me to record her recounting,
ink to parchment, before the facts grow cold and distant. This I do gladly for
my daughter who risked all, again and again, for love of her father.

My children are finally safe and my husband is again well. Daventry is
rebuilding. A peace seems to be settling on the land like a weary warrior
home from the wars sinking into a comfy chair. The fit is good—the fighter
and the chair, Daventry and peace. All want and pray for the end of the
troubles, and release from the weariness that steals people’s strength and
souls. We pray the peace does not pass as quickly as the almost- remembered
dream of a quiet night.

I am Valanice of Kolyma, daughter of Coignice, who was a miller’s
daughter, and Cedric, a prince of that fair and tropic land. Now I am wife
and love to King Graham of Daventry, who rescued me from the Crystal
Tower of the Enchanted Isles, and who is father of our twin children,
Alexander and Rosella. I have some small reputation as a scholar versed in
the history and folklore of our world, but I am more comfortable as a teacher
of young minds, getting joy from the smiles of discovery beaming from
children’s faces.

The pleasure of seeing those smiles on Alexander’s face was denied me,
as was his childhood and youth after he was stolen from his cradle by the
shores of Lake Maylie. But Rosella—ah, my darling Rosella—she I taught,
both as student, daughter, and heir to the throne of Daventry. All I knew, and
allTlearned, I offered her, as did my husband. Histories, geography, folklore,
common sense, and rules of thumb; swimming, running, riding, shooting,
and fighting; stories of honor, courage, valor, humor, and humility; tales of
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love, death, and hard choices—all these she devoured, as if hungry to learn
enough for two. She also learned to climb trees and clean house, sing, play
the flute, the lute, and all the keyboards, speak politely, listen quietly, and
survive alone in wilderness.

All of our love we gave to our princess, and when the dragon—Oh, vile
beast!—demanded her as sacrifice against the total destruction of all Daven-
try and its people, she returned that love by willingly going to meet that
flaming doom. She had learned well about hard choices, and marched with
sure, firm steps, back straight and head held high, to the appointed place.
Only one small, quiet tear glistened on her young face as she kissed us
farewell for what we all thought to be the final time. As she disappeared into
the mountain, Graham and I were devastated with loss.

I think it was the immensity of emotion, combined with the sudden and
complete change of fortune, that brought about my husband’s collapse.
Rosella was gone but two or three hours when the gnome came shouting to
the castle’s gates that she was safe and well, we went from the pit of grief to
the pinnacle of happiness in the time it took to hear "Rosella is safe, the
kingdom is saved!" This news, this happy shock, left Graham and I so
weak-kneed that we literally could not stand after hearing it. Thus it was that
we were sitting on our thrones to greet the daughter who came back to us as
if from the dead. She was leading her long- lost and presumed-dead brother
by the hand.

It seemed hours, but "twas only minutes that we laughed and cried and
hugged and cried and cried and cried some more. In a world where miracles
often happen, where the impossible sometimes only takes a little longer, that
for which we had given up all hope stood embracing us. After almost eighteen
years, we were a family again.

It lasted less than an hour.
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In the euphoria of the occasion, Graham went and took the old hat he called
his "adventurer’s hat"—the rumpled one with the red feather—and tossed it
to the children, offering them their future. It was still drifting down towards
their outstretched hands when my beloved Graham dropped to the floor,
clutching his chest. As I said, I think too many strong emotions in too short
atime are what felled him.

With all haste he was taken to our chambers and the royal physicians
summoned. They could do no good. Nothing helped my husband; neither
their healing herbs and ointments, magical invocations, nor laying on of
hands. Death seemed certain and certainly soon.

Rosella, who had just so recently stared at her own death, could not bear
to witness her father’s imminent end. New tears burst from her as she rushed
to the throne room so as to grieve alone. "If there were only something I could
do!" she demanded of the empty air, knowing that no answer could come.
But one did!

A soft voice whispered to her from nowhere, "If you really want to help,
look into the magic mirror, for help is there." Unbelieving and startled,
Rosella quickly turned to face Merlin’s Mirror, which tells the future and
tells it true. She watched it shimmer and saw a woman’s face appear. The
image was that of the fairy Genesta who some say is the queen of all the
fairies. Genesta told Rosella of a magic tree that bears just one fruit every
hundred years, and how that fruit cures all ills, bestowing perfect health for
many years upon the one who eats it. Genesta offered to take Rosella to Tamir
where the tree was, even then, bearing its unique fruit. Genesta’s magic
would carry her to the far land.

There was something in the way Genesta made the offer that caused my
daughter to refran from elation. "There’s something you’re not telling me, I
think. I would accept the fruit gladly for my father’s sake. But, why can’t
you simply bring it here? Why do I have to go there?"
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Genesta nodded. "Life is never simple, is it? If you come here, I will
explain. But you must make up your mind quickly, for my powers are fading
and, once here, I might not be able to help you return. It is King Graham’s
only hope, and you must decide now if you truly wish to help your father!"
Rosella says that doubts and indecision crossed her mind at that moment.
They crossed her mind and then faded away behind a courageous and
determined, "Yes, I will go!"

"What should I bring? Oh!" She had continued speaking following her
vigorous nod of agreement. These words were not spoken in the throne room
of Castle Daventry, however, but on a lonely beach by an ocean. Genesta’s
magic had carried her there in the time between words. Rosella assumed she
was now in Tamir. "I never expected to get here this quickly," she murmured
in her amazement.

It seemed a fair place. Looking around, she saw a golden beach stretching
north and south and a small river flowing out of the east through flower-filled
meadows. The ocean filled all of the west, although Rosella thought she could
barely see the faint outline of an island in the distance. On the other hand, it
just might have been clouds or fog; she wasn’t sure. As she stared across the
waves, three dots appeared flying towards her, soon resolving themselves
into the forms of Genesta and two other creatures, fairies of the tiny race.
They all floated noiselessly to the ground in front of her.

Rosella was stunned by Genesta’s beauty, but the fairy queen carried a sad
and desperate expression upon her face. "Welcome to Tamir," she said.
"Yesterday, while I walked through the nearby woods, an evil fairy by the
name of Lolotte attacked me. She stole a magic Talisman from around my
neck, leaving me, I think, for dead. I was not, although I will be soon, for the
Talisman is the source of much of my magic. My powers have already
diminished, and if the Talisman is not recovered within twenty-four hours, |
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will die! Lolotte is evil and hates me. She will use the Talisman for evil
purposes and contaminate the land. Only you can stop her."

Genesta went on to say that she thought Rosella could get into Lolotte’s
castle, which lurked above Tamir in the Impossible Mountains. To help, she
waved her wand and transformed my daughter’s gown into the simple dress
of a peasant girl, saying the disguise would help if Lolotte captured her.

"But, what about my father? What about the magic fruit?"

"The fruit is on a tiny tree, on a tiny island in a swamp. The swamp is on
the other side of the mountains, on the other side of a waterfall, and on the
other side of a dark and fearsome cave—the lair of the troll. That is where
you must go to find it. However, I will not be able to return you to Daventry
unless I have the Talisman, so you must get it back from Lolotte and bring
it to me on my island. It is the only hope for me, Tamir, and your father!"
With that, Genesta and her fairies flew over the waves and out of sight.

"Thanks a lot!" my daughter grumbled. "But then, I’m not tied to a stake,
face to snouts with a three-headed, fire-breathing dragon! My father, mother,
and brother all have done impossible things; it’s my turn to show them up!"

Lolotte and the Impossible Mountains lay to the east, so Rosella set her
steps that way, following the cold river. She had not gone far when she was
surprised by the sight of a unicorn standing in a fragrant meadow next to
where the river turned north. Some say the unicorn is a mythic beast that does
not exist in fact, but there it stood, spotted-gray in color, its head nodding
and sunlight glinting off its long, golden horn. The great, magical horned
horse grazed among the wildflowers. Startled at the sound of Rosella coming
close, the beast bolted away.

Sad at not being able to gaze longer upon the unicorn, Rosella followed
the river north, then east, until she came to a stone bridge crossing the stream.
As she came closer to what she thought a charming span, a sparkle caught
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her eye where a stray ray of sunlight slipped under the bridge. Kneeling, she
got a good look at what appeared to be a ball—a golden ball the size of a
large button. Rosella admired the ball’s luster and hefted it. Heavier than it
looked, it must have been made of pure gold. She put it into one of the many
pockets of her peasant dress and followed the stream east.

The river meandered calmly through the trees, on and on. Soon it even
flowed directly through the roots of an oak so large that a small two storey
house was built between the giant branches on the river’s bank. A red door
beckoned her to knock; perhaps here she could get help on her dual quests.
Three knocks brought silence. Rosella thought someone should be home
because a thin trail of smoke drifted out of the chimney. Gingerly, she opened
the door and shouted, "Anyone here? Yoo-hoo!" Still there was no answer.
So she started looking around. The place was an absolute, abysmal mess. In
the sink were dirty dishes that looked as if they had been unscrubbed for
weeks with crusty remains of half-finished meals stuck tight to them. Yuk!

It looked even worse to Rosella upstairs. Still calling for anyone who might
be there, she discovered one large bedroom containing seven small beds. At
least at the time she thought there were seven. So bad was the mess
there—with dirt-caked clothes and boots strewn everywhere, stiff socks with
odors that brought her close to retching, and filthy bedding that appeared to
move under its own power—Rosella was sure no one who lived there knew
just what the debris hid. There could have been an entire village there that
she couldn’t see. It was beyond yuk!

Down the stairs and outside my daughter ran, hoping to get some fresh air.
Breathing deeply, she crossed the gentle river and walked to the hilly woods
just south of the house. The scent of pine and fresh earth soon cleared her
head. "I thought my room was messy," she told herself. Before long, Rosella
spotted a door in one of the hills, apparently the entrance to a mine. The sound
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of people digging came from within, and she thought perhaps these folk
might be able to give her some help.

Inside she found seven stocky people, dwarfs by their appearance, digging
what looked like diamonds from the earth. They were so dirty from their
labors that she was sure that these were the folk who lived in the tree house.
The mine even smelled much the same. "Hello!" she cried, trying to get their
attention. Their attention she got allright. The dwarfs looked up at her, but
their looks weren’t very friendly. Grumbling, they went back to their work,
but one especially grumpy looking one told her gruffly, "Scram!"

Rosella scrammed—right back to their filthy home. While not exactly
hot-headed, my daughter does not take insult lightly. She felt her treatment
by the miners was insulting and some retribution was in order. She cleaned
their house.

I know it seems like a stupid idea: she has a little less than a day to
accomplish two life-or-death quests and she spends some of the precious time
getting even for some imagined insult. That’s my daughter; she has always
been her own woman. It’s hard, but we must always remember that we cannot
live our children’s lives for them. Not that anyone could have stopped her at
the time.

Why clean house, though? She tells me that in her messy room, she knows
exactly where everything is and figured the same must be true of the seven
dwarfs. By cleaning the filth and clutter, they might never find anything
again, and this would be sweet payback. And it was a small house.

The dwarfs walked in just as she finished. Rosella heard them coming, but
all she could do was hide in a corner and hope they’d just kick her out when
they found her. She would not lie. She would admit to what she did, but she
didn’t have to tell them why. Anyway, they probably wouldn’t hurt someone
for cleaning, would they? They wouldn’t.
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One by one they filed into the kitchen and poured themselves bowls of
steaming soup. Maybe they were too tired from their labors, but they didn’t
see Rosella and they didn’t see the cleaning. Finally, one by one, their bowls
full, they sniffed and looked around. Grins burst out on their tired faces as
they noticed the clean state of affairs and my daughter. So delighted were
they with what they saw, they actually thanked her and asked her name, and
would she like to sit with them and join in supper? Rosella smiled back. She
too was no longer angry, and hungrily she ate some of the soup. It was
surprisingly good.

The dwarfs had never heard of Daventry, but they were well aware of
Lolotte and held no love for her. Such was the conversation while all finished
the brief meal. They could offer no news or information to aid her. "Well,
it’s off to work we go," groused the grumpy dwarf from the mine. With a
hearty "Heigh Ho!" they pushed themselves away from the table and started
back to their mine. Rosella could hear them singing a marching song as they
disappeared.

Clearing the dishes from the table before she too left, Rosella saw a thick
blue pouch lying among the empty bowls; one of the miners must have
forgotten it. Opening it up she discovered a large handful of sparkling
diamonds, a fortune for miners such as these. She hurried after them to the
mine, to return the precious stones. I did raise her to be honest.

Inside the mine, diamonds sparkled and glittered from the walls. The
dwarfs were already busily working; Rosella stopped the first miner she saw
and offered him the pouch. "Thanks. Keep em," he said. "I don’t want ’em!"
And that’s the way it was from all of the dwarfs. She walked deeper into the
mine, and each one gave her the same answer: "Nah, you keep it. We got
plenty."

At the very back of the mine, the grumpy one looked up and gently told
her that he didn’t want the diamonds either; anyway, the mine was no place

1
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for a girl like her. "Here, take this," he said, handing her an extra lantern. "It
just might come in handy sometime. Now, skedaddle!" Rosella did just that,
being careful not to fall down the narrow path out from mine.

When she had arrived at the tree house the second time, Rosella caught a
glimpse of a larger house beyond the trees somewhat to the north. Any help
she could get she wanted, so she turned her steps north past the dwarf’s place.
She now thought of it as the home of friends.

The trees got thicker as she moved north, and they led to a graveyard just
a little west of the house she had seen. Graveyards are not common, I know,
but it is said that they are creepy even in the harshest light of day. This one,
shrouded by trees both alive and dead, seemed that way to Rosella. She
stopped briefly to read the inscriptions on a few of the tombstones. At the
back there was even the grave of a six-month old infant who had died in its
sleep—Oh, so sad it was!—but she kept her legs moving mostly east to what
now appeared to be an old manor house. Rosella kept looking over her
shoulder, sure someone, or something, was following her, and that the cold
breeze she felt on her neck blew from some unwholesome place.

The manor house wasn’t much more comforting; old and falling apart, it
too sent shudders up and down Rosella’s back. No smoke left its chimney;
it might well have been abandoned. Nonetheless, Rosella walked the few
stairs to the door and knocked loudly. As was the case at the dwarf’s house,
no reply came to any of her repeated knocks and shouts. With a deep breath
for extra courage, my daughter opened the creaky door and entered.

Rosella was not at all surprised at the many cobwebs she had to wave
through. Abandoned houses grow them much as we grow nails on fingers
and toes; they always grow back. She found herself in the entryway where a
staircase led up to several open doorways. A mirror stood at the foot of the
stairs, and in it she saw the reflection of a pretty peasant girl. With a start
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Rosella realized that the girl was herself. A grandfather clock showed the
only sign of life—the steady ticking of time reminded her that both her
father’s and Genesta’s lives would run out of ticks the following dawn.

To her right, Rosella found the old dust-incrusted dining room, and past
that was an utterly cold kitchen. Rosella imagined it had been many years
since it had been used. Indeed, it must have been many years since the house
itself had been occupied by anything other than mice and spiders. To the left
of the entrance hall she found an equally cold parlor; no fire in the hearth,
but a few moldy books still sat on the dusty shelves. A large portrait of a
young girl hung over the fireplace, its eyes seeming to stare at the parlor’s
left wall. Rosella’s eyes followed that gaze and saw something. Examining
the left wall, she discovered a little latch where one of the bookcases and the
wall met. She flipped the latch and it opened a secret door into the wall. On
the other side of that door, Rosella looked on a narrow staircase going up,
and a shovel leaning against one stone wall.

Shouting "Hello!" yet again, my daughter went up those stairs that were
so narrow, twisty, and slick with damp that she was ever in danger of
tumbling down to the stone floor, perhaps to her death. At the top—Oh,
endless climb!—she found an old pipe organ and nothing else. The organ
played well and had good tone, but there was nothing to keep Rosella
there—other than her displeasure in having to climb down those treacherous
stairs wearing a long skirt. There was much to be done so down she did go.
The climb didn’t change her mind about skirts and stairs at all.

My daughter loves books. She sometimes would rather read than eat or
sleep, and this is a good habit that Graham and I have always encouraged.
On her way through the parlor, Rosella spent a moment to look at the few
books that remained in their abandonment. There was but one of any note,
"The Compleat Works of Shakespeare," but it was one of her favorites. The
Bard’s works are rare but not unknown in our kingdom, and my daughter
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had taken to memorizing many of the better passages and reciting them with
dramatic flair. She always played the heroine. Rosella decided to take the
book with her for when she returned to Daventry—if she ever returned, she
reminded herself!

Up the main staircase were three bedrooms in as much disrepair as the rest
of the manor. The room at the top right of the hall had what looked like a
trapdoor in its ceiling, but there was no way to reach it; the ceiling was too
high and no rope hung down. The second door led to what must have been
the master bedroom; it was dominated by a massive canopy bed. A baby
nursery led off from this room, and Rosella sneezed several times from the
amount of dust her passing raised as she walked to it. Once love must have
filled it, but all that remained amid the dust were a small wooden horse, a
cradle, and some furniture. Even the memories were gone.

Rosella left the spooky old manor house and continued her journey east.
It turned out that another graveyard lay there, butting into the sheer face of
the mountains. A crypt was built right into that mountain, with a locked door
to bar entrance to anyone without the key. Rosella looked around her and,
though the sun shone bright above the overhanging trees, felt overwhelming
gloom and despair oozing from the entire cemetery. She looked around,
thinking movement might loosen the mood, but to no avail. Near the back
part of the place, she came across the gravestone of yet another child, a young
boy. This was too much for my daughter; so sad was the inscription, Rosella
could stay there no longer. Weeping, she walked back the way she came, past
the manor and on through the other part of the graveyard, knowing her steps
should soon bring her to open country.

Sunlight bounced merrily on the still blue and green of the little pond.
Rosella shares her father’s love of water, and even though the pond was too
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small to swim in, it offered a clean, open, sunny, healthy place for her to rest
amoment. She sought calm by looking at the water lilies that floated serenely
on the surface, idly rolling the gold ball she had found earlier between her
hands. A frog—something not at all unusual in a lily pond—sat on one of
the floating flowers. The crown on the frog’s head, however, was a trifle out
of the ordinary. Rosella was immediately pulled out of her glum mood by
her youthful curiosity—Ah, to be eighteen again (well, almost eighteen),
with all the wonders of the universe waiting to be discovered!

My daughter quickly rushed to the other side of the pond to get a closer
look at this remarkable frog. As she did so, however, she dropped the ball
from her hands, and she watched it disappear into the pond. Flash! The frog
was in the water, following the ball under. Moments later it popped back up
with it firmly in its mouth. Before retrieving the ball, Rosella reached over
and picked up the frog. She was so happy to get the gold ball back that she
held the frog firmly, leaned over, and gave it a kiss of gratitude. Yuk!

It gets yukkier. First the frog turned into a young man--a prince, actually.
Rosella says her heart went pitter-patter when she finally got past her surprise
at the sudden transformation. "Maybe he will help me in his gratitude," she
told herself. "I hope so. He sure is good looking!"

This was the day my daughter finally learned the lesson that looks are not
everything. The prince looked at her, once, twice. Twisting his face in
disgust, he scowled at my princess and spat out, "You’re just a peasant, you
peasant! I don’t want to be around you. You can have this thing; you might
look more pleasing as a frog, anyway!" With that, and not even a polite thank
you, he threw the little crown to Rosella, turned up his nose, turned his back,
and sauntered off. Even I hope that that nameless twit eventually said the
wrong thing to the right monster! He was more disgusting than kissing a
dozen dirty old frogs.
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He didn’t take the gold ball, so Rosella picked it up and put it in her pocket
along with the tiny gold crown. Still fuming, she headed west toward the
ocean.

Rosella found herself wandering through another wildflower meadow, the
scents of summer hanging delightfully heavy and replacing all memories of
damp earth and tombstones. What sounded something like a melody joined
the perfume of the air as my daughter walked. It got nearer and more distinct
as she journeyed. It also began to sound less and less like good music.

Rosella eventually encountered the musician, sitting on a stump in the
middle of a glade. He dressed like one of the minstrels who had often
entertained in the court of Daventry. He strummed upon a lovely cherrywood
lute and he even sang with a strong voice, but he wasn’t any good. His fingers
would miss the notes often, and his voice kept missing the melody. Rosella
listened politely for a few minutes, but the man seemed to enjoy an audience
and, smiling with confidence of his self-perceived talents, continued enthu-
siastically into another song.

When he finished she attempted to talk to him. Instead of an answer, she
gotyet another untamed melody. This time it was "Greensleeves," the anthem
of her father’s court—at least that is what he was trying to play. This was
quite enough to her offended ears. "Here, take this! she said as she handed
the man the book of Shakespeare. Perhaps he would stop playing. If he did
she felt that she would have done the world a large favor. He did cease his
playing to turn the pages. In a few moments, his face burst again with creative
fervor as he began to recite one of the plays aloud. He was as good an actor
as he was a minstrel.

"I shall become an actor!" he exclaimed loudly and proudly to the world.
"I shall become famous throughout all the realms of the world, and all shall
sing the praises of Frankie of Avalon! Oh, thank you for your gift, sweet
peasant. As my gift to you, dear girl, I present you with my lute. Itis precious,
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but you have given me something more precious still!" Waving his arms
dramatically and reading aloud to the heavens, he wandered off. The direc-
tion he chose was the same as that of the the frog-prince. Rosella wished
them upon each other.

Lute under arm, my daughter continued west to the sea. It was still there.
To the north of where she stood watching the waves, Rosella could see smoke
rising out of the chimney of a small shack. When she got to it, she could see
it was so rundown as to be falling apart. For a change, a woman’s voice
answered her knock. "Come on in!" she heard.

It was in as bad a shape as out. An old woman stood preparing food in the
one-room shack. She was neither polite nor friendly. Taking one look at
Rosella, she waved her hand towards the still- open door. "Yer not who I was
expectin’," she growled. "Gitout! Iain’t buyin’ anything! I ain’t got no gold.
Git, I say. Git!" Rosella got.

Outside, a long pier stretched its way out into the ocean. At the end, an old
man sat fishing, although the complete lack of fish beside him suggested his
luck had not been good. He totally ignored Rosella, rose and walked quickly
back to the old shack as soon as she approached. He swung the door closed
behind him, right in Rosella’s face. "People sure don’t seem to like strangers
around here, do they?" she told herself. Scratching her nose, checking it for
splinters from the door, she walked east past the fisherman’s hut, considering
what to do next. Time was passing quickly, and she seemed to be getting
nowhere just as fast.

What-to-do-next had horns, hooves, and was playing a flute. Rosella ‘
recognized the creature as a half-man, half-goat satyr, if she remembered her
natural history correctly. Possibly it was Pan himself. These rare denizens of
the open woods love music and can sometimes be seen playing and dancing
among the trees. In complete contrast to the wandering minstrel, now turned
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actor, the satyr played beautifully. It was a lively tune—a Maytime dance—
that it played; one that Rosella knew well. Plucking the strings with her sure,
practiced fingers, my daughter played along with the creature’s melody. This
seemed to fascinate the satyr; after a few moments he ceased his own playing
and watched Rosella, never taking his eyes off of her instrument.

As soon as she finished, she gave the lute to the silent creature, hoping he
could play it as skillfully as he did the flute. His eyes lit as the lute was handed
over and, with a great smile, he offered Rosella his flute. The creature spoke
not a word, but the offer was obvious and my daughter was too polite to
refuse the satyr’s gift. As Rosella took the flute, the satyr danced away
happily, fingering a new tune, one she had never heard before.

The river was the best place to go, Rosella decided. She finally remem-
bered that Genesta had told her the magic fruit lay somewhere on the other
side of a waterfall. Following the river to where it came out of the Impossible
Mountains might just bring her to that waterfall. And that’s just what she did,
traveling back past the small stone bridge and the dwarf’s house, farther and
farther to the east. At last the river reached the mountains and—Good
thinking, Rosella!l—there tumbled a waterfall, straight down out of the
heights like an exclamation point at the end of a shout!

Try as she might, Rosella could not swim under the falls; the current and
the force of the water were just too strong. She thought she had seen a faint
opening on the other side of the plummeting water, but her efforts to get there
were proving, shall we say, fruitless.

"There just has to be a way through," she kept telling herself loudly as she
sat drying herself on the grassy northern edge of the stream. "I bet I could do
it if I were a fish." Pause. Pause. "Or, if I were a frog!" she exclaimed,
enlightenment washing over her. Reaching into her pocket, she took out the
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frog crown. "The idiot said this would turn me into a frog. I wonder how it
works?"

It worked the moment she put the tiny crown onto her head. Ribbit! Ribbit!
Rosella was a frog. Diving into the water, she was able to go under the
waterfall and emerge on the other side, on a small beach outside a dark cave.
The moment she left the water, she returned to her own form. It felt good to
be herself again, and she was sure she wasn’t nearly as attractive while a frog.

"Gee, that was fun, and I think I might be going in the right direction," she
congratulated herself. Looking around, Rosella noticed an old board lying
next to the cave’s opening. She also discovered that she was still holding the
dwarf’s spare oil lantern in her hand. The transformation spell had allowed
her to bring her possessions along with her.

Let us pause for a brief moment. I have written that both my husband and

I had tried to teach Rosella all we knew. During that moment under the
waterfall, our daughter remembered advice that Graham had given her often:
"Girl, my daddy used to tell me; 'Boy, if I have learned anything in my life,
I have learned this: when in doubt or in trouble, pick up anything that is not
nailed down, and if it is nailed down, look for loose nails or boards. Check
carefully into, under, above, below and behind things. Read everything; you
might learn something. Wear clean undergarments, brush after meals, and
always remember, nothing is as it appears. Nothing.

Rosella took the advice to heart and took the loose board by the cave. Then,
using the flint attached to the lantern, she was able to light it and, ever so
slowly, inched her way into the dark opening.

"Grrr!"

Rosella was out again before the troll’s growl had finished reverberating. -
She waited a few minutes, getting her breath and courage back under control. -
She double-checked that the lantern was lit, and firmly told herself, "Thisis
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for Daddy." Walking quietly and listening intently, she returned to the
darkness.

The troll didn’t get her, of course, otherwise this account would have no
further to go. But she swears that she never once breathed until she got to the
other end of the cave, and she thinks she felt the troll’s talons touch her neck
once. I suspect she did hold her breath, but if the troll had touched her, she
would be dead. Oh brave, brave Rosella! I too would have died of grief!

Her lantern gave just the barest of light, and she made much of her progress
by feeling her way. Wary for any sight or sound of the troll, Rosella followed
the cave east as far as she could and then as far south as was possible. From
there she moved again to the east, shortly spotting the faintest glimmer of
light. At that moment, her lantern revealed just the hint of a great, wide crack
that slashed through the center of this last part of the cavern. Rosella almost,
almost, missed noticing the drop. But see it she did, and by the slim light of
the dwarf’s lamp, she laid the narrow board across the chasm. It just crossed
the span to the east, and so did my daughter, still not breathing. Taking the
improvised bridge with her lest the troll follow—clever girl!—she followed
the dim light, soon crawling out to find herself at the edge of a muddy swamp.

With perhaps the exception of the troll, problems did not follow my dear
Rosella on her adventure. They waited for her, daring her courage, taunting
her mind and body. In this case, the swamp just moldered there patiently with
no breeze at all to ripple its shallow waters, waiting to suck her in.

Rosella pondered the problem and saw a solution in a series of tiny dry
mounds—high spots—that peppered the swamp. Hiking up her long skirt to
give her long legs their freedom, a quick jump took her safely to the first tiny
island. Again, she jumped to a second and then a third. With one jump after
another, she made her way through the muck until she came near an island
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larger than the rest. A little tree grew upon that small piece of land, a single
golden fruit hanging from its limbs. My daughter silently rejoiced; she was
looking at the magic fruit that could save her father!

She was also looking at one long final leap to the island, one she was sure
she couldn’t make unaided. She was also looking at a very large poisonous
snake, a cobra, that seemed to guard the tree. The board she carried was long
enough to get her to the island; the snake posed a sharper problem.

It is written that in parts of Daventry people are known to charm snakes,
causing the reptiles to go into brief trances induced by the rhythm of music.
Rosella had heard this story as part of her studies, so she put her knowledge
to the test. First she laid the board across the final piece of swamp and crossed
slowly to its other end. Then, before she actually stepped onto the island, she
took the flute out of one of the deep pockets of her dress and nervously played
a slow, hypnotic melody to the cobra. The snake’s hard eyes appeared to fuzz
over, and its body began swaying along with Rosella’s tune.

Knowing that the charm might not last very long, my daughter rushed past
the king cobra and got that single magic fruit from the tree. It was shaped
much like a gourd, but she didn’t take the time then to examine it. As quickly
as she had rushed onto the final isle, Rosella hurried back to the board
bridging the water. Carefully she stepped back on, for a single hasty misstep
would send her splashing into the sucking slime. She heard the snake resume
hissing almost as quickly as her feet stepped onto the makeshift bridge. As
soon as she reached the other end, she stooped and picked up the board, and
the cobra hissed and spat even louder at its loss of the magic fruit.

Rosella left the swamp as she had entered—jump, jump, jumping her way
across the water. On the shore she crawled back into the cave (she had
forgotten to extinguish the dwarfs’ lantern) and began her cautious way back
through the blackness. Again, she laid the old board west across the chasm
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and carefully crossed. Once safely across, Rosella retraced her steps exactly.
She was ready to dart backwards at any sight or sound of the troll, but this
time she came through the cave without incident.

As she reached light again at the cave’s entrance, Rosella saw something
that had escaped her notice when she had entered: a large pile of gnawed
bones, many of them showing fresh tooth marks. Remembering her father’s
advice, she took a bone to carry with her; it might come in handy as a weapon,
although she hoped things never came to a desperate state.

The light at the end of the tunnel refreshed her soul; the air refreshed her
body. She was out, alive, and carrying the fruit that could restore her father’s
life and health. A slight swell of pride coursed through her body. She revelled
in her feat for a few moments, knowing full well that she still had a wicked
witch to deal with and a Talisman to return. She also knew that she didn’t
have much time to do it in. Then Rosella dived into the water and lets its
force sweep her back out from behind the waterfall—no frogging around for
my princess that time! She wanted to meet Lolotte in her own form.

Rosella let her search for Lolotte’s castle move her south along the wall
of the Impossible Mountains. She was wondering how she would get the
Talisman from the witch when she saw a narrow path come into view. It was
the first path she had seen that went up—the direction she wanted to go. My
daughter put her planning to the back of her mind and began to climb, always
paying close attention to avoid getting her feet tangled in the long dress. She
didn’t have to climb far; around the path’s first bend, the black twin towers
of Lolotte’s keep shuddered into view. It did not look inviting. Worse,
though, were the two small, sturdy forms flying from there directly at her.
Before Rosella had time to even think about eluding them, the two flying
monkeys--that’s what they looked like up close, but she never did find out
exactly what they were—snatched her into the sky by her arms, and turning
upwards, winged my poor darling straight to Lolotte’s throne room!
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Lolotte’s castle was a cold, hard place, much like the witch herself, only
more pleasant. Her throne stood upon a high dais, which permitted her to
gaze down like a carrion bird on any who stood before her. Long and gaunt
in form, Lolotte was dressed all in black, which gave her greenish complexion
an even more diseased pallor. Her voice hissed from her throat like a sick
snake; her eyes were tight and red, not quite as soft as a cobra’s glare. Her
hands gripped the arms of her throne so tightly that her long nails gouged
deeply into the wood. A stooped, deformed man stood near her, scratching
his armpits.

"What were you doing, coming here?" she demanded of Rosella. "You
look like a spy sent by Genesta!"

"No, your majesty! I’m just an ordinary peasant girl. I was lost when your
creatures grabbed me."

Real fear clutched at my daughter as she stood under Lolotte’s gaze. It was
obvious that the witch did not believe her story, and she waited fearfully for
the full force of Lolotte’s wrath.

The witch ordered her monkey guards to take Rosella to a grim cell—a
torture chamber by its looks. Instruments of pain filled the stone room, the
bones of unlucky victims hung in manacles from the walls and ceiling, and
the place smelled of ultimate despair. Rosella glanced around at what would
be her fate and shuddered. She had stared sure death in the eyes before; it
still did not look inviting.

My baby was kept there for some time; not long in minutes, but long
enough to make a firm impression. Then the guards came back and returned
her to the throne room. Pointing to the misshapen figure Rosella had seen
earlier, the witch announced that he was her son Edgar, and that he believed
my daughter and had taken a liking to her. Rosella swallowed hard as she
saw how Edgar stared at her; it was like the dumb-love look a dog might give
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its mistress. At least, she thought, his stare wasn’t evil. But that was small
consolation.

"Bring me the unicorn that lives in Tamir. Then I will set you free and give
you a reward, peasant girl. You can never escape me. Now, go!"

Lolotte called her flying henchmen and ordered them to take Rosella back
to the foot of the mountain.

Rosella stood there, watching her captors disappear into the sky. She knew
she needed help and advice, and Genesta might be the one who could give
it to her. Having made the decision, she started walking straight west to the
sea, intending to reach Genesta’s island. As she hurried she came across a
robin pecking at the ground, pulling up at a plump worm. Seeing this gave
her an idea, and she decided to gather what worms she could to carry with
her to the home of the gruff fisherman and his wife. Bait was her idea. Maybe
the man needed more bait; that was why he hadn’t caught any fish, and that
was why he was so gruff. Maybe he could tell her how to get to Genesta. It
sounded good in theory, but, in practice she was only able to come up with
one worm. She carried it anyway, knowing she had to come up with a better
plan.

Unicorns are shy and bashful beasts, magical in both fact and appearance.
Rosella’s westward course brought the animal into view a second time that
day, but as before, it bolted the moment she approached. Although she didn’t
want to, she had to capture the creature, and she needed Genesta’s help to do
that. She moved quickly from the unicorn’s meadow and soon arrived at the
seaside shanty.

The man was not on the pier fishing; both he and his wife were inside and
answered her polite knock with a surly "Come in!"
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He didn’t want the worm; one worm would do nothing to change his luck.
Fishing had been so bad lately that he was afraid his wife and he might starve.
If nothing else, that explained their mutual bad temper.

We have here in Castle Daventry a magic chest. Full of gold, it never
empties, always replenishing what is taken from it. Because of this, we have
no need for the normal material wealth of the world. So, reaching into her
dress, Rosella brought out the pouch of diamonds the dwarfs had insisted she
keep. "Here, take these, they should help you."

They both fell quiet when they saw the gems. Rosella insisted they keep
them, so the man told his wife to give my daughter his fishing pole. "Thank
you," they gushed. "We won’t be needing this any more!" Pointing west, they
told her the island on the far horizon was Genesta’s. They had no boat, they
said, and they hoped she was a strong swimmer.

Fishing is said to help relax, calm, and organize the mind. Rosella walked
to the end of the long pier, baited the pole’s hook with the worm, and threw
it in the sea. She cared not if she caught anything; she just needed a few
moments to think of alternatives to swimming to the island. I have always
told her that, when puzzled or in doubt, it is wise to stop and think a problem
through; patience pays great rewards. This time it didn’t pay her way across
the waves, but after several casts, she did catch a fish. Rosella looked at it.
"I’ll be hungry soon," she thought. "Now I’ve got dinner." For want of a
better place, it went into the pocket that had moments before held the worm.
Then, fixing her eyes firmly on the hazy island in the west, she dove straight
from the pier and stroked directly at it.

My husband Graham, as I have noted, taught his love of swimming tomy
daughter. She is a strong swimmer, and her sure strokes swiftly shortened
the distance to the fairy’s island. Once, a whale started to surface not far from
her, but she quickly and briefly changed her course to avoid it. The same
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with the one shark fin she spotted; a quick swerve, a burst of speed, and the
shark disappeared.

Atlast my wet daughter stood on the golden beach of Genesta’s isle. Birds
of all kinds sang in the trees; a magnificent peacock strutted in the sand. She
followed it in the direction of the dazzling turreted palace that stood in the
island’s center. It seemed made of ivory. As she followed the proud bird, a
tail feather dropped from the peacock. It continued on its way without
noticing the loss. Rosella picked it up; it was pretty, and it wasn’t nailed
down.

Marvelous gardens surrounded the ivory palace with fragrant bushes,
herbs, and flowers. Small paths wandered throughout; a marble statue of
dolphins playing in the waves graced one of the garden’s corners, and a small
pond, home to a pure white swan, adorned another. Hovering above the doors
to the palace were two tiny fairies, perhaps the same ones who had accom-
panied Genesta to her meeting with Rosella. They made no sounds at all,
their tiny translucent wings beating in silent strokes. They made no effort to
hinder my daughter from opening the great doors and entering.

Inside, Rosella was greeted by two locked doors and a set of stairs leading
up through an archway. The two tiny fairies had followed her inside and now
fluttered ahead of her and up one of the palace’s ivory towers. Rosella
followed their lead to the top of the staircase and Genesta’s bed chamber. On
the marble floor a snow leopard sat guarding the fairy queen, who lay in a
seashell bed.

Genesta lay there silently sleeping; pale and thin, she looked close to death.
No sound but shallow, labored breathing came from her, and her fairies tried
to back my daughter away from their mistress. Rosella was crushed with
sorrow; Genesta was losing her hold on life and asleep—perhaps in a
trance— was unable to offer her any aid or advice. All Rosella could do was
return to the mainland and survive by her wits. Slowly, she left Genesta’s
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chamber, never expecting to see the good fairy alive again. Her steps took
her to the beach where she had arrived, and she started swimming back.

Fatigue from the first swim had now caught up to my daughter. Following
that came another whale. This time Rosella was too tired to elude it, and
blackness swallowed her.

In truth it was the whale that gulped her down, but that distinction meant
nothing to Rosella at the time. All she knew was that she was alive, in the
belly of a whale, breathing noxious, deadly fumes, and swimming in diges-
tive juices. Some ghostly red light, its source unknown, gave meager illumi-
nation. Rosella knew she had to get out soon, before the leviathan digested
her. Ugh!

The whale’s flesh was slimy and slippery. The only place Rosella was able
to climb out of the stomach soup was on the far side to her left. From there
she could see up the beast’s gullet. This became her goal: somehow she would
get out the whale’s mouth, but first she had to climb up there.

Of course, it wasn’t easy, especially in a wet dress that insisted on tangling
her knees and tying her ankles. Up and over, up and over; a slip would skid
her into forever. So very slowly she crept on that slick flesh, every inch
momentous victory. Up and over, up and over, and then success; she could
stand!

Looking up, Rosella saw part of the whale’s gullet dangling above her—a
tonsil, or something like that—it didn’t matter. Whatever it was, she deter-
mined to tickle the whale with the peacock feather she was carrying, hoping
to make the giant beast gag and vomit her up. She was wrong. The leviathan
didn’t gag, it sneezed.

The less said the better. Moments later Rosella was back out in open air,
swimming in a sea of whale snot. But she was alive and could see an island
nearby. She swam there as fast as she could.
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Having cleaned herself as best she could and drying in the hot sun, Rosella
took quick stock of her situation. She was neither in the dark belly of the
beast, breathing poisonous fumes, nor up to her chin in stomach acid. That
was good. On the other hand, the island was small, deserted, and without
water. Numerous hulls of wrecked ships, mostly submerged, were decaying
on the reefs that ringed it. On top of all that, she still had a dead fish in her
pocket.

My daughter did not cry, would not cry. She did not shout her frustration
to the heavens, she did not curse her turn of fortune. Instead, she took the
previously forgotten fish from her pocket and threw it away from her in the
direction of the only other living thing there, a raucous pelican that seemed
to be mocking her. Squawk! Greedily, noisily, the bird snatched the fat fish
from out of the air, and as it did so, something fell from its beak onto the
sand. It sparkled as it lay there, shiny and metallic. As the bird flew away,
Rosella went to see what had fallen. She took it. It was a whistle made of
silver, although how the bird had come by it will always be a mystery.

Her curiosity getting the better of her, my daughter searched the rest of
the island. Looking on the ground inside the remains of a wrecked rowboat,
she saw something else glisten. Picking it up, she marveled at her discovery
of a golden bridle and again wondered how such a splendid thing came to be
in that desert place. Perhaps one of the wrecks had once been a great treasure
ship, dead now, the victim of a forgotten storm.

As Rosella was growing up, climbing trees and playing in the nearby
woods, Graham and I had always told her that if she were ever in trouble or
needed help, just whistle and we’d come to her aid. The silver whistle
reminded her of those happy times of childhood. She walked to the edge of
the island and blew on it.
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We didn’t come, of course, but a dolphin did. Perhaps the whistle brought
it; perhaps it was loyal to Genesta and knew Rosella to be her friend and in
trouble. It matters not why it came, only that it did. Many times have I read
tales of these gentle, friendly creatures helping human folk in distress; I
thought the tales to be fables. I have since changed my mind. Flipping and
dancing in the shallow water near shore, it seemed to be gesturing for Rosella
to ride it to safety. My daughter grabbed hold of the dolphin, and it bore her
back over the waves to Tamir. Safely on shore, Rosella looked back to see
the dolphin leaping into the air and flipping its shiny tail to the sky. Then it
dived, disappearing under the waves. Rosella waved good-bye.

Where was she? That’s what Rosella needed to know. Looking south, she
could see the fisherman’s shack, so she must be a little north of the fishing
pier. With that settled, she began walking east looking for the unicorn. She
could see stone pillars in that direction, so she decided to look for the unicorn
there. If she could get near enough, she would use the bridle to capture it.

Her eastward trek brought Rosella to an artificial pool made of marble.
Carved columns, also marble, flanked it on two sides. They looked to be
waiting to hold up a roof; perhaps they were just keeping the sky from falling.
On another occasion, Rosella might have swum in the pool’s inviting waters,
but not this time. Too many lives rested in her hands.

As she stood there thinking, a small figure fluttered down on stubby wings
and started its own leisurely dip in the pool. At first Rosella thought it might
be one of Lolotte’s flying monkeys coming to look for her. That impression
passed quickly; this being was smaller, chubbier, had no fur, and was
completely naked. Her learning served her well; Rosella was sure that was
looking at Cupid, the god of love.

Here, she was sure, was help for her. Rosella rushed from the shadows that
had concealed her and swiftly walked to where Cupid was bathing. The god
looked up at Rosella, surprise on his baby face. Quick as a hummingbird, his
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..That’s when she discovered the little key that had been concealed in the rose’s leaves.
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wings blurred and he flew away from the pool, leaving Rosella with a face
full of spray and nobody to talk to.
"Drat! It’s so hard to talk to people around here!"

Cupid fled so quickly that he abandoned his tiny bow on the side of the
pool. Next to it was a quiver with two arrows— love darts, as Rosella well
knew. This discovery wiped all disappointment from her mind; with one of
cupid’s arrows she could enchant the unicorn, and with the golden bridle,
she could take the proud beast to Lolotte. Once there, she would have another
chance to get Genesta’s Talisman.

With new confidence, Rosella decided to go where she had seen the
unicorn before. She ran swiftly south until she reached the river, and followed
this west until she came to the meadow. No unicorn. Perhaps it sensed she
was there. Quietly she left, waited a few minutes and then returned, slowly
and silently. This time the horned horse was there, moving through the
meadow, its majestic head held high in the air.

The bow was strung, the arrow ready. Rosella moved as close as she dared
and then shot the unicorn a true hit upon its flank. Instantly the magic creature
stopped, shook itself, and then turned to face its attacker. Much sadness
dwelled in its eyes as it looked to Rosella, but it did not bolt away. Instead,
it stood waiting, nickering softly and pawing the ground. Slowly my dis-
traught daughter walked up to it, patting its nose gently and putting the the
bit in its mouth. Rosella mounted the unicorn and pointed it towards the
Impossible Mountains. All is for the best, she told herself, all is for the best.
This time she did cry.

Three of the witch’s goons set upon them as Rosella and the unicorn started
up the path to Lolotte’s. Again Rosella was grabbed and flown into the sky,
at the mercy of flying monkeys, straight to the throne of the wicked witch.
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Edgar stood beside his foul mother, his puppy eyes slightly moist as if with
tears of relief at Rosella’s return.

"I’m still not convinced you are telling me the truth, my ugly little peasant
girl!" the witch snorted. At this Edgar flinched and glared at Lolotte. "Bring
me the hen that lays the golden eggs, and then I will give you freedom and
the promised reward. Fail and you shall die the death of a spy. The hen is
kept by an ogre and his wife in the great forest. Go there now and bring it to
me. Away with you!"

Rosella was roughly snatched by the flying monkeys and dropped again
at the foot of the mountains. Again she felt anger and frustration at herself,
having been so close to the witch twice but unable to figure a way to steal
the Talisman from her. She hadn’t even seen it!

Rosella’s fury passed quickly. When her temper flashes it sears with
intensity, and then focuses into determination. "All I have to do is steal a
precious, golden-egg-laying chicken away from a family of ogres, and
probably right out from under their noses. But if I do that, I’ll have another
chance to get the Talisman from her. Okay, girl; stop talking about it and do
it!" At least she had an idea where the ogre’s house was.

While she had been looking at tombstones in the graveyard, earlier that
day, Rosella had seen the silhouette of a large hut in the distance north of the
cemetery. The forest seemed to get more dense in that direction also, so my
daughter deduced there was a good chance that that might be the ogre’s home.
If she were wrong, she was at least in the forest, and Lolotte had said the
house was in there somewhere.

Rosella found the hut she was looking for rather easily. "Hut" is the wrong
word for it, however; two stories tall, built solidly of large stones with a great
thatched roof, it was a large and substantial house. From the look of the
oversized doorway and the enormous flagstones leading to it, she felt
confident that an ogre could live there. She’d find out soon enough if it did.
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My daughter could see nothing by peering through the house’s windows.
They were set so high off the ground that she could not see into them at all.
She decided to walk boldly up to the massive door and simply knock. If she
heard anyone inside, she would bolt for the trees; if there was no noise or
answer, she’d steal inside and look around.

There was no answer, but there was a very large, very unfriendly watchdog
inside. Leaning against the heavy door with all of her weight and strength,
Rosella had been able to open it. As she pushed, she heard the dog’s growl
and, peeking around the door’s edge, was able to see it before it saw her.
Reaching into her peasant dress, Rosella took out the bone she had been
carrying with her for protection—Oh, what good that did!—and threw it
inside to the dog. The growls turned to woofs as the grateful watchdog
snatched the old bone, and then took it to his spot in the corner of the room,
gnawing and licking contentedly. The beast stopped paying any attention at
all to my girl.

Some tables and chairs were all that furnished the room she had entered,
and the only decoration was a stuffed dog’s head set high on one wall. A
doorway opened on the far side of the room, and from within Rosella thought
she could hear humming and someone moving around. Stairs went up; so did
Rosella, on tip-toes. At the top was one room, a filthy bedroom containing a
huge bed. Tattered curtains hung on the windows, and a gaping hole yawned
unrepaired on the floor. There was a closet in the room, but it was locked and
Rosella could find no key. A sharp ax leaned against the right wall. She
thankfully took it, thinking it might come in handy if the dog got tired of the
bone.

Back downstairs, Rosella saw another closet just by the open doorway.
She crept past the dog and discovered the closet was unlocked. The sounds
coming from the other room were now loud, and disgusting smells drifted



195
The Perils of Rosella

out. Evidently someone was cooking food there, but judging from the odor,
she didn’t want to know what was planned for the next meal.

Rosella quietly opened the door of the closet and slipped in, closing the
door behind her. A quick search uncovered nothing, especially no golden-
egg-laying hen. That’s when she heard the second ogre come home, moving
around the house, humming as it went. She was trapped!

Willing her thumping heart to be still, Rosella peered out of the closet
through the door’s keyhole. The ogre was huge, at least twice her own size,
tall and broad with a huge black beard, huge black teeth, and huge muscles.
With no idea of what to do next, Rosella decided to wait there until they left
the room, perhaps to go to bed. She prayed that they had no need of her
hidey-hole. She watched them eat, and at one point the man started sniffing
the air, telling the woman he smelled something. She assured him it was only
the decaying deer she was preparing, and this seemed to satisfy him.

When the meal had ended, the bushy ogre roared to his wife, "Bring me
my hen!" Through the tiny hole, Rosella could see a small white hen placed
on the table in front of the ogre.

"Lay, I tell you! Lay!"

Soon an egg began to appear from beneath the poor chicken. It was indeed
golden and metallic in color. The ogre weighed the egg in his hand a few
times, and then put it in a pocket. Moments later he laid his head next to the
bird and fell into a contented sleep. His snores rattled the windows.

Rosella knew this might be her only chance to escape with the hen. As
soon as she was sure the ogre’s wife had returned to the kitchen, she opened
the closet door knowing the snores would cover any sounds she made.
Quickly she picked up the hen from the high table, only inches beyond the
greedy grasp of the sleeping giant, and rushed to the front door. Just as she
got there, the hen began to squawk. The noise woke the ogre and brought
him roaring after her. Without hesitating, Rosella flung the door open and
raced outside, the irate ogre screaming after her.



196
King's Quest

Speeding out the door, feeling the ogre’s hot breath on her legs, Rosella
turned left—east—and fled deeper into the forest attempting to elude the
enraged creature. Finally, despite the hen’s constant squawking, she did
escape the ogre and ran right into the arms of more danger.

I do not know how my daughter endured all she did that day. I am sure I
would have gone mad, leaping from danger to danger to near death to sure
death to even more danger, one shock following the other so close that it
should plunge even the stoutest of heart into gibbering insanity. The young
are strong and resilient; they don’t think but know they are invulnerable and
immortal. Perhaps that is what kept her going on. Whatever it was, I will
always be grateful!

Rosella found herself in a thick grove of the oddest trees she had ever seen.
All around her their branches drooped like zombie fingers eager to snare
anyone that came near. Dim, strange lights seemed to glow dully from within
them, vampire eyes by firelight. She stopped short; the ogre had ceased giving
chase the moment she entered the strange trees. Hefting her newly acquired
ax in one hand, she wondered why. In the corner of her eye, she thought she
saw a branch move and begin reaching for her. Startled, she swung the ax at
the trees, yelling at the top of her lungs as if trying to frighten them. A stillness
descended over the odd grove, and the sense of evil she had been feeling
lifted. No branch stirred there. All was still and calm again. Rosella wondered
if it had been just her overwrought nerves playing tricks. "Probably," she told
herself, but not believing. "That must have been it."

Whatever the truth, she met no more menace in the wood and kept her feet
rushing further east towards the Impossible Mountains. There she discovered
the skull cave.
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At least, that’s what it looked like to Rosella, a huge human skull built into
the rock of the mountain. The rocks overhanging the entrance hung like teeth,
giving the impression that to enter was to enter the maw of death. Smoke
twisted up out of the cave through a small chimney, so somebody must be
home, she thought. Wrong. Nobody was there, but a black cauldron bubbled
over a fire in the middle of the cave. A quick search revealed nothing to
Rosella. It was a relief.

Leaving the cave, my daughter sped swiftly south along the edge of the
mountains. The afternoon shadows had become very long; night would come
soon and she wanted to be through the graveyard before that happened. She
was, and Lolotte’s monkeys were waiting for her in the usual place.

That Lolotte was evil made flesh is beyond question. If Rosella had any
doubts about this truth at the time, they were cleared up as soon as she was
dragged into the wicked witch’s presence. The hen had been taken from her
by the guards, as had the unicorn.

"Poor peasant girl, if that is what you really are, I still don’t believe you!"
As Lolotte taunted her, the guard held Rosella tighter lest she try to attack
their mistress.

"I demand of you a final task. Complete it and all I have promised is yours.
Bring me Pandora’s Box; it contains the purest evil in the universe, and with
it] could—dare I say it? Yes, I dare!—rule the world! Find it and bring it to
me. Take her away!"

Poor wretched Rosella! To find the box for Lolotte might doom the world
to enslavement by the witch. To not find it would surely doom her father,
Genesta, and herself, and still give no certainty that Lolotte would be
vanquished. The choice was between sure death or barest hope. Rosella chose
hope, however slim, resolving to get Pandora’s Box and try to overcome
Lolotte. She hoped she wasn’t making a mistake.
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Rosella decided to start her search for Pandora’s Box back at the skull
cave. There she had seen a number of containers there containing the raw
materials of spell casting: weirdly twisted roots, rare herbs, unnaturally
colored fluids, and assorted preserved body parts. Chances were it was the
workshop of a wizard or perhaps a witch. If she had no success there, she
would revisit the old manor house, and if that proved fruitless—well, she
hadn’t thought the problem through past that point.

My daughter was incorrect in her assumption that a witch might reside in
the cave. Not one, but three dwelt within, and by the way they eyed Rosella,
she wasn’t too sure entering the skull cave was a good idea. First of all, they
were witches of the dark variety, followers of the lefthand path who used
their magical art for evil. Then there was their welcome, cold and cackling,
like a spider asking the fly to come into its web.

"Hello, little girl. Would you like to join us for dinner?" One look at their
boiling cauldron was enough to tell Rosella just what they intended by that
invitation.

Lastly, there was the matter of the eye. The three crones were blind except
for one glass eye which they were able to pass back and forth between them,
cupping it like the rarest of jewels in the palms of their hands. The eye was
fixed directly upon Rosella, held by one of the weird sisters furthest away
from their cave’s entry. The woman began giving directions to the witch
closest to Rosella, and that one started after my daughter, arms outstretched,
fingers writhing, trying to grab her.

Rosella knew at once that if she could take the eye from the dark sisters,
she would have no troubles from them. With their sight as hostage, she might
find out the location of Pandora’s Box. All she had to do was avoid the one
who was clutching at her. :

Because of her youth, Rosella was sure she was quicker than the blind
witch. She took a position near the left wall of the cave, slowly moving back
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and forth a few steps in each direction, enticing the hag to rush her, back and
forth, back and forth, keeping a safe distance between them. Rosella’s
movements were mirrored by the two witches in the rear; back and forth,
back and forth they passed the eye, always directing the third. Finally, the
witch near Rosella made her move, rushing past the cauldron straight for the
girl.

Rosella darted as quickly as she could away from the hag across the cave,
past the cauldron and then straight back, almost hitting the great pot, so close
did she pass it. Her rush took her to a spot directly between the two hags
passing the glass eye. Rosella reached out as quickly as she had run and took
the eye from them, closing her hand tightly around it.

The three witches screeched, blind and lost; the pursuing one stopped and
stumbled, unable to see her prey.

"Give us back our eye!" they demanded, falling on their knees.

"Give me Pandora’s Box!" was my daughter’s reply.

"We do not have it! Give us back our eye!"

Rosella searched the cave for the second time that afternoon, but did not
find the treasure. The hags had been telling the truth. She kept the eye
clutched tight so they couldn’t follow, and she left the cave. Outside, her
heart softened; she couldn’t leave the witches in blindness forever. With that
thought, she went a little ways back inside.

The intensity of their pleas increased as the three weird sisters heard her
return. One of them threw something in Rosella’s direction; it rolled to a stop
at her feet.

"Take this, it will protect you from the undead!" one cried. "Look for the
box among the undead. Give us our eye!"

Rosella looked to the ground and picked up a scarab—an obsidian charm
carved in the form of a scarab beetle. She admired its workmanship and then
placed the cool stone against her cheek. She could feel it warm to her touch.
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"Thank you for the loan of your eye," she told the witches, her business
in the cave done. Rosella walked to its edge, then threw the eye to the cave’s
floor, away from the three crones. She was out of there before the glass hit
the ground, sure they would have revenge if they could get close to her again.

In that part of Tamir the dead walk at night—the restless dead, the uneasy
souls, the tormented ones. Zombies that tear the flesh and then devourit prowl
among the tombstones. Ghosts, the ephemeral ones, haunt the world seeking
peace. Night gaunts, dholes, and ghouls lurk in the darkest places. They wait.
They hunt. They feed.

Darkness was beginning to take its daily dominion of the world. Rosella
moved swiftly south to the graveyard. She was not particularly looking
forward to the prospect; the night chill was about her, and the sounds of the
world scratched claws up her back. The scarab, now in one of her pockets,
began to vibrate softly.

Zombies smell of damp earth and decaying things that are best left
nameless. That’s how my daughter remembers them, although she shivers
some when she does. They exploded out of the ground, grabbing at her
ankles, holding her legs as they pulled themselves from their graves. Rosella
screamed, and the undead backed away in fright. At first my daughter thought
it was her scream that did it, but when she took the scarab charm from her
pocket she could see it glowed with a strong, healthy light. The stone’s
vibration produced a low hum that had been muffled by her skirt. Rosella
thanked the witches under her breath and was glad she had returned them
their eye.

Other than the zombies groping hungrily among the tombstones and the
locked crypt built into the mountainside, Rosella found nothing in either part
of the graveyard. There were no signs anywhere of Pandora’s Box. She
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moved on then to the spooky manor and found that this too had become
haunted after dark.

A baby’s cry startled her as she stepped inside the frontdoor. It was coming
from upstairs. Rosella rushed up the steps, wondering how an infant could
have come to the deserted house. The smaller bedroom was as she had left
it,as was the master chamber. There, however, the cries came much stronger;
their source seemed to be the nursery attached to that room. She quickly
entered it. The nursery was still empty, but the old cradle was gently rocking
back and forth. It was empty, but the cries were definitely coming from it.
Rosella was sure she could feel a ghostly presence, that of a dead baby
seeking comfort. Perhaps the ghost wailing in the cradle was that of the baby
whose tombstone she had read before.

Rosella had come across the graves of two children, one in each part of
the graveyard; the infant had been laid to rest on the western section.
Evidently, it wasn’t resting very well. Why the child’s spirit had returned to
the nursery, Rosella didn’t know. Perhaps it was looking for something, or
someone. The sound of its crying was heartbreaking.

Rosella walked downstairs to the parlor. The secret door in the wall was
open, just as she had left it, and inside that door the shovel still leaned against
the stone wall. Rosella took the shovel and left the house. The hags said she
might find Pandora’s Box amongst the undead, so she intended to open the
infant’s grave and see if it were there. It would be grim work in the darkness.

The child’s tombstone lay in the northwest corner of the western grave-
yard, partially obscured by the low branches of an overhanging tree. The
stone said the child’s name was Hiram, and he had died at the age of six
months. Rosella read the tombstone and then began to dig. After digging for
a few moments, her shovel turned up a small silver rattle mixed with the dirt
from the grave; it must have belonged to the unfortunate child. Rosella took
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it, thinking she would place it in the empty cradle. Perhaps it would quiet the
crying ghost.

She returned to her digging, and reached the tiny, pine box holding the
baby’s remains. She forced herself to open it. It contained the sad remains of
the child’s burial clothes and his bones, which had been undisturbed until
now. That was all she found; she closed the coffin and left. She would refill
the hole later.

Rosella returned to the house with the silver rattle, dodging zombies all
the way. With the scarab protecting her, they were more nuisance than real
danger, but their touch was cold, unwholesome, and thoroughly disgusting.
Like too many cats in a house, they were always underfoot.

The cradle continued its ghostly rocking, side to side. The crying still filled
the air. Rosella polished the tarnished toy as well as she could with a corner
of her skirt, and carefully put it into the cradle. In an instant, both the rocking
and the crying ceased completely. Peace returned to the deserted room. It
was replaced by terrible noises from downstairs.

Thus began a series of nocturnal huntings and diggings as Rosella sought
to quiet the ghosts of that haunted house, all the time searching for the box
she must return to Lolotte.

From the landing at the top of the stairs, my daughter spied a second
ghost—a stooped old man who trudged from room to room, walking through
the walls. He moaned loudly, wailing loss and despair. It sounded as it he
were howling the word "gold" over and over and over. Rosella thought the
wails would drive her insane if she stayed there much longer. She went
grave-hunting in self-defense.

After a search of both parts of the cemetery, she dug up the resting place
of one "Newberry Will." She chose his grave because his tombstone branded
him a miser—one who valued gold and treasure above all else, doomed to
spend the after-life shackled with the chains of greed. The grave was on the
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southern edge of the western graveyard, and after she had dug there a bit, she
discovered a bag of gold coins—nothing else. When she offered it to the
ghost, he snatched it from her and drooled. Then the ghost disappeared,
taking with him his wails and moans. They were replaced by the weeping of
yet another of the undead.

The third ghost had once been a beautiful young woman, tall and slender,
with hair the color of midnight. She didn’t appear to be much older than
Rosella. She was sitting, rocking, in the small bedroom, her face buried in
her hands. The ghost wore a large wedding band, now wet from her crying.
Only once did she lift her face to reveal a large pair of gray eyes, flush with
tears. Those eyes looked as if they had stared into infinity and had found it
wanting. Then the woman’s head sank again into her hands and the ghostly
weeping continued.

Rosella found her grave in the eastern burial ground. She knew it was the
correct one the moment she saw it. A nineteen year old girl by the name of
Betty had died of a broken heart after her lover had perished at sea. Rosella
dug and found a little locket attached to a thin gold chain. Engraved on it was
the image of a black-bearded sea captain—her husband. Again she had not
discovered Pandora’s Box; again she took a small treasure to the restless
dead.

I never knew a ghost could smile, but my daughter says this one did. The
young woman’s weeping ceased the moment Rosella offered her the locket.
She took it, held it up, looked at the picture, smiled, and vanished—rocking
chair and all. Rosella felt sorry for the girl and her lost love. Of course, that’s
when she heard new cries of anguish from downstairs.

Ghost number four looked much like the man etched in the locket; older
though, and a soldier from the look of his uniform. He paced despondently
in the parlor, peering into corners, under furniture, and behind the few
remaining books. Searching, pacing, wailing, the ghost made his futile
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rounds. One of the ghost’s legs had been lost, perhaps in battle, and had been
replaced by a wooden one. The sound of his walking was uneven and wrong.
Rosella went to the cemetary to find whatever he was looking for.

It turned out to be a medal in the form of a golden cross. Engraved on it
were the words "For Valor and Bravery." It had been buried along with Lord
Coningsby in the western graveyard where he lay next to his wife. Their
graves were closest to the house they had once lived in. Rosella took the
medal of honor back inside and presented it to the apparition. He took it from
her reverently and slowly faded from sight.

The last ghost made all of Rosella’s frustration about not finding the object
of her own quest—Pandora’s Box— dissolve just like the phantoms she had
been encountering. It started differently than her other unearthly encounters;
no moans, no wails, no weeps, just a little boy ghost appearing, teasing
Rosella, and trying to get her to chase him. With that, he disappeared into
the small bedroom, the one where she had encountered the young widow.

When she had first explored the manor those many hours before, my
daughter had noted a trapdoor in that room’s ceiling, but no way was visible
to reach it. When she followed the boy inside, she found that that situation
had changed. The trapdoor was now open and a ladder led up into it. Rosella
climbed up into the gloom.

The room must have once been the house’s attic; it was cluttered with all
sorts of boxes and chests—the trash and treasures of a family home. The boy
ghost sat there upon a large and interesting-looking chest. Could this, she
thought, be Pandora’s Box? There seemed no way to find out, however. The
young ghost wouldn’t move from the top of the lid. Ghosts may be almost
transparent, gauzy and ephemeral, but they can be just as heavy and immobile
as they wish. Rosella could not budge it. The boy just sat there smiling and
giggling, looking at Rosella as if expecting a treat. She walked to the spot
where she had crawled onto the attic floor after climbing the ladder, and she ‘
climbed the ladder back down.

1
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Rosella had no choice but to return to the graveyard; what grave was the
boy’s? Finally she located it on the eastern side, a largish stone in the
northwest corner. It was the same inscription that had overcome her earlier.
It marked the grave of a boy named Willy; who had been buried with a toy
horse on wheels—without doubt the child’s favorite toy. The shovel broke
as Rosella finished digging. She hoped it was not a bad omen.

The boy was still sitting on the chest when Rosella returned to the attic,
still smiling, still giggling naughtily. She gave the toy to the boy and hoped
he would disappear like the others so that she could see what was inside of
the chest. This ghost took his time; he looked and grinned merrily at the
wooden horse, and finally disappeared with a loud POP! Rosella opened the
lid carefully and then peered inside. Pandora’s Box? No! All there was inside
was some sheet music—old, yellow, and near crumbling to dust. That was
all.

As Rosella carefully made her way back down the ladder and headed
toward the secret staircase past the parlor, she couldn’t help grinning at a
riddle I had asked her once when she was much younger: What is a ghost’s
favorite kind of music? All the way up that narrow, treacherous stone stair
she kept chuckling and repeating aloud, "Sheet music. Sheet music. Ghosts
like sheet music!" The old joke helped release much of her tension and
anxiety.

Two flaming torches illuminated the tower room containing the organ,
although how they had been lighted is a mystery. Rosella moved directly to
the instrument and played the sheet music on the organ. The melody was
deep and somber, the tempo a slow march. As Rosella played, a small, secret
drawer opened out of the organ’s front; in it was a key. "After what I’ve been
through, I'll bet it’s a skeleton key," Rosella murmured to herself cynically.
She finished playing the music and took the key; she had decided it must be
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the key to the crypt. After all, she reasoned, it was the only thing in or near
the house that was locked.

She survived her final trip down the tower stairs and again thought bad
thoughts about the person who invented the long skirt. In the front hall she
paused but a moment to see the time. It was almost midnight, time was
running out for her father and Genesta. Then she sped out of the house and
straight to the crypt in the mountain.

The key fit. Rosella unlocked the door, slowly opened it, and stepped
inside to the most elaborate burial chamber she had ever imagined. She found
herself on a platform above the tomb’s floor; hieroglyphics were scribbled
over all of the walls, and a massive coffin stood in one corner. So colorful
and exotic was the place that Rosella imagined that it had been dug into the
mountain in the days of ancient Aegypt. On the opposite side of the crypt,
resting by itself, alone, on the floor was a small box. Pandora’s?

A rope ladder lay piled on the floor at Rosella’s feet, left there for people |
to climb up and down between the door and the floor. She took the rope and
dropped it down, climbing quickly after it. That’s when the ancient coffin
opened and a figure lurched out at Rosella. The mummy walked heavily for
several steps, arms reaching for my daughter; then it stopped short. Rosella
felt the obsidian scarab vibrate more rapidly in her pocket. The undead one
returned to its resting place. My daughter sighed with relief; if the scarab had
not worked, she would have had no place to flee.

The box was not particularly large; it could be easily carried in one hand.
It was made of some unfamiliar, heavy, black metal and decorated with
blasphemous shapes. It both looked and felt evil; it was indeed Pandora’s
Box, hidden away and guarded by the mummy for eons. Rosella took the box
and climbed out of the crypt. She turned her back on both the graveyard and
the haunted house and walked south, knowing Lolotte’s flying monke:
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- would find her as she started up the mountain path. She almost welcomed
their rough embrace.

Lolotte was in a frighteningly light mood when my daughter was brought
before her for the last time. The evil one asked Rosella her name and then
announced that she was to get her reward, and it would not to be her
freedom—oh no! Instead, Lolotte had decided my daughter would marry her
deformed son Edgar in the morning. Until that time she was to spend the
night in Edgar’s room, alone. Then she ordered her goons to strip my girl of
all her possessions, leaving but the clothes on her back. Rosella gasped. She
faced a fate, she thought, much worse than death!

The black-garbed guards escorted my princess to a room at the top of one
of the castle’s high towers. They slammed the door shut and stomped down
the stairs. Before they left, she heard the click of the door being locked, and
no matter how hard she shoved and pushed, she couldn’t budge it open.
Despondently, Rosella looked around the tower room that she soon would
be forced to share with the witch’s son.

My daughter had just about given up all hope when she heard a small sound
at her door, not at all like the tramping of the guards. Moving over to the
door, she saw something that had not been there before—a red rose, still fresh
on its long stem. "Who could have placed it there?" she thought. Bending
over, she picked it up and brought it to her nose, her eye catching a golden
glint. That’s when she discovered the little key that had been concealed in
the rose’s leaves. She took it. Trying it in the chamber door, Rosella heard,
and felt, the blessed click of the lock. She turned the knob and the door quietly
opened. Rosella was free! Now she had to find Lolotte and somehow get the
Talisman from her.

The stairs down were so dimly lit that she could barely see where to put
her feet. Slowly and quietly, as silent as a zombie, Rosella made her escape
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down the cold steps, each one taking her further from her prison. As she
rounded the last curve, she spotted one of the monkeys standing guard at the
bottom. It looked as if it were sleeping on duty.

Rosella hugged the wall as tightly as she could, trying to blend with the
shadows, thinking quiet zombie thoughts. The guard still did not move. She
crept along, keeping as far away from it as possible. Inch by inch, she came
closer to the open archway at the bottom of the tower, and then she was
through. |

She found herself in the castle’s cheerless dining room where a large table
and benches covered most of the floor. Rosella imagined this was to be the
site of her wedding breakfast; it was a meal that she planned never to taste.
Another guard was posted here, near two new doorways. It too was nodding
in light sleep; the lateness of the hour seemed to be favoring her escape.

Rosella continued hugging walls and their shadows as she passed in front
of the guard across the room. The first of the doorways she came to led into
Lolotte’s throne room, but she continued on to the second, within short reach
of the flying monkey. Rosella could hear its soft snoring as she went by,
holding her breath and making herself as skinny as she could. This door led
to the kitchen, which was deserted, cold, and with no other exit. Rosella made
a silent search of the place, and in one of the two large cabinets, she
discovered her stolen possessions; she took them all. She was overjoyed and
spent an extra moment caressing Cupid’s bow and its lone arrow. Putting her
fingers to her lips, Rosella lightly breathed, "Lolotte! This one’s got your
name on it!" She touched her kissed fingers to the arrow’s tip and crept out
of the kitchen the way she had entered. The guard still snored.

Two final monkey guardians had to be passed. The first stood by Lolotte’s
throne, and she just ran pastit, sprinting silently by the bottom of the throne’s
stair. The last guard was beyond the door on the other side of the throne room,
at the base of the second tower’s stairs—the same tower where she had
taken when she was imprisoned in the torture chamber. Both of the gu
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slept; in fact, all she had encountered had been dozing. Could it be that they
cared for their mistress so little that they thought nothing of sleeping on duty?
She knew not.

Rosella had to keep moving if she were to find Lolotte and recover
Genesta’s Talisman. Dawn would come shortly, and the fairy queen would
die soon after if Rosella were not successful. Up she climbed, terrified of any
misstep. Up she climbed, each step, she dreamed, taking her closer to the
witch. Halfway up, she saw light from the hallway that led to the torture cell.
She saw guards moving about there, definitely not asleep. That meant up
again, to the top of the tower.

My daughter suspected that Lolotte kept her private chambers at the top
of the stairs, much as Edgar’s were at the pinnacle of the other tower. She
double-checked the bow and arrow; they were ready for their intended target.
Up and up she climbed and arrived at an ornate door, identical with the one
in Edgar’s room.

Shooting someone, however evil they be, however necessary the act may
be, is not a task for the faint or indecisive. Neither is it an act to be performed
lightly. Rosella knew that the fate of those she loved—and of our entire
world!—was attached to the single arrow she carried, just as firmly as the
feathers of the arrow’s fletching were glued to its shaft. She readied herself
in body and mind, breathing deep to slow her heart and steady her eye and
hand. She put all thoughts out of her mind save that of the deed she had to
do. She felt neither joy nor fear, just focus and action.

The little gold key fit in the lock, just as she had suspected it would. Softly
she opened the door, trying not to waken the evil witch. Rosella found her
deep asleep in her huge bed—easily large enough to hold an ogre and his
wife comfortably. My brave child wasted no time in idle observation. She
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drew the bow’s string to her ear, aimed at Lolotte’s sleeping heart, and shot
her. The golden arrow of love flew true to its target!

Lolotte sat straight up from her next to final sleep, Cupid’s arrow buried
deep in her chest. Agony and pain distorted her face. "Aaah," she screamed.
"The pain! The pain! I cannot stop the pain!" In her last instant, Lolotte saw
Rosella standing there, the bow still held straight in front of her. The evil
witch made a last effort torise, to get to my daughter, but she crumpled over.

"I’11 get you, peasant girl. I’ll get you!" With that, she fell finally silent.
Her body stilled, empty of life.

Edgar entered his mother’s chamber with the dawn. He looked at her body
silently for a moment and then offered Rosella her freedom and the freedom
of the castle. He still wore his puppy eyes and looked at my daughter with
longing. Then he left Rosella alone. He never looked back at his mother.

Rosella found the Talisman hanging from a chain around the dead witch’s
neck. It could only be that because goodness radiated from it, not evil. She
took it and walked out of Lolotte’s chamber. She had not intended to kill her,
merely control her as she had the unicorn, transforming the evil witch with
the power of love. Killing the evil one had left Rosella feeling empty and
shattered, but it did not totally cover her sense of triumph.

The guards bowed to Rosella as she entered the hall halfway down the
stairs. They told her that they had never loved the witch; she had cast a spell
over them and forced them to do her bidding. Rosella acknowledged their
apologies with a smile and short nod of her head. The moment was shattered
then by the raucous squawking of a hen from behind the door by which she
was standing. She opened it. There was the hen that laid the golden egg. In
the far corner rested Pandora’s Box. Rosella took them both.

It was time to return the Talisman to Genesta, and to hide to box again in
its crypt to prevent someone else from trying to use its evil. Rosella slowly
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walked back down the stairs and through the witch’s throne room, vowing
never to return. She turned her back on Lolotte’s throne and walked outside
to freedom.

Near the front gate of the castle stood a small stable, and Rosella found
the unicorn imprisoned inside of it. She opened the gate that confined the
great magic beast, and it bolted to its own freedom, kicking and waving its
forelegs and neighing in joy. As the unicorn disappeared down the mountain,
Rosella wished she were riding it; she didn’t relish her own long walk to the
sea.

Rosella was weary. The strains of the past two days had left her mind and
body on the verge of exhaustion. She had rested little and eaten nothing since
being taken to be sacrificed to the dragon—Oh, how that seemed so far in
her past at that moment!—but she pushed on down, taking extra care not to
lose her footing on the dirt path. Once down, it was but a short way to the
ornate crypt where she returned Pandora’s Box to the exact spot from which
she had taken it. Then she closed the crypt door and locked it behind her.
Rosella kicked the key back under the door so no one would ever possess the
evil of Pandora’s Box again. Then she walked the last distance to the sea.

The swim to Genesta’s island seemed never to end, but my daughter got
there before her strength gave out. The fairy queen was still in her bed, barely
conscious. Praying that she was in time, Rosella gave the Talisman to
Genesta. She watched Genesta’s eyes open wide as the healing powers
brought life back to the fairy’s face.

"You have saved my life, Rosella! Tamir and I owe you a great debt!"

Rosella and Genesta stood on the beach, looking at the hen that lays golden
eggs. In her fatigue my daughter had carried the remarkable hen all the way
over the sea from Lolotte’s. It had squawked and screamed the entire time.
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Genesta was startled to see the hen; it had once been hers, but had been stolen
and never recovered until now. The fairy queen could not believe her double
good fortune.

The rest goes quickly. Before returning my daughter home to Daventry,
Genesta told her that there was another one who had performed a brave deed
and was deserving of reward. With a wave of her magic wand, poor, twisted
Edgar was on the beach beside them, blinking madly from his unexpected
transport and the bright sun.

"Edgar was the one who brought you the key that let you escape. He has
a beautiful soul trapped in a horrid body, and I shall make that injustice right."
Another wand wave and Edgar was transformed completely. In place of his
deformed body, he now stood straight and tall and handsome.

Edgar loved my daughter—he may still love her—and asked Rosella to
marry him as soon as he saw that she was there on the beach with him. Rosella
looked at him for a few moments and smiled.

"I’m sorry, Edgar. Perhaps we will meet again.
kiss. He blushed.

Another wave of the wand and Rosella’s filthy peasant clothes were
replaced by her own relatively clean court gown. One last goodbye, one last
pass of the magic wand, and Genesta sent Rosella home bearing the magic
fruit that would soon heal her father—my dear husband.

My baby was home safe!

We both finally cried.

She gave him a quick
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m elcome back to our world. Welcome back to the place that sees
Daventry as a place of fun and games—a world that only exists
inside computer games.

This is an honorable point of view; try as I might, I don’t suspect I’ll be
able to produce hard, bite-into-it-and-see-if-it’s-real proof of Daventry’s
physical existence. No amber stones of teleportation, no chests of gold that
never empty, and no golden-egg-laying hens are in my possession, items that
would be indisputable proof of the words that Derek has been sending me.
Heck, if I had any of those things I probably wouldn’t show them to you
anyway. Nothing personal, mind you; if I had some of that stuff, I’d just live
in luxury somewhere and pass Derek’s words off as fiction—if at all.

What follows is a step-by-step guide for playing the King’s Quest com-
puter games. It’s the most direct route through the adventures, with strategies
and specific tips on surviving your own personal encounters with the games.
These routes are not always the same ones Graham, Alexander-Gwydion, or
Rosella took. They live in their real world, we live in ours, and we still cannot
duplicate real life inside of a computer. I leave it to you to decide which roads
you may wish to follow; they all end at the same place. I encourage you to
discover your own way through the stories—ways that might even be more
fun.

Each adventure is looked at by itself. You’ll see the best path through each
game and get specific solutions to the toughest problems. In some cases, there
is more than one way to get through a problem. I'll explain those also; they
can affect your score for both good and bad. Used along with the maps and
scorecards at the back of the book, you should have little trouble successfully
completing any, or all, of the King’s Quest games.

Of course, you don’t have to read this chapter at all. You can solve the
adventures just by following the earlier narratives from Daventry. However,
some of the specific game problems, especially in King’s Quest 3: To Heir J
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Is Human and King’s Quest 4: The Perils of Rosella, come directly from the
fact that the adventures have been translated onto a computer. These prob-
lems must be solved in the context of interacting with your computer; they
don’t totally exist in the context of the King’s Quest universe. This chapter
also helps you through those sticky spots.

I’ve titled this chapter "The Easy Way Out," and it is. If you’re stumped,
this is definitely one place to go. But consider the spirit of adventure, the
pleasures of figuring out something for yourself, the joy of discovery, and
those gratifying, light-bulb-going-on-over-your-head moments of triumph
you may be missing. I will restate my point:

The journey is the reward!
Getting there is half the fun!
It’s not whether you win or lose, it’s how
you play the game!

Enough, already! You have been given your last chance to mend your evil
ways. No more platitudes, just answers.
Doesn’t that make you feel a whole lot better?
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SPEAR’S 12 RULES FOR PLAYING COMPUTER GAMES
(Version 1.0)

Save the game

Save often, save early. Save as soon as you’ve accomplished something
difficult, after you’ve discovered some goodie, and before you do anything
at all dangerous. When in doubt, save. The more saved games you have, the
better. Sometimes you’ll find you’ve saved a game after you’ve done
something stupid, although you didn’t realize it at the time. Going back is
usually preferable to starting over.

Know where you are at all times

Make maps; these not only show you where you are, but where you’ve
been. They also give you some idea of where you haven’t been— you may
have missed exploring some key place. Write down on the map who and
what you find in the various places. Know where north, south, east, and west
are. In King’s Quest, north is to the top of the screen, south to the bottom,
east to the right, and west to the left. If you need to, indicate up and down.
Most importantly, be sure you can understand what you draw and write.

Look at everything

Every time you get to a new place, LOOK at it, then LOOK at everything
in it. LOOK at the ground, the walls, the trees, the stumps, the tables, the
chairs—you get the idea. LOOK on top of, on, under, around, into, through,
and behind.
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Open everything

Doors, chests, cabinets, drawers, bottles, whatever—things are kept in
them, and you’ll never know unless you open them up and look inside.

Take everything

Moss, worms, stones on the shore—if the game program lets you take
something, do it. It’s probably going to score you some points or be useful
later.

Think creatively and accept nothing at face value

Just because it’s a bucket of water doesn’t mean you can’t use it to defeat
adragon. Kiss frogs, kiss witches, throw bridles at snakes, and always look
for secret doors. Often it’s the illogical response or act that’s the right one.
Sometimes it isn’t, but everything is worth a try.

Do the obvious

Petdogs, give dogs bones, pet cats, wear things, feed hungry wizards, plant
beans, read notes, and don’t kiss evil witches. You’d be surprised what you
miss just because it’s so obvious.

Save the game again

Just in case you’ve forgotten already, SAVE! Especially before you do
creative or obvious things.
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Remember everything

Take notes; hints are everywhere. Jot down whatever other characters say
to you, you may need it later.

Walk away from problems

Often you will meet puzzles and problems that you can’t seem to solve.
Sometimes this is because you still haven’t done, met, discovered, or found
something yet, but other times it’s because you’re just plain tired or stumped.
Letting the problem slush around in your mind for a while—not concentrat-
ing on it—helps. How can you tell the difference between them? Often, you
can’t. That’s what this book is for.

Don’t play too long

Computer games can easily become compelling and addictive. You can
find yourself playing for hours upon long hours, not knowing where the time
went. Worse, if you play too long at a stretch, there is always the possibility
of eye strain, a stiff neck, and headaches. Give your body and mind a break.
Take it easy. The game, no matter how good, doesn’t have to be solved ina
day. Play wisely, play well, play healthy.

Always remember—it’s only a game!

It’s supposed to be fun. It’s not brain surgery.
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-

King Graham’s Rules for Adventuring

If I have learned anything in my life, I have learned this:
Pick up anything that is not nailed down.
If it is nailed down, look for loose nails or boards.
Check carefully into, under, above, below, and behind things.
Read everything; you might learn something.
Wear clean undergarments.
Brush after meals.

Always remember: Nothing is as it appears. Nothing.
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King’s Quest 1: Quest for the Crown

Object of the Game:

You’re Graham, a young knight of Daventry. Your quest is to discover the
three great—but now lost—treasures of the kingdom, and return them to King
Edward. The three treasures are:

A magic mirror
A magic chest

A magic shield
If you complete the quest successfully, you will become King of Daventry.

Things to Come:

As you wander through Daventry, you will notice that if you go straight
and far enough in any direction, you’ll end up back where you started,
provided there is no roadblock like a mountain, chasm, or unfordable stream.
When this happens, the game world and map are said to "wrap around." This
is very useful for shortcuts—Ilike walking south to get north and things like
that, and is something Graham, I’m sure, would have found extremely useful.

There are four creatures you must avoid during your initial wanderings:

+ The wolf will kill you. The wolf lives in just one place—the area imme-
diately east of the well and west of the big oak tree with the golden egg.
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+ The ogre will kill you. The ogre lives also in just one place—the area
immediately south of the rock where you find the dagger, east of the back
of the woodcutter’s house, west of the river bank where you can see only
the mushroom.

+ The dwarf will not kill you, but he will steal your possessions, and you
can never get them back. If you’re carrying the magic mirror and he steals
it from you, you lose the game. Period. You can’t win! Beware! The dwarf
wanders in the area surrounded by the ogre to the north, the walnut tree to
the south, the rock with the small hole to the west, and the river bank with
the pebbles to the east. He can also be found on the stairs going up into
the mountain, if you use that route up to the Land of the Clouds.

« The witch flies around immediately north of the well, south of the
gingerbread house, and east of the big cave. She’ll capture you if she sees
you and will put you in a cell you can’t get out of, ever. However, you will
have to deal with the witch eventually, inside the gingerbread house. She
won’t be there if you are protected, so only go there when you are
vulnerable.

The best way to handle these critters is by not encountering them at all and
simply avoiding the screens where they live. However, the elf’s ring will
make you invisible to them for a while, the goat following you will scare
them off, the fairy godmother’s spell will protect you for a short while, and
the magic shield will protect you from them permanently. If you have none
of the above and insist on visiting these folks’ stomping grounds when
they’re around, use the old edge-of-the-screen trick. What you do is enter the
area in question, and stay on the very edge of computer’s screen. The instant
the creature appears, step back out of the screen. You can walk around this
way, as long as you are on the screen’s very edge.
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There is a sorcerer who lives between the walnut tree and the gingerbread
house and south of the rock with the small hole. The goat, spell, shield, or
ring protect you from him, also. Don’t worry about him, though. All he does
is freeze you for a while, and then you can continue. Nobody else comes
along and gets you while you are frozen.

While these monsters are usually found in their appointed areas, some-
times they are not home at all. That is good. You will find that if you do
encounter them, use the old edge-of-the-screen trick, and then immediately
step back, they might not be there at all when you return. This is one of the
best tricks around and can be used successfully in all of the games. Remember
it; it’s called the old edge-of- the-screen trick—it will save you a lot of lives.

It is also useful when you need to find somebody or something that isn’t
there when you go to visit—the elf with the gold ring, for instance. Just step
out of the area and return at once. Repeat as necessary until successful.

How to Do It:

Cross the bridge over the moat with care; this is the beginning of the game,
and you’re too young to die! Go to the castle and bow to King Edward. He'll
tell you about the treasures and the reward and then send you on your way.
After you leave the castle, you won’t be able to get back inside until you have
the treasures in your possession.

As soon as you leave the castle, cross the western bridge, go to the garden
behind the castle and pick a carrot. Then walk north. The next screen is the
home of the elf; talk to him and you get the magic ring that makes you
invisible when you rub it. The screen north of the elf contains the ceramic
bowl, you’ll need it in the woodcutter’s cottage. Look at the bowl. Look into
the bowl. The screen north of this has a river bank where you will find
pebbles—ammunition for the slingshot in the Land of the Clouds.
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At this point, retrace your steps south to where you picked up the bowl
and move one screen west. There are walnuts on the ground under the tree.
Pick one up and open it; there should be gold inside. If not, keep picking
them up and opening them until you do find the treasure. After you get the
gold, go south. You’ll come to a mountain with a door in it, which is the way
back from the Land of the Clouds. You don’t have a key to get you up, so
continue one more screen south and climb the big tree. You will discover a
bird’s nest in the branches. Take the egg—it’s gold—and climb back down.
Walk south again to the next screen and move the rock. Look inside the hole
and then get the dagger. Don’t stand to the south of the rock when you move
itor else it will roll on top of you with terminal consequences.

Now it’s time to keep heading west. Swim west across the lake; the screen
after the lake’s west shore has a log and stump. Look inside the stump and
take the pouch of diamonds. Go back to the western lake shore and turn south.

The house you find here belongs to the woodcutter and his wife. Forget
about the ax and pump you see in front, they don’t do anything, and you can’t
take them. Walk inside, put the bowl on the table, and say the word that’s
written in the bowl. The people are so grateful that they tell you to take their
fiddle. It’s on the floor in the corner, but make sure you don’t step in the hole
in the floor getting it—it’s another way to die. Play the fiddle before leaving.

Leave the house and travel south past the lake. The gingerbread house, the
witch’s home, is in the screen south of the lake. Go to the front door and open
it. If the wicked one is at home, use the old edge-of-the-screen trick and get
out at once. Repeat until she isn’t there. Once you are safely inside, go to her
bedroom, pick up the note next to her bed, and read it. It’s the clue for solving
the gnome’s name riddle, and it scores points. The jail cell you see in the
house is where the witch puts you if she captures you.

Wait in the bedroom until the witch comes home and starts cooking. Walk
quickly up behind the witch and push her. You score points by killing her.
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Open the cupboard and get the swiss cheese—you’ll need it for the rat in the
land of the leprechauns.

There is an alternate solution for getting the cheese that does not include
killing the witch. Wear the ring and rub it outside the front door. When you
go into her house while invisible, she is not there, nor does she return while
you’re in that state. You'll have plenty of time to read the note, get the cheese,
and leave. You won’t score as many points this way, but it’s a more elegant,
nonviolent way to solve the problem. Don’t forget to eat the house after you
go back outside; it is gingerbread and chocolate and you get points for doing
it.

From the gingerbread house, scoot straight west three screens until you
meet the troll on the troll bridge. Ignore him and walk one screen south where
there is a patch of clover. Pick the clover because you need it to get by the
leprechaun guards. You now have the majority—but not all!—of what you
need to get the major treasures and win the game. You’ll pick up the other
necessary stuff as you go along.

This is decision time for you, dear player. Which treasure do you want to
go for first, the chest, the mirror, or the shield? We’ll walk through each quest
individually.

Getting the Magic Mirror:

From the clover patch (that’s where I left you, remember?) go south one
screen. This is the fairy’s godmother’s patch of turf. If you meet her, she’ll
sprinkle you with fairy dust for protection. You won’t need it where you're
going, but what the heck, you know how to avoid the monsters now anyway.
You are going to a well, which is three screens past the fairy godmother.
you walk, notice the goat in the pen. You and he will become companions
later.
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When you reach the well, cut the rope and take the bucket. (If all you see
is the rope, then the bucket is lowered into the well. In that case, raise the
bucket with the crank, cut the rope, and take the bucket.) Now lower the rope
into the well with the crank, and climb down the rope. You fall in the water
when you reach the end of the rope. Swim. Dive. Underwater, you will see
an opening on the left side of the screen; swim into it. You are now in the
dragon’s lair, and the dragon is guarding the magic mirror. Save the game.
There are two ways to get by the dragon, and both require that you get just
close enough to the monster that he can’t fry you. Watch his flaming breath
and see where it stops; you want to go almost to that point. If you throw the
- dagger at the dragon, you kill it. You also lose 2 points for solving the
- problem this way. You earn points if you throw the bucket of water at the
dragon (the bucket filled automatically when you dove under the water). The
dragon will leave, and give you an exit out on the west side of his lair. With
the dragon out of the way, take the mirror. Look into it for a glimpse of your
future.

There are two ways out of the dragon’s lair. You can follow the beast west,
and come out of a big cave just north of the goat pen. This is where you hitch
a ride on a condor, so remember this place. The second way out of the
dragon’s lair scores you more points. Go back out through the opening you
came in, and then swim to the surface. From there you can grab the rope and
climb it back out of the well. Please do this slowly, you don’t want to fall
back in.

Congratulations! You have now completed one part of your quest for the
crown.

Getting the Shield:

From the clover patch, go east. Swim across the lake and walk one more
screen east. You will reach a cave, the same one from which you can exit the
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dragon’s lair. If you are coming from the well, walk west one screen to the
goat pen and then north one screen.

What you want to do here is wait for the condor to appear. If it doesn’t,
use the old edge-of-the-screen trick until it does.

Caution: Don’t use the east side of the screen. If you haven’t killed her, the
witch is flying about over there.

When the bird does show up, you must jump up and let it grab you in its
claws. Go to the middle of the screen and wait for the bird to swoop; then
jump so that you are at the top of your leap when the condor is at the bottom
of the swoop. This will take a number of tries, but be patient. When the bird
finally gets you, it will drop you near a hole in the earth. You are now in an
area three screens in extent. You cannot leave by foot, by swimming, or by
bird. You must go down the hole.

But first, walk one screen east of where you get dropped—be careful you
don’t fall in the hole yet. Pick the mushroom you find there—don’t eat
itl—and return to the hole. Step into it—just fall in. Whee! At the bottom
you find you can’t climb out. Follow the cave south and then east. The
moment you see the rat, stop. Save the game. Deal with the rat much as you
handled the dragon. Watch where it walks, and see how far it roams. It does
not come all the way east across the cave. Walk up almost to that point and
give the cheese to the rat; this may take a try or two. The rat then disappears.
You can also get past the rat by offering it a treasure—the gold egg, gold
walnut, or bag of diamonds. If you do, though, you lose points. With the rat
gone, you can now open the door.

I hope you didn’t forget the clover; the guards will attack you if you don't
have it. Play the fiddle, and the guards will dance off. Walk south and you
are in the leprechaun king’s throne room just in time to see him leaving. Take
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- his scepter, it’s in front of the throne. Next to the throne is the magic shield.
- Go ahead, take it, it won’t bite. Got it!

Leave the room by going west, and climb the stairs. Be careful you don’t
fall! There is a small opening at the top, but it’s too tiny to crawl through.
Eat the mushroom and you shrink. Exit through the hole at once. You are
now one screen north and one screen east of the gingerbread house.

Congratulations!

Getting the Magic Chest:

This quest is best left for after you have acquired the magic shield because
the shield will protect you from the giant you are going to meet.

Go to the goat pen and open the gate on its eastern half. Walk up to the
goat and show the goat the carrot. He then follows you almost anywhere, but
not inside the gingerbread house!

Caution: Do not give the carrot to the goat or he’ll eat it and not follow you.

With the goat tagging along, leave the pen and walk two screens east to
the fairy godmother screen. From there go north two more screens and
encounter the troll. There are two ways past the big fella. If the goat is with
you, it will attack the troll, butting it off the bridge and scoring you points.
The goat then disappears from your life forever. If old Billy G. is not there,
the troll will accept a treasure—the gold egg, gold walnut, pouch of dia-
monds, or the leprechaun king’s scepter. You lose points, however, solving
the problem this way.

Cross the bridge and talk to the gnome. He will give you three tries to
guess his name. If you fail, he gives you the key that fits the door into the
mountain. The door is west of where you met the elf, south of the walnut



228
King's Quest

tree, and north of the oak tree with the golden egg. If you guess correctly, he
gives you magic beans. His name, Rumplestiltskin, is a wrong answer. The
answer is [IFNKOVHGROGHPRM, which is Rumplestiltskin spelled in a
backwards alphabet (you substitute the letter "z" for "a", "y" for "b", and so
on).

Guessing the name and getting the beans gives you the most points.
Whichever way you solve the problem, pick up the gnome’s gift from the
ground.

If you get the key, walk to the door, unlock and open it, walk carefully up
to the Land of the Clouds and wait for me there. The rest of us are taking the
beanstalk.

If you took the beans walk east from the gnome’s hut across that bridge.
You want to go to the flower patch two screens east of the gnome. Plant the
beans and watch the stalk grow. Save the game. Repeat: SAVE THE GAME!
It’s time to climb.

Climbing the beanstalk and walking through the clouds after you get to
the top is a matter of trial and error and patience. Use the keyboard to move
Graham. Change the game’s speed to its slowest setting and put aside the
joystick or mouse you may be using; you’ll have more control of Graham.
Climb. After you’ve gone up a few steps, save the game. That’s it; climb,
save, climb, save. When you get to the top, save again, then move east,
staying in the center of the screen as you walk. You will see solid ground
when you reach the next screen; keep moving due east in the center of the
screen until you reach it. Save the game.

Walk one more screen east, then one screen south. From here go two more
screens east, being careful to stay out of the clouds and on solid ground. You
don’t want to fall to your death now, do you? There’s a tree with a hole atits
base; look into the hole and then take the slingshot you find. It can be used,
along with the pebbles, to kill the giant. Finding it also scores points. Walk
one screen north. You are at the mouth of a cave—this is where you armive
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if you walk up through the mountain. The giant and the magic chest are one
screen west of you. Go there. Notice the giant is carrying a chest, it’s the one
you have to get.

If you don’t have the shield yet, rub the ring and become invisible; if you

do have it, don’t worry. In either case, the giant will leave you alone and not
kill you. If you have no magical protection, run away from the giant butdon’t
use the old edge-of-the-screen trick. It is possible to elude the giant long
enough for him to get tired and fall asleep. To get the chest from the giant,
you can just kill him using the slingshot and pebbles, but the nonviolent
solution scores more points. Since you’re protected by the shield or by being
invisible, just hang around there for a while. Wait for the giant to fall asleep,
then go up and simply take the chest. After that, walk east to the cave, and
go to the bottom of the stairs. As on the beanstalk, use the slowest speed. Be
~ careful on the stairs; you can fall to your death!
- Are you at the bottom of the mountain? Great. All you have to do is take
~ the three treasures back to King Edward. The castle doors will open for you
now. Don’t forget to bow when you see him again. You have now completed
King’s Quest 1: Quest for the Crown!
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King’s Quest 2: Romancing the Throne

~ Object of the Game:

You are now King Graham, and you are searching for a beautiful maiden
to become your wife. The woman you’re looking for is named Valanice of
Kolyma. She has been kidnapped by the witch Hagatha and imprisoned in a
Crystal Tower on some enchanted island. She is said to be guarded by a wild
beast. You must journey to Kolyma and find three keys to unlock three magic
doors that lead to Valanice.

Things to Come:

While adventuring through Kolyma, you will notice that if you walk far
enough north and south, you end up back where you started. Kolyma "wraps
around" in these directions both in the game and in reality. Mountains and
chasm block the eastern edge of the country, and the ocean borders the west.
There is nothing you can swim to in the western direction; if you swim too
far, you drown. When it’s time to visit Neptune’s home beneath the western
waves, transportation will be available. After you walk through the magic
doorway, movement is very limited, and wrapping ceases to be a consider-
ation.

Unlike Quest for the Crown, where monsters are only encountered in one
specific screen, many of the folks you meet here—both good and evil—wan-
der around at random through several screens. These wanderings, however,
are limited; the game map shows the limits of their turf.

There are four creatures you would prefer to avoid in your wanderings
around Kolyma:
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Hagatha will capture and kill you, but you must enter her cave at some
point in order to win the game. Her area covers a total of six screens in
southwest Kolyma, to the north and west of her cave.

The enchanter will turn you into a frog permanently, thereby ending the
game. His area covers six screens in west Kolyma, to the east, west, and
south of the antique store.

The dwarf will beat and rob you of treasure. In this game, though, there is
a way to get it back by robbing the dwarf’s house—a place you’ll probably
want to go anyway. The dwarf’s area covers five screens in south Kolyma,
north and west of the bridge.

The wolf will eat you. He is only encountered in Grandma’s house, two
screens east of where you start the game. He can only be avoided by going
when he isn’t there.

As always, the best way to handle these critters is by avoiding them
altogether. When you do run across them, use the old edge-of-the-screen
trick—Ileave the screen at once, and then return. Repeat as often as necessary
until the monster is gone.

There is another way to avoid these monsters. If for some reason you are
not near the edge of the screen when they arrive, hide behind something and
be patient. As long as no part of Graham is visible on the screen, they leave
you alone. When they get far enough away, you can run away—if there is
enough distance between you and them. Just make sure you run off the screen.

There are three folks that you might want to encounter early in your travels:
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+ The monk will be found praying inside the monastery in northeast Kolyma,
immediately south of the bridge. He has a cross for you to wear.

» The good fairy has an area that covers six screens to the east, west, and
south of the monastery. She will sprinkle a magic protection spell on you,
fairy dust that lasts for a reasonable amount of time—usually a minimum
of twenty minutes of time as you and I experience it.

« Little Red Riding Hood has an area that covers a total of seven screens, to
the east, west, and south of Grandma’s house. When you return her basket
of goodies, she will give you flowers.

There are a few other folks you will have to deal with as the game
progresses, and treasures to be discovered. We’ll look at them when we get
there, so let’s get going!

How to Do It:

As the game opens, you find Graham standing on the beach. Go east one
screen and you are in Riding Hood’s area. If you don’t encounter her at once,
continue one more screen to Grandma’s house. Open the mailbox by the front
gate. Look inside, then take out the basket of goodies. Continue east if you
still haven’t met Hood. If you still haven’t run across her by the time you
reach the west end of the monastery, go back and pull the old edge-of-
the-screen trick until she appears. In this case, enter one of her screens,
wander around for a time; if she doesn’t appear, leave and immediately
return. Repeat until you meet. Talk to the girl, then give her the basket. Take
the flowers she offers. You will give these to the mermaid later.
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If you would like to take this opportunity to visit Grandma, be my guest.
Open the door to her house. If the wolf is in bed, leave at once. The game
randomly puts either the wolf or Granny in the house. Return and leave until
the old gal is there. She’s not feeling well and can do nothing for you now.
It was a nice visit, though.

Walk directly east until you come to the door of the monastery. You are
in the good fairy’s area now. You don’t really want her protection spell yet,
so if she appears, move off the screen, and return, etc. Open the door to the
monastery and enter. Walk to the altar and pray. The monk will ask you your
name. Say, "Graham." He will give you a silver cross. Leave wearing the
cross. If the fairy’s around, avoid her again.

One screen north of the monastery is a rickety bridge. You’ll be going
there a few times, so remember this: when you walk north to the bridge from
here, do it from the left center of the top of the screen; otherwise you might
fall to your cybernetic death. Always take your time going between screens
around the bridge and on the other side of it. There are several long drops for
those in a hurry.

Being careful not to fall into the chasm, cross the bridge. Note this very
well: you can only cross this bridge seven times, and you must cross it seven
times to complete the game. No extra trips across are allowed. You have been
warned! Now walk one screen east and one north. Look at the door; read the
door: "...make a splash," huh? Cross back over the bridge. We’ve now been
across twice.

Opening the First Door:

Walk north one screen to the monastery, then trek due west all the way to
the beach—just where the game started. Turn north and walk two screens.
You will see something lying on the ground. Take it and examine it—it’s
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Neptune’s trident. Move north from there another two screens. Look at the
sand; the white thing in the sand at the center of your screen is a clamshell.
Pick it up and you find a bracelet. Take the bracelet. Neat, isn’t it? Now walk
one screen east into the woods. There is something lying against the tree in
the center of the screen. It’s a tent stake. Take it; there may be vampires
around. Now turn back west to the beach and go one screen north. A mermaid
is around, and you’re about to meet her.

Note: The mermaid does not appear until after the first door is read.

Walk into the ocean and swim to the rock—you can’t climb on it, so don’t
try. Give the flowers you got from Riding Hood—you did get the flowers,
didn’t you?—to the mermaid. She will summon a seahorse and then disap-
pear into the waves. You may also give her one of your treasures—the
bracelet, for example. This will also gain you the seahorse, but lose you game
points.

Swim over to the seahorse, and then ride it. It takes you on a journey to
King Neptune. Enjoy the ride, there is nothing you can do till you get there.
When the seahorse stops, move in front of Neptune and give him the trident.
He will give you a bottle with a cloth in it. Next, go over to the open clam.
There is a key sitting in it. Take the keyj; it fits the first door. Go east, and as
soon as you leave the screen with Neptune, relax and watch the animation.
When you pop out of the water, swim to shore. Get the cloth that’s in the
bottle. It’s just a rag, but you will need it later in Hagatha’s cave.

Before that, though, we’re going back to the floating door. Since we’ve
been avoiding the fairy’s spell, we’ll take the safe way back—north two
screens to where the game started and then east to the monastery. Avoid the
fairy if she shows up. Go north from the monastery door screen to the bridge,
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cross it, and go to the door. Unlock the door with the key. Read the second
door: ". .. set your sights high," huh? Go back to the bridge and cross it again.
We have now been across it four times.

Opening the Second Door:

Move one screen south, back to monastery. This time we want the fairy’s
spell—we’re going treasure hunting. If she’s not around, go south, east, or
west a screen till you find her and she zaps you with some fairy dust. Then
go one screen south of the monastery door. There is a lake and a big rock
with an opening. Look into the opening and take the brooch. Swim south
across the lake; you are now in the enchanter’s area, but you are protected.
Notice the building—an antique store—and read the sign in the window. It
doesn’t open until we’ve read the inscription on the second door. If we go
inside now and give two treasures to the woman, she’ll give us the oil lamp
at the lower center of the screen. We need the lamp to get the second key,
but we lose points doing it this way. Let us, therefore, pass up the shopping
spree for a moment; we’ll come back after visiting Hagatha.

Turn west from the antique store and go one screen to the shore of the lake.
It’s poison so don’t drink or swim in it. From here walk south three screens;
we’ll pass the lake and enter some forest. In the center of the screen, there is
a large tree with some rocks at its base. Stand next to the tree, behind the
rocks. Look at the tree, then look into the hole you can’t see on the screen.
You'’ll find a mallet; take it. Walk west one screen, then south one screen,
That tree with the chimney is the home of the dwarf. We’re going inside.

Normally, the dwarf is not at home, but occasionally he is. The old
edge-of-the-screen trick works if this happens, and fairy dust also protects
you. If the dwarf walks in on you while you’re stealing his things, only the
fairy’s spell or a saved game, can get you out of the jam! However, he is
very, very seldom home.
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Open the door and walk inside; then climb down the ladder with care.
Move east into the dwarf’s room. Go to the trunk on the east side of the room.
Openit. Look inside. Take the earrings. If you have been robbed by the dwarf,
this is also where he stashes your treasure. Take that also. Or don’t if you
wish; you’re the one playing the game. Now walk to the fireplace and look
at it. Take the chicken soup, Grandma needs her medicine. Now leave the
way you came in.

Once back outside, go one screen west. You are now in Hagatha’s territory,
but the fairy dust should still be working. Hagatha’s cave is one screen east
of here, but we’re not going there yet. Instead, walk one screen north. You
should be on the shore of a small lake, with a big log at the bottom of the
screen. Look at the log. Look into the log. Take the necklace; it’s a treasure
fit for a queen. Now again walk west one screen and then south one screen.
The place with the skulls on the posts is Hagatha’s cave. Walk inside. If
Hagatha is home cooking, your spell protects you for the moment. Anyway,
she’s paying attention to her cooking and shouldn’t notice you until some-
thing makes a sound. If you are unprotected and she’s home, use the old edge-
of-the-screen trick. Take a moment, nonetheless, to enjoy the sights and
smells of the cave. OK. Back to adventuring.

There’s a birdcage containing a nightingale inside the cave. Go over to it.
Put the cloth over the cage—it scores points, and if Hagatha is there, it muffles
the sound that the bird makes. If she hears the bird, you’re the turkey dinner.
Take the cage and leave the cave. Save the game as soon as you get outside
the cave and are sure Hagatha is not there. Evidently Hagatha’s cave is also
the entrance to someone else’s cave, but don’t go looking for it, because it
can’t be found. However, every once in a while you will be followed out of
the cave—not by Hagatha, but by something else that shall remain nameless.
If you want a surprise, just keep going in and out of Hagatha’s cave for a
while. You’ll know it when you see it. Use your saved game if Hagatha gets
you; the chuckle is worth the wait.
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Go south one screen, then east a screen. You are in front of Grandma’s
house. I hope you haven’t forgotten that she’s not feeling well. Open the
door. If the wolf’s there. . . well, we’ve been over that part before. Give the
chicken soup to Grandma. Yummy! Look under the bed. Take the ruby ring
and black cloak. Wear the ring. Wear the cloak. Remember ". . . the children
of the night." Leave the house. Go east to the monastery door, then south two
screens to the antique store. It’s been tough so far and, as the saying goes,
"when the going gets tough, the tough get going shopping!"

Go inside the store. Give the cage to the woman. She will give you the oil
lamp and kick you out of the store. Go north one screen to the lalge; it’s safer
there and you don’t want the enchanter to get you. Rub the lamp and get the
magic carpet. Rub the lamp a second time and get the sword. Rub the lamp
a third time and get the bridle. The lamp will disappear—easy come, easy
go. Ride the carpet.

You are now on top of the cliffs. Walk east one screen. When you see the
snake, save the game. Walk up near it, but not so near that it can bite and kill
you. There are two solutions to this problem. Did you notice the snake carved
in the handle of the sword? You mean you haven’t been looking at every-
thing? One solution is to kill the snake with the sword. You can then get by.
The second solution is a nonviolent one. Throw the bridle on the snake, and
it turns into a winged horse. Talk to the horse, and it gives you a sugar cube.
The cube makes getting to Dracula’s Castle later a lot easier. A whole lot
easier.

In either case, after the snake has been dealt with, continue going east and
enter the cave you come to; nothing else can harm you here. Inside the cave,
take the key. It opens the second door. Walk outside and ride the carpet; it
will take you back to the antique store. Go north, across the little lake, past
the monastery, and to the bridge. Go to the door and unlock it. Read the third
door: ". .. a stout heart," huh?
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Cross back over the bridge. The count is up to six. Only one more trip
across is possible. I wonder how we are going to get back after that?

Opening the Third Door:

Other than a brief glimpse, we’ve stayed away from the poisoned lake in
the middle of Kolyma. Now get a good grip on yourself and your black cloak
and go two screens north, through the dwarf’s turf, to a small lake. From
there walk west two screens. You are on the south shore of the lake with a
castle in the distance. There is a death-like boatman here who will row you
across. (He does not appear in the game until the inscription on the third door
isread.) If you give the boatman a treasure, he takes you to the castle, but it
costs you points. If you are wearing the cloak and ruby ring, he takes you
across for free, and you score points. Such a deal!

Enter the boat. When you’re across, leave the boat and don’t move. Eat
the sugar cube the winged horse gave you; there are brambles around the
path and they will kill you if they scratch you. If you killed the snake to get
by it, you don’t have the cube and must walk to the front gate. This is possible,
but very, very difficult. If that’s the case, save the game every time you gain
a step or two. Good luck!

Walk up the path; the door will open. You will encounter two ghosts. If
you’re wearing the cloak and ring, they will be fooled into thinking you’re
the count himself. If you’re not wearing the costume, the silver cross the
monk gave you will protect you from them. If you’re wearing none of the
above, you’re history. Open the second door. Welcome to Dracula’s Castle.
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Go through the left doorway and up the circular stairs. In the room at the
top, open the drawer in the dresser, and then take the candle. Start back down
the stairs—please don’t fall! On the way down, light the candle on the torch.
Once you’re down, walk through the doorway that was on your right when
you entered. Take the ham from the table in the dining room, and then go
through the doorway on the far right. These are the stairs down into the crypt;
without the lit candle, you will fall. At the bottom on the stairs, on the
left-hand side of the screen, is where Drac’s coffin is hidden.

There are two things that can happen here, depending on whether the coffin
is open or closed. If the coffin is open, the count is flying around somewhere
else. Look in the coffin and take the satin pillow. You now see a gold key.
It opens the third door, and you can complete the game. However, you must
kill Dracula to get the treasure in the castle’s second tower. If the coffin’s
empty and you want the other treasure, keep leaving and returning—you
remember the old edge-of-the-screen trick!—until you find the coffin closed.
If you find the coffin closed, open it. You must now kill the vampire. If you
take too long doing this, he wakes up and tries to bite you. If you’re wearing
the silver cross, he will get scared, turn into a bat, and fly away—at least you
met the guy! If you got to the castle by wearing the ring and cloak, but not
the cross—I hope you had a saved game nearby!

Kill Dracula. Look into the coffin. Take the silver key. Look into the coffin
again. Take the satin pillow. Take the gold key. Leave the crypt and walk up
the stairs to the dining room.

If you got the gold key without killing Drac, you can leave now; we’ll

meet you outside. If you hang around, though, you might spot him flying
around looking for a spare neck to bite.

From the dining room, walk through the doorway at the top of the screen.
Walk up the stairs. You might have difficulty walking as you get higher up.
If you do, use the keyboard and walk into a wall, and then go up or down

one step, walk into the wall, and repeat until you reach the top. This works

|

|
1
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well on most stairways in the games, especially in the Perils of Rosella. When
you reach the top, go to the chest. Unlock and open the chest and take the
tiara. We’re now done in the castle, so walk back out to the boatman. He’s
waiting.

Enter the boat and leave it when you’re across. Go east two screens, and
then south two. Watch out for the dwarf. Cross the bridge. If you try to cross
back now, for any reason, you plunge to your death. Go to the door and unlock
it. We’re going to rescue Valanice.

Rescuing Valanice:

If you’re playing the game on a color monitor, don’t worry about it, the
colors really are as weird as they look—pink sky and all. As soon as you get
adjusted to the local color, walk one screen north. Pick up the net and walk
to the edge of the cliff—please, don’t fall in. Throw the net; in a try or three
you will catch a large, golden fish. Look at the fish. Pick up the fish. Walk
to where you threw the net, and then throw the fish in the ocean. When the
fish offers you a ride, step off the edge. It will carry you across the waves to
the enchanted isle.

The enchanted island is small; only three screens by three screens, with
no way off. From where you come ashore, go one screen east. Look on the
ground and take the amulet. It’s your ticket home. Look at the amulet.
Remember what’s written there. Walk one screen south—a tower! Look at
the tower; a woman’s hand is waving. Walk to the door and open it. Yes,
another twisty stairway. At the top you will find a very hungry lion guarding
the door to the tower room. You can kill the lion with the sword; you’ll score
points. If you remembered to take the ham from Dracula’s table, however,
you can give the ham to the lion. It puts it to sleep and scores more points
than killing does. The King’s Quest games tend to greater rewards for
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nonviolent solutions than easy kills. There are exceptions. Except for the
major evil types, of course, always solve a problem without killing.

Open the door. It’s her, it really is. Kiss Valanice; it doesn’t score points,
but it’s the way these stories are supposed to end. Now it’s time to leave.
Remember the word on the amulet? Say "Home," and watch the closing
movie.

Congratulations! You have now completed King’s Quest 2: Romancing
the Throne.
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King’s Quest 3: To Heir Is Human

Object of the Game:

You are Gwydion, a 17-year-old boy who is the slave of the evil wizard
Manannan in the land of Llewdor. Your master will kill you when you turn
18—something that will happen very soon. You must escape the wizard,
discover your true identity, find out who your true parents are, return home,
and rescue your twin sister from a three-headed, fire-breathing dragon.

Things to Come:

The first part of this game—the bulk of the game—is a series of races
against time.

When Manannan is home, he will demand you perform some chore: empty
his chamber pot, feed the chickens, feed him a meal, clean the kitchen, or
clean his chambers. These chores must be done within three minutes or you
will be punished. The punishments are amusing to us—although they weren’t
to Gwydion—but the sixth punishment is always death. Manannan wanders
around for five minutes of game-playing time, plus the time it takes to
complete the particular chore. Here’s how to get the chores done:

« Feed chickens: The chickens are outside. Get the feed from the shed
behind the coop, enter the yard, and feed the chickens.

+ Empty chamber pot: The pot is next to Manannan’s bed on the second
floor—the room at the top of the screen. Go to it and empty the chamber
pot.

+ Clean the kitchen: The kitchen is on the other side of the dining room on
the first floor. Take the broom you find there and clean.
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+ Dust the wizard’s office: The study is on the first floor, at the top of the
screen. In the study there is a cabinet against the wall in the left-bottom of
the screen. The feather duster is on top of the cabinet. Take the duster and
then dust.

« Feed Manannan: The food is in the kitchen, on the table at the right side
of the screen. Three meals are there: mutton chops, fruit, bread. Any one
of these is enough to satisfy his demand. A fourth meal can be obtained—
must be obtained—at the Three Bears’ house in Llewdor. After that,
nothing else will feed him.

After doing your chore, you’re free to wander the house and yard a bit.
Manannan has forbidden you to enter his chambers and study, however, so
stay out while he’s around. After the five or so minutes are up, Manannan
will leave—he will either disappear on some journey or go to sleep. The first
time in the game, he leaves the house. In either case, the wizard will be gone
for 25 minutes of game time. This is when you are able to explore, discover
his secret laboratory, search the house, gather items you need for spells, and
hide things under your bed so he cannot find them. Use this time efficiently—
note the time he leaves on the clock in the screen, and be aware of when he’ll
return.

Note: This clock does not appear in Apple 2E/2C versions of the game.

If Manannan catches you away from the house, anywhere in the world, he
will kill you. Until you have disposed of him, he will always catch you. If
he catches you with any items that are marked with *STAR* on your
inventory list, he will also kill you. The rule is to hide everything under your
bed. The only exception is the magic wand, which must be replaced and
locked up before Manannan returns. He will kill you for this transgression,
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and for leaving the door to the secret laboratory open, or for not moving
books back to where they were when he left.

When you get down the mountain, you will find that Llewdor "wraps
around” from north to south. If you go far enough in those directions, barring
obstacles, you return to where you started.

There are three monsters you must avoid as you initially explore Llewdor:

+ Medusa lives in the desert; she will turn you to stone if you look on her
face. The desert begins two screens west of where the path starts and ends,
and extends north and south forever. Do not go any farther west into the
desert than its first full screen; you will end up lost, and although it is
possible to walk out, the odds are very slim that you will do so. Until
Medusa is conquered, the moment you enter a desert screen, turn north or
south at once. That way, if Medusa sees you, you won’t see her.

+ The giant spider lurks above the cave thatis one screen east and two screens
north of the path. It will eat you.

+ The bandits roam throughout western Llewdor. They will beat you, and
then rob you of your possessions. When you find their hideout, you can
get your stuff back.

The best way to avoid these folks is to not encounter them until you are
ready. If you stumble upon them earlier, use the old edge-of-the-screen
trick—stay on the edge of the screen, step immediately out at the first sign
of trouble, and then return. Repeat as often as necessary.

To escape Manannan you must find his secret laboratory, read his spell
book, collect the proper ingredients, cast the spells properly, and eliminate
the wizard as a threat as soon as possible. It’s best to do this in as few trips
down the mountain as possible. While it is theoretically possible to do it all
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in one trip, you’d have to be real fast and efficient. I don’t recommend this
approach; besides, it would take a lot of the fun out of the game.

How to Do It:

The game opens in Manannan’s house. The wizard appears and orders you
to do some chore. Do it at once. Then go into the dining room. There is a cup
on the table. Take it. Now walk up the stairs to the second floor, and walk
off the screen to the right. Straight ahead is your room. You are safe from
Manannan in there; he never enters your room. Put the cup under the bed.
This is where you can put everything you collect—except the magic wand—
to keep them safe. Wait for Manannan to appear and tell you he is taking a
journey. Note the time—write it down; you now have 25 minutes until the
wizard returns.

Note: This clock does not appear in the Apple 2E/2C version of the game
because of memory limitations. If you’re playing on one of those computers,
keep a clock or watch handy, and keep track of the time with it. The wizard
will be gone for 25 minutes, but the time is suspended while you’re checking
your inventory or pausing the game in any way. In other words, as longas
Gwydion is moving or doing something, time passes; time stops while the
game is paused, you’re checking your inventory, or typing commands. The
25 minutes of game time is usually much longer than 25 minutes of real time.

Enter Manannan’s bedroom. At the foot of the bed is a vanity. Open the
drawer and get the hand mirror; you will need this for Medusa. Go to the
dresser against the right wall. Open the drawer and get the rose petal essence.
Go to the tall closet—it’s a wardrobe—and open the door. Look inside and
then look behind the clothes and get the parchment. This is a magic map that
teleports you to any screen in the game that you have already visited; take it
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with you whenever and wherever you travel. Look at the map; it’s blank now.
Close the closet door. While you stand in front of the wardrobe—anywhere
from smack-dab against it to two or three steps away—examine the top of
the closet. You now have the key that gets you the magic wand.

Let us pause for a moment and consider Manannan’s cat. You have most
assuredly noticed it by now. It is always getting under foot. Feel free to kick
it out of the way if you wish, but we do deplore needless cruelty. This cat
will trip you on the stairs that go to and from the wizard’s secret laboratory.
This can result in death. You have been warned! Also, at some point you
must take some of the cat’s hair; you need it to get rid of the wizard. Walk
up to the cat and get the cat. This may take several tries, so keep trying. Take
the cat hair.

Let’s pause yet another moment. Look at your inventory. See the stars next
to the hair, rose petal essence, map, key, and mirror? The stars mean that
Manannan will kill you if he catches you carrying them. They must be hidden
before he returns. But, not now—now we’re going to the tower.

Climb up the stairs next to the wizard’s bedroom. In the tower look through
the telescope if you like. Look on the floor. Get the fly. Now walk back
downstairs to the wizard’s study.

In the study walk to the cabinet in the lower-left corner. Unlock the door
and get the magic wand; you need this to cast spells. Walk over to the
bookcase in the upper-right corner. Doesn’t that look like a computer screen?
I think this is Derek’s "Eye Between the Worlds." Move the books and you
will discover a lever. Pull the lever and watch the trapdoor open. Save the
game. Walk down the stairs. Watch out for the cat, and don’t try to pass it
on the stairs. Wait for it to move, and then pass it. At the bottom is
Manannan’s laboratory.

Go to the shelves, and look at the ones in the center of the screen. Here
are many of the magical ingredients you will be needing. Right now, get the
saffron—we’ll make the spell for "Flying Like An Eagle Or A Fly."
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Note: if you have not yet read the chapter on magic, do it now. It contains
the spell ingredients and how to make the spells. Follow the directions to the
letter, comma, and period.

Now, go to Manannan’s worktable and look at it. Look at the book. Open
the book. Save the game. Open the book to page IV. Perform the spell;
checking your spelling and punctuation as you go. You’ll know if you make
a mistake, that’s why you saved the game before you began. You now have
magic rose essence in your inventory.

Walk back up to the wizard’s study. Pull the lever and move the books
back. If you don’t do this, Manannan will know where you were and kill you.
Go to the cabinet, unlock it, and put the magic wand back—for the same
reason. Now go to the kitchen. There are shelves against the left wall. Look
at them and take the bowl you find. Go to the wall to the left of the fireplace.
Look at the rack. Take the knife and then take the spoon. Great! Walk outside;
it’s time to go down the mountain.

First, let’s pause and feed the chickens. The feed’s in back, outside the
fence. Go there—don’t fall off the mountain—and feed the chickens. While
they’re eating, open the gate and go inside. Catch a chicken; take a feather.
Leave. Save the game. Start walking down the mountain path.

The mountain path is tough. Slow the game speed down if you must, and
take your time. Save the game every couple of steps. There is a place in the
middle of the screen where the path goes behind a big rock and appears to
be continuing east to west on the other side of the rock. Wrong! As soon as
Gwydion is behind the rock—remember, you can’t see the path—walk south
as far as you can go. Turn and walk east. Now stay on the path to the bottom.
Whew!

I see by the old clock on the screen that I've used half of the 25 minutes;
it’s time to get crackin’. First, keep your eyes open for an eagle flying around;
it appears from time to time around northern Llewdor, near the path and
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around the stream. Sometimes it drops a tail feather as it goes by. When it
does, go and take the feather, we’ll need it later. Even as I wrote that, the
eagle flew by and dropped one. Go to the feather and then take it.

Note: Get yours when you can—I’ve got mine. You can also wait at the
bottom of the path a few moments for the bird. If it doesn’t show up, step
out of the screen and then back. Wait. Repeat until successful.

From the bottom of the path, go one screen east and then one south. You
are now in town. Go to the tavern door and save the game. Open the door.
Talk to the men; they’ll brush you off. Dip the fly wings into the essence. As
a fly, listen. You score points as the bandits talk about where their hideout
is.

Note: If they don’t talk about it within ten seconds, go back to your saved
game, outside the door. If they are not inside at all, step out and then back.
Try again. As soon as you have heard what they have to say, exit the tavern.

Fly west two screens. You are near the large oak tree the bandits were
talking about. There is a hole in its base. Fly into the hole, this scores you
points. There is a rope ladder in the hollow tree. Fly out of the hole, and
recite, "Fly, begone. Myself, return!"

Look on the ground. Take an acorn—you’re looking for dried ones. Keep
trying if you don’t find one at once. Look into the hole. Reach into the hole,
and the ladder will descend. Climb the ladder with care—a fall will kill. At
the top of the ladder is the bandit hideout. Go inside. If the bandit sees you,
step back out, he won’t follow. Do this until the lookout is asleep when you
enter. Look on the table and take the purse. On the far side of the place there
is a bin. If you have been robbed, that’s where your stuff is. Open the bin
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and look inside. Take all of what’s there. Now get out before the guard wakes
up.

Once you’re back on the ground, you’re fair game for mugging again by
the bandits. You now want to get back to the mountain path as quickly as
possible—it’s one screen north and one screen east of you. Look at the magic
map and you will notice some of the squares have been filled in. Point to the
square with Manannan’s House. Select Teleport, and you’re at the bottom of
the mountain path. Sorry, you can’t teleport directly to the house; you must
walk back up.

If you prefer, you can walk back to the path. As soon as you are down
from the tree, move to the right edge of the screen—the closest edge. Enter
into the next screen east, then move north—staying on the left edge of that
screen. If the bandits show up, use the old edge-of-the-screen trick.

Look at your time. I’ve been gone 20 minutes—there are 5 minutes left
till Manannan gets back and the walk’s tough. Let’s do it. Take care, take
your time, save often, and don’t shave the time too close. Always start back
up with 5 minutes to go, just to be safe.

When you get back to the house, go to your room and put all you have
under your bed. Now stop and think: is the wand put away and the books
moved back in place? Check if you’re not sure. Now wait for Manannan to
return. He will be hungry when he gets back. Feed him as soon as he demands,
and wait. There is nothing you can do now until he goes to sleep. When that
happens, you’re going back down the mountain to collect all the other magic
ingredients you need—with one exception. We’ll get to that one later.

It’s sure hard to wait, isn’t it? If you need something to do to pass the time,
take a look behind the tapestry hanging on the wall outside of Gwydion’s
room. |

As soon as Manannan goes to his room, go Gwydion’s. Notice the time.
Take all the objects from under the bed. Look at the map, move the pointer
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to the square with the town, and press Teleport. Whee! A shortcut down the
hill. Once you enter a square, it is activated on the map. You might have been
able to use this trick when you were down the hill the first time, but you were
too busy exploring and ducking bandits.

You are now back in town. Go to the store and open the door. Talk to the
man and look at the shelves. You are going to use the coins we took from
the bandits. Buy a leather pouch, salt, fish oil, and lard. When you’re finished,
go to the dog that’s lying on the floor. His name is Kenny. Pet the dog. You
now have the dog fur you need for one of the spells. Leave the store.

Walk south one screen. There is an oak tree in the center of the picture.
Look at it, then take the mistletoe—another necessary ingredient. Go one
screen south from there. There’s a cave here; we’ll visit it later. For the time
being, go east one screen to the ocean. Walk into it a short way—go on, get
your feet wet. Take some sea water with the cup. Good. Turn around. Walk
two screens west to a stream and a nice waterfall. Go to the bank of the stream
where it zigzags, and get some mud with the spoon. Go west one more screen.
You are now on the edge of the desert, but you’re not in it.

Walk west into the desert. The instant the screen changes, turn south. Do
not hesitate. Walk south, and walk until Medusa appears. Stop. You can’t
see Medusa because she always approaches from the west, and you’re
looking south. Wait until the monster gets closer to you, then show the mirror
to Medusa. Don’t let her get so close as to touch you; that too will turn you
to stone. When Medusa sees herself, she turns to stone, and you won’t have
to worry about her any more.

Go back to where you entered the desert. You will see something lying on
the ground in the middle of the screen. Look on the ground. Get the snakeskin.
Walk two screens south. There is a large rock to the left of the screen. Look
at the rock and you’ll see a small cactus. Get the cactus. Gee, we’re really
moving now, aren’t we?
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Walk one more screen south, then one east. We are back in bandit territory,
so stay near the edge of the screen. One more screen east takes us to a
cottage—the Three Bears’ house. Knock on the door. If there is no answer,
no one is home. If there is an answer, step off the screen and come back. Do
the same if any of the bears are visible outside the house. Don’t go inside
until there are no bears and no answer at the door. Open the door. Look on
the table. If there are no bowls of porridge there, leave and come back. Take
the smallest bowl of porridge. Go upstairs. There is a dresser in the corner
of the bears’ bedroom. Open the drawer and then look inside the drawer.
Take the silver thimble. Go downstairs and leave the house. If the bears come
back while you’re inside, they’ll kick you out. If that happens, come back
and try again.

There is a flower patch outside of the house; look at the flowers. Get the
dew with the thimble. Congratulations! It’s time to head back to Manannan’s.
Look at the magic map. Point to the square with the wizard’s house. Teleport.
Oops! You're at the bottom of the path. Right, you’ve got to walk up. I know
it’s unfair; just save the game and do it.

As soon as you’re back, check the time left. I've got about ten minutes left
till Manannan gets home. Make sure you have seven or eight minutes left.
You’ll need it to make the cat cookie safely. Go to the study, unlock the
cabinet to get the magic wand, move the books, pull the lever, and walk down
to the laboratory.

Go to Manannan’s ingredient shelf and get the mandrake root powder. Go

to the workbench and open the book to page xxv. Following the directions
perfectly, make the cat cookie. Yummy! Yummy! Look at the cookie, then
crumble the cookie into the porridge. Look at your inventory. The porridge
is now poisoned and has no star next to it. You can carry it safely in the
wizard’s presence.

|
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Note: If there is enough time left, feel free to make as many spells as you
wish while you’re here. Just keep track of the time. You have the ingredients
for eveything except "Teleportation at random."” That spell needs a stone,
which you won’t get until after you’re finished with Manannan. You might
want to make the magic dough that lets you understand the language of
creatures. You can then go outside and hang around the chickens; maybe
you’ll hear something interesting. Anyhow, it’s a way to pass the time.

Leave the laboratory. Pull the lever, move the books back, and unlock the
cabinet to put the magic wand away. Now go back to Gwydion’s room and
hide everything but the porridge under the bed. It’s hurry-up-and-wait for
Manannan to awaken. He’s sure to be hungry.

Well, he’s awake and demanding food. Go to the dining room and feed
him his last human meal. Give the porridge to Manannan. It sure is a relief
to get rid of him.

Go back to Gwydion’s room and get all the stuff that’s under the bed. Go
back to laboratory. Make all the other spells, except for teleportation. Be
careful, please. When you’re done, look at the magic map. Point to the square
containing the cave. Teleport. There’s the cave again. Don’t get too close;
there is a giant spider waiting to get you.

Dip the eagle feather into the essence—you haven’t forgotten to get the
eagle feather, have you? Get it now if you didn’t get it before. After you turn
into an eagle, you will grab the spider that was hidden above the cave. When
you return from disposing of it, enter the cave. Relax, and watch what
happens.

Now you have some information about yourself. If you would like more,
here’s how to do it. You should have the magic dough in your ears by now.
Just walk around Llewdor listening to the animals talk. Watch out for the
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bandits, though. In the desert, you’ll overhear the lizards tell you some stuff,
and birds and squirrels will have more on who you are. The chickens at the
house just complain.

You might consider doing this listening before you get the stone from the
oracle, and for the same reason we got the stone last. It seems that your escape
from Llewdor will be on a ship, and the ship doesn’t dock until you’ve
obtained the amber stone. Then it’s only there for 30 minutes of playing time.
You should have plenty of time to listen around after you get the stone, return
to the house, make the last spell, and then teleport back to town to get passage
on the ship. But if you want to play it safe, teleport or walk around some,
and then get the stone.

With that said, walk back up the path for the last time. Go to the laboratory,
and make the teleportation spell. Great! It’s time to go home. Don’t bother
to close up the laboratory or the house because Derek Karlavaegen will be
around eventually to move in. I wonder where he found the wine cellar?

Teleport to town and then go to the tavern. Open the door and go inside.
Talk to the sailors drinking there. Give the remaining gold to the captain, and
they’ll all leave. Exit the tavern and go east along the pier. There is a boarding
plank in the second screen. Walk onto the ship and become the prisoner of
bloodthirsty pirates.

You wake up in the hold of the ship. There’s a ladder above you, but you

can’treach it. Walk east. Two things are here: a small crate, which you take,

and some rats. The rats will talk about some buried treasure. If you don’t hear
them, leave and come back until you do. They have a lot to say, and you may
have to.come back a few times. Next, go back to where you woke up and
drop the small crate by the bigger one. Jump on the crate. Jump on the other
crate. You can now reach the ladder. Jump; then climb the ladder. Please
don’t fall; it’s fatal in many cases.
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The ladder takes you to the second deck. Before you get off of it, look to
see if the captain is in his cabin on the left of the screen. If he is, go down
and come back until he’s gone. Fine. Go to the captain’s cabin. There is a
trunk at the foot of the bed. Open the trunk and then look inside. You now
have your possessions back. Leave and walk one screen east of the ladder.
There is a lifeboat here with a shovel next to it. Get the shovel. Go back to
the ladder and climb down. You’re safe.

Let’s pause a moment and consider the pirate ship. You can avoid the
captain and crew below deck by using the old edge-of-the-screen trick. If
they do catch you, they take your things again and return you to the hold.
You can also climb the ladder to the top deck. If you’re caught there, though,
you’ll walk the plank. Anyway, there’s nothing for you topside until you
escape.

There are several ways to escape the pirate ship. You can climb up to the
top deck and dive overboard at once, but it will probably be a longer swim
than you can survive, especially with sharks in the water. However, if you
make it to shore, you’ll have to deal with the pirate that will appear there.

You can rub the magic stone and teleport at random, but there is no way
of predicting where you’ll end up—you might even be returned to
Manannan’s. He’s no problem, but the last boat to Daventry has left port. On
the other hand, you can just keep rubbing the stone until you’re on land
someplace you’ve never been before. On the assumption that you have visited
all of Llewdor and you’re not in the desert, you should end up in Daventry.
Of course you won’t score points for putting the pirates to sleep, and you
might not get the buried treasure. It’s a fun way to travel and explore,
however. At the worst, you can keep rubbing the stone until you’re back in
the ship’s hold.

The best way to escape is to wait patiently until the lookout shouts that
he’s spotted land. This takes some time. If you’re interested in how close you
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are to Daventry, look at the magic map, which also charts the ship’s progress.
If you try to teleport using it, you just end up swimming in the middle of the
ocean. Just wait. When you hear "Land, ho!," cast the "Causing a deep sleep”
spell (the hold is a dank, dark place). This puts the crew to sleep.

If you haven’t gotten your stuff or the shovel yet, this is your last chance.
Climb up on deck, go to the front of the ship, save the game, and then dive
overboard. If you can avoid the shark, you’ll make it to shore. The sleeping
pirates won’t follow you.

Swim due east on the bottom edge of the screen. Try not to change screens.
If the shark gets between you and land, keep swimming straight. You should
make it to a second screen with land. If you don’t, go back to your saved
game.

You’re now on land. Go to the palm tree. Walk east five very slow paces.
Dig. Treasure! OK. Go one screen north, then one screen east. There is a path
here. Follow it a short distance up and to the west. In the next screen you will
see a large rock next to the path. Crawl up the rock—up, a little to the left,
and then the rest of the way to the right. Whew! Continue following the path
to the east. In two more screens, you will come across a small stream dropping
from above. Climb up the stream.

The next screen finds you climbing into the snow. You have now reached
Abominable Snowman country. Leave the screen at once if you see it.
Otherwise, climb till you get onto the path through the snow. Follow the path
east to the next screen.

You must get past the snowman to finish the game. There are two ways
past it: fly past as an eagle or a fly, or rub the stone and teleport past. If you
fly, continue to go east past the snowman’s cave. The teleport should take
you to the screen east of the cave. You will get a message congratulating you
for getting past the monster. However you do it, the only way past the screen
east of the cave is down. The trail goes over the bottom edge of the screen
in two places, one wide and to the right, and the other narrow and on the left
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side of the screen. Take the narrow path. When the scene changes, you are
crawling down the vertical face of a cliff. Go straight down to the ledge and
save the game.

Look around you, there are six cave openings; three high and three low.
The only way past this screen is to go through the caves in the proper
order—you can’t teleport. OK. Enter the cave on your ledge.

Caution: Once you’re in, don’t touch the keyboard, mouse, or joystick until
you’re out the other side. You are, though, permitted to press ENTER or
RETURN to clear the message about the cave being dark.

You come out of the cave in the upper-right of the screen; but as soon as
you appear, stop before you fall. Save the game. From here you must crawl
down to the cave in the center on the bottom. Looks hard, and it is! From the
left edge of the ledge, go up a hair, left, straight down until you’re even with
the snow, left, and straight down. As soon as you reach the ledge, stop and
save the game. Go into the cave walking west, and come out of the lowest
cave on the left of the screen. Save the game. Now you must climb to the
cave in the center of the screen—the middle one that you haven’t been in.
Go up a little, left a little, and up. As you get almost level with the ledge,
move left away from it a bit, up and a bit above it, and then right to safety.
Save, and breathe a sigh of relief. Enter the cave and emerge at the lower
right. As before, stop, at once, and then go to the bottom of the screen. Exit
the screen at the right-hand corner, traveling east.

Follow the narrow path, and make sure you don’t fall off. The path
continues down the mountain in the next screen and exits to the south. Follow
it. Oops! There’s no way to avoid that fall. Dust off and welcome yourself
to the kingdom of Daventry. There is a chasm near your feet, watch out for
it. Walk west one screen to the stone wall, and then north one screen. Talk
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to the gnome; he’ll explain who you are and what you still have to do. When
this is finished, retrace your steps to where you stumbled into the country.
There are stairs going up into the mountain; follow them.

Follow the long staircase up, and don’t fall. In three screens you will reach
the mouth of the cave. Leave the cave and save the game. If you walk into
the next screen west the way you are, you’re a fried adventurer. Walk to near
the left edge of the screen. Rub the invisibility ointment on your body. Now
walk west as an invisible man.

You are greeted by a dragon, ready to roast Rosella. Cast the "Brewing a
storm" spell, and watch the fireworks. Walk around the carcass to the
north—if you go south, you fall through the clouds. Untie Rosella. Look at
Rosella, then give her a brotherly kiss. Walk back down the mountain—care-
fully. Don’t worry about Rosella, she’ll follow you.

When you’re down the mountain, walk to the gnome’s shack. You’ll be
hailed as a savior. Follow the gnome north. Enter the castle and meet your
folks.

You have completed King’s Quest 3: To Heir Is Human.
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King’s Quest 4: The Perils of Rosella

Object of the Game:

You are Princess Rosella, daughter of King Graham and Queen Valanice
of Daventry, and twin sister of Prince Alexander (formerly known as
Gwydion). While celebrating your rescue from being sacrificed to a three-
headed, fire-breathing dragon, and Alexander’s return from a lifetime of
captivity, your father collapses to the floor, clutching his chest. He will die
if you do not find a magic fruit that exists somewhere in the distant land of
Tamir. The good fairy Genesta has magically transported you there, but
reveals that it is impossible to send you home with the fruit unless you also
recover Genesta’s magic Talisman, which was stolen from her by the wicked
witch Lolotte. If you do not return the Talisman within 24 hours, both Genesta
and your father will die.

Things to Come:

There are five separate quests that must be completed in the 24-hour time
span. There is a clock in the haunted mansion; if you want to check the time,
go there, look at the clock, and type TIME. The game day begins at dawn—6
AM— and you must recover the Talisman from Lolotte before the following
dawn. Certain things, however, can only be done at night, and others only
during the day. While you can get the magic fruit at any time, it is best to get
it first, and then go to Lolotte’s.

The five quests are (in the order they should be done):

Obtaining the magic fruit

Capturing the unicorn
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Capturing the hen that lays golden eggs
Obtaining Pandora’s Box

Recovering the Talisman

In your initial wanderings about Tamir, there are five areas you should
avoid:

+ The ogre’s house is south of the diamond mine, east of the Roman Pool,
and two screens north of the western half of the cemetery. The ogre also
can be found one screen south of his house, one screen north of the
cemetery. The ogre will kill you if he catches you, however you must go
inside his house in order to win the game.

+ The scary woods are north of the cemetery and haunted house and east of
the two ogre screens. The scary woods surround the witches’ cave.
Without an ax, the trees will kill you.

+ The path up into the mountains will take you to Lolotte’s castle. It begins
two screens east of the diamond mine and one screen south of the waterfall.
Her goons will capture you after you’ve started up it. Avoid this until
you’ve gotten the magic fruit, then go there at once.

« There is a cave on the other side of the waterfall. There’s a troll in it that
will kill you, especially if you don’t have a lantern.

+ The cemetery is not dangerous at all during the day. After dark though,
zombies crawl from the ground to kill you. Don’t go there at night until
you’ve obtained the scarab.
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Except along the mountains, the land of Tamir "wraps around" from north
to south. If you walk south from the unicorn meadow, for instance, you
eventually come back to it from the north. Mountains form the eastern border,
and the ocean is on the west. Genesta’s island is in the ocean, and it can only
be reached by swimming.

How to Do It:

Obtaining the Magic Fruit:

The game starts with along movie that sets up the plot. When it is finished,
you are standing on a beach. Walk east one screen and you are in the unicorn
meadow. If the unicorn is not there, walk off the screen and back again until
you see it. It’s a pity you’re going to have to shoot it later. Walk up to the
unicorn; it’s afraid of you and will remain that way until you use Cupid’s
bow and arrow. Go one screen east; the unicorn can also be found here.

Walk north one screen; there is a stone bridge over the pretty stream. Look
under the bridge and get the golden ball. Walk north again one screen. There
is a frog in the pond. Go to the northeast shore of the pond and drop the ball;
the frog will recover it. Pick up the frog. It’s wearing a little gold crown.
There are two ways to get the crown; simply taking it is one way, the other
is to kiss the frog. You’ll score more points, and meet someone who gives
princes a bad name, if you do kiss it. Pucker up! You now have the gold
crown.

From the pond walk east one screen to the first part of the cemetery. If you
want to start reading tombstones now, do it; you’re going to have to find
specific graves later in the game. Go east two screens and don’t worry about
the house for the moment. You’re now in the eastern half of the cemetery.
There is a locked crypt built into the mountain; you’ll be in there later. Look
at these tombstones for further reference, and take notes. (By the way, if you
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haven’t noticed, many if not all of the inscriptions appear in the article from
the Bruce Banner that is reprinted in Chapter 7.) Now walk west one screen
to the house and go to the door. Open the door.

You are in the entry to the house. There is a clock in front of you. Look at
it and type TIME. Go west through the open doorway to the parlor. There
is alarge painting over the fireplace. Look at the picture; if you don’t do this,
you will never be able to find the hidden latch to the secret door. OK., go to
where the left wall and bookcase meet. Look at the left wall; you now notice
a latch. Flip the latch and walk through the secret door. You are in the secret
tower. Look; then take the shovel you find against the wall. Carefully climb
the stairs to the top of the tower. Go ahead, sit down and play the organ, but
we’ll be back for more music later. Now walk back downstairs.

Go back to the parlor, and walk to the bookcase on the right side of the
picture. Look at the books. Take the book of Shakespeare. You’re now done
with the house till after dark. If you want to explore it, go ahead, by my guest;
otherwise, walk back outside. From the front of the house, walk three screens
west to a meadow with a stump in the middle of it.
~ There should be somebody sitting on the stump playing a lute, badly. If

the minstrel is not there, leave the screen and come back as often as necessary
until he does appear. Talk to the man and listen. Then give the book to the
man. You now have a lute.

Walk north one screen, and you’ll see the back part of a shack. In this
screen, or the ones immediately to the north and east of it, you will see Pan
playing on a flute. Walk back and forth between these screens until you find
him. When you do, play the lute, and then give the lute to Pan. Pan will now
give you his flute; you’ll need it to charm a snake later.

Go to the stone bridge where you found the gold ball, and walk one screen
east. This is the house of Seven Dwarfs. Open the door and go in. The place
is a mess. Type CLEAN to clean the house. The dwarfs will come home
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when you have finished. They will ask you to eat with them. Talk to them
several times during the meal. After they leave, look at the table. Take the
pouch and look inside. Diamonds! Leave the house and walk one screen south
to the diamond mine. Enter the mine. Carefully follow the path that goes
down and deeper into the mine. Walk one screen east, and go to the dwarf at
the far right—the one with some stuff at his feet. Talk to him. Give the
diamonds to the dwarf. He will refuse and give you a lantern. Leave the mine.

Note: If you enter the mine before you have the diamonds, the dwarfs will
be unfriendly and kick you out. Cleaning the house is what makes the dwarfs
dig you, so to speak.

From the front of the mine, go one screen east, then one screen north. You
are by the river. Look for a bird pecking the ground and pulling up worms.
Go there and take the worm. If the bird is not there, leave the screen and come
back until it is. The worm can also be found sometimes in the screen
immediately east of the dwarfs’ house. Wherever you get it, get it now. On
the assumption that you are at the river bank, walk one screen east. You are
at the waterfall, the eastern part of the cemetery is just north of you, and the
mountain path is the next screen south.

Go into the water and walk to near the falls. Wear the crown, and turn into
a frog. You will return to your own form in a small clearing behind the
waterfall. Look, and take the board you see next to the cave. Light the lantern.
Save the game.

Note: Do not enter the cave without the lantern, board, and flute.

Enter the cave and stop. If you see the word "GRRRR!" on the screen, it’s
the troll. He’ll kill you, so leave the screen at once, return, and repeat until
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he’s not there. As soon as you enter, look for a pile of bones by the entrance.
Take a bone. Now, let’s start walking.

There are two ways to get to the same place—one screen east, then one
south, or one screen south and one east. If you call the screen just inside the
cave screen 1, then you want to go to the bottom right corner of screen 3.
The troll is still wandering around in there, so save the game when you change
screens, and good luck.

What I do is continue straight east across screen 1; if there is no troll when
I enter screen 2, I save the game. If the troll is there, I back out to screen 1
and return. In the second screen, I continue walking due east until I’m just
past the center of the screen. Then I turn south, and continue all the way until
I leave the screen. In the third screen, I look for the troll, etc., and then
continue south as far as I can go. Then it’s a short jog east, turn south to the
bottom of the screen, and then east until the exit. If you have made it this far,
save the game again before you exit into the fourth screen. If the troll is there,
it is waiting for you—without warning—when you come in. You’ll be very
lucky to escape—very lucky.

Slow your game speed toits slowest setting. Walk straight east until you’re
not quite at the center of the picture. Look. If you do not fall into the chasm,
save the game. Type, PUT THE BOARD OVER THE CHASM. This bit
can be frustrating, but keep trying. Trial and error is all you can do.

Once the board is over the crevice, save the game and walk straight east.
When you’re over, you will get a message. Turn north and exit at the tiny
blue light. There is one more cave screen; exit via the blue light you see there.
You’re out! Great! Save the game.

Go to the edge of the swamp nearest the string of grass tufts. Jump 11
times, you will be on the last tuft just in front of the island with the cobra.
Lay the board down and you have a bridge. Cross over the board but do not
set foot on the island; if you do the snake will kill you. Play the flute. The
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snake does not remain hypnotized very long, so walk quickly over to the east
side of the tree and take the fruit, and at once walk back to the last tuft of
grass. You now have the magic fruit. Resist the temptation to taste it; King
Graham cannot be cured if you do.

Note: It is very easy to step off the island and get killed here. Do be careful.

Once back on the tuft, pick up the board, and jump your way back to the
cave. Save the game. Now all you have to do is walk back through the cave
the same way you came in. The troll’s still there. The chasm’s still there. I'll
meet you when you come out.

Welcome back I don’t like the troll’s cave at all! Now that you’re out, step
into the water and walk to the falls. You will be swept safely out to the other
side. When you get there, shake yourself off and go one screen south. It’s
time to visit Lolotte. Walk up the path heading east, being careful you don’t
fall off. When you get to the next screen, stop and wait. The witch’s goons
will come to fly you up. Relax and watch the movie. '

Capturing the Unicorn:

Well, we’re back at the foot of the mountain. Walk west five screens until
you reach the beach. (If you didn’t get the worm before, make sure you get
it now; we’re going to need it!) From the beach, go two screens south to the
fisherman’s shack. Knock and see if he’s home; he probably isn’t. Walk west
out to the end of the pier where he’s fishing. Talk to the man, but he won'’t
be very responsive. Follow him back to his house. Knock on the door; open
the door. Go to the man and talk to him. Give the diamonds to the man. You
now have the fishing pole; let’s go fishing.
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Walk back to the end of the pier. Put the worm on the hook. Fish. Repeat
until you catch a fat one. Got it? Walk off the end of the pier and swim due
west. Remember the old edge-of-the-screen trick? As you swim west, stay
at the very bottom of the screen. That way if a whale or shark tries to eat you,
you can escape—Ileave the screen—and immediately return. Keep swim-
ming, Genesta’s island isn’t far.

Genesta’s castle is dab-smack in the middle of the island. The first thing
you should do is walk around the beaches; you’re looking for a peacock
feather lying on the sand somewhere. If you see a peacock, follow it. Keep
atit until you get the feather. Fine. We can leave now.

Note: There is nothing else you can do there now. However, go to the front
door of the castle, open it, and go through the doorway to your left. Climb
up to Genesta’s bedroom and see how she is. We’ll wait for you.

Enter the ocean from where you came ashore, and swim due east. Again,
stay at the bottom of the screen. If the shark appears, get out. On the other
hand, you do want to be swallowed by the whale this time; it’s the only way
to win the game. When the whale appears, you will be pulled under.

Inside the whale, you’re swimming in a pool of stomach acid that you want
to get out of. Climb onto the whale on either the far left side or far right of
the screen. You must now climb up and over the whale’s flesh until you can
stand directly under the black thing you can see dangling there.

Note: There is a bottle floating around in the whale’s belly. If you get the
bottle, get the note and read it; you might be amused. Then again, you might
not.
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Save the game, and put it on its slowest speed. You must now move in a
series of over-and-up scrambles. It’s mostly trial and error, so save the game
when you’ve made some progress. Follow the curve of the flesh as much as
you can. Eventually, you stand up. Save the game, and walk towards the
teeth. Tickle the whale with the feather—just another great escape!.

You are now in the middle of the ocean. Swim north to the island you see.
It’s deserted. Go into the wreck there. Look at the ground and get the golden
bridle. There should be a pelican on the island; if there isn’t, wait, it’ll come.
Throw the fish (remember, you caught a fish earlier) to the bird, and it will
drop something. Go to it, and look on the ground. Get the whistle. Whistle.
A dolphin will appear; ride the dolphin.

Note: You cannot spend very much time on the desert island. If you don’t
finish your tasks quickly enough, you will die from lack of water.

You return to land one screen north of the fisherman’s shack. Go east two
screens, you will come to a Roman pool. Cupid likes to visit here, and you
need to see him. Wait; if he doesn’t show up soon, step off the screen and
try again. When Cupid appears, he will put down his bow and arrows and
begin bathing in the pool. Walk into the pool, directly at Cupid. You will
startle him, and he will fly away. Go to the bow and arrows he has forgotten.
Get the bow and arrows. Now for the unicorn.

Walk north one screen; this is one of the two unicorn screens. If the unicorn
is not here, go west one screen to the other unicorn area. Go back and forth
between these two screens until you encounter the beast. Shoot the unicorn.
If the unicorn runs away before you can type the command, type it early and
press ENTER or RETURN as soon as you see him. The unicorn is no longer
afraid of you.
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Go up and put the bridle on the unicorn. You can now take it to Lolotte.

{ Ride the unicorn. You will automatically be taken straight west until you

~ come to the path. Go up the path, and Lolotte’s monkeys will capture you.

You have finished Lolotte’s first task, and the ungrateful witch gives you
another.

Capturing the Hen That Lays Golden Eggs:

You’re back at the bottom on the path. Walk two screens west to the
diamond mine. Go one screen south; you are looking at the ogre’s house. If
the ogre is walking about outside, leave the screen and return. Repeat as
necessary. Go to the door and open it. Type THROW BONE TO DOG.
Walk inside; as soon as you see the dog, it sees you. Press RETURN or ENTER
to throw the bone to the dog. In some versions, but not in all, as soon as you
begin typing the command, you stop the dog’s attack. Use whatever method
works for you.

Go upstairs to the ogre’s bedroom. Go to the east wall. Look, then take
the ax you see. Return downstairs. You will see a doorway lead off to the
right and a closed door next to it. Do not go through the open door, the ogre’s
wife is there, and she will kill you. Open the door to the closet. Go inside the
closet and wait. When you hear the ogre come home, look through the
keyhole. Keep looking. As soon as the ogre falls asleep, open the door and
leave the closet.

Go to the table and take the hen. Save the game. Type OPEN DOOR.
Leave the house by walking west to the door. Make sure you are on the rug
as you pass the dog. The ogre will wake up just before you get to the door
because the chicken squawks. Press ENTER or RETURN as soon as this
happens, before you get to the door; it has to be open when you get there for
you to escape. Keep going, don’t touch the keyboard, and hope you make it.
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That’s why you saved the game. Repeat until you’re out and then run straight
west or north. The ogre won’t follow you there.

Close call! If you fled west, you are at the pool. Walk north one screen. If
you escaped by running north, ignore this move. Turn east and walk until
you’re at the path. Start up, and meet the goons and their mistress again. You
have completed Lolotte’s second task. There is a third.

Obtaining Pandora’s Box:

Our first stop is the scary forest. From the path, walk one screen west all
the way to its center. Go one screen south and stop at once. Look. Swing the
ax. You’re now safe from the trees.

Note: You can also get to the trees by walking three screens north from the
path; however, if it’s night, the zombies will get you as you go through the
graveyard.

Assuming you are now where I took you—at the back of the ogre’s
house—walk one screen east. You should be outside of a cave that looks like
a skull. Three witches are inside.

Note: The witches don’t get there until you’ve taken the hen to Lolotte.

Save the game, and enter the cave. Stop at once and look. The witch on
the left will come after you. The trick here is to get her to come past the left
side of the cauldron while you scoot by on the right side; then you can run
to the spot between the two other witches and take their one eye from them.
Ready? Let’s try it. Move around, back and forth, on the left side of the
cauldron. Let the witch come closer and closer. As soon as she has passed
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the cauldron, move directly to the right side, and cut up past it. The witch
should be chasing you. Get right up between the other two—make sure you
don’t touch them—and take the eye. As long as you have it, you’re safe.

Leave the cave and then return. They will throw something to you; if they
don’t, leave and return until they do. Take the scarab. Walk to the bottom of
the screen. Just before you leave, throw the eye to the witches. It scores extra
points. Don’t wait around or they’ll kill you, get out as soon as you throw it.
You now have the scarab that protects you from the undead. Do not enter the
cemetery or crypt after dark without it.

If it’s not night yet, it should be soon, darkness falls at 9:00 PM. Go to the
haunted house and wait; there’s nothing else you can do until dark. The house
is two screens south and one screen west of the outside of the cave.

I can see by the old clock in the hall that it’s 9:00, and there’s a baby
howling. If you didn’t get the shovel the first time you were in the house, get
it now, it’s past the parlor, on the other side of the secret door.

Note: The shovel can only be used five times—one dig for each of the ghosts
that you must appease. If you dig in the wrong spot with it, you cannot win
the game.

When you hear the baby cry, go to the west graveyard. Look for a
tombstone in the upper-left part, partially obscured by the big tree limb. It
reads "HIRAM BENNET." To see it, read the tombstone. Dig. You now have
the rattle. Ignore the zombies and go back to the house. Walk upstairs and
enter the door on the top left. Walk through the bedroom to the door on the
top left of that screen. You are in the nursery. Put the rattle in the crib.

You hear a second noise. Walk downstairs. You should see a ghost in
chains; if not, look around. Look at the ghost, and leave the house. Go back
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to the west graveyard and look for the miser’s grave. It’s in front near the left
of the screen. Dig. Take the bag of coins to the house and look for the ghost
downstairs. Give the coins to the ghost.

You hear new crying from upstairs. Go into the right doorway at the top
of the stairs. . Look at the ghost. Leave the house and walk to the east
graveyard. Look in front for the tomb of Betty Cowden. Read the tombstone.
Dig. You now have the locket. Take it back to the house, and give it to the
ghost upstairs in the rocking chair.

You hear wailing downstairs. Go down and find the ghost. Look at the
ghost, and then walk to the west graveyard. Find the tombstone of Lord
Coningsby near the right front. Dig. Take the medal of honor back to the
house, and give it to the ghost downstairs.

A boy ghost appears. Follow it upstairs to the bedroom on the right. Climb
the ladder with care. To get up and down, type CLIMB LADDER. Look.
Look at the ghost. Climb down the ladder, and leave the house. Go to the
east graveyard. In the back, on the left, find Willy’s tomb. Read the grave-
stone. Dig. You now have a toy horse, and a broken shovel! Take the toy
back to the attic and give it to the ghost. Soon it disappears. Open the trunk.
Look inside the trunk. You now have sheet music, and it’s time for another
trip up to the top of the secret tower.

Go downstairs, through the parlor and through the secret door that we have
never closed. Save the game here, and set the speed to its slowest setting. It's
still a tough climb—good luck. Save again as you go along. When you get
to the tower room, walk up between the organ and the bench. Sit. Play the
sheet music. When the drawer opens, look in the drawer. Take the key; it
opens the locked crypt. Stand, then take care going down the steps. Leave
the house, and walk to the east graveyard. The crypt is in the mountain, and
it’s in the center of the right edge of the screen. Go to the crypt door; it'’s
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partially obscured. Unlock door with the skeleton key. Open the door and
enter the crypt.

Stop when you enter. Look. Take the ladder, and then climb the ladder.
Laugh at the mummy if you want, but you get no points. Pandora’s Box is
on the floor. Go up, and take Pandora’s Box. Go back and climb the ladder
again. Leave the crypt and walk two screens south to the path. Go up the path
and wait for your ride.

Lolotte now has imprisoned you in Edgar’s tower bedroom. Wait until you
hear a noise. Go to the locked door. You will find a rose; look at it. Take the
little gold key, and then unlock the door with the gold key. Open the door
and leave the room. Save the game. More stairs are ahead, and these have
blind spots. Trial and error and hugging the walls is the way down; take your
time, and save a lot. At the bottom is a sleeping guard. The way to pass
without waking him is to stay as far away as possible, following the curve
of the wall, and go out the doorway.

The next screen has another sleeping guard and two doorways. We want
the door closest to the guard. Hug the very bottom of the screen and then the
right wall. It may take a couple of tries; save the game and take it easy. Inside
the doorway is the kitchen; there are two cabinets there. Go to the one in the
upper-right portion of the screen, and open the cabinet. You now have your
possessions back, especially the bow and arrow. Take everything, and go
back out past the guard. Exit the dining room through the door at the bottom
right; this leads to the throne room.

The way through the throne room is different. Just walk straight through
to the other side. Do not move to the bottom of the screen; just go straight
without stopping. You’re safe on the rug, however, if you care to stop there
a moment. But why?

You are now in the other tower. Hug the bottom wall here to pass the guard
and begin climbing the steps. More blind spots are ahead. There is a landing
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in the second stair screen, with a door leading off it. Don’t go in there. The
guards will catch you and lock you back in the tower with no key. You lose.
Continue up the stairs past the small landing. At the top of the next screen is
Lolotte’s room.

When you get outside Lolotte’s door, unlock the door with the gold key.
Open the door. Shoot Lolotte at once with the bow and arrow. You got her.
Watch what happens.

Dawn breaks and Edgar arrives. After Edgar leaves, walk to the bed and
take the Talisman. Leave the room and walk down to the landing on the next
screen. As soon as you leave Lolotte’s bedroom screen, save the game; the
stairs are still tricky. Go into the doorway at the landing. You will enter a
hall, and the guards will bow to you. There is a door at the top of the screen
as you get here. Go to the door and open it. Go inside. Get the hen. Get
Pandora’s Box. Now return to the stairs and walk to the bottom and through
to the throne room. Leave the throne room at the bottom of the screen. You
are outside.

There is a small stable outside of the castle’s front door. Go inside. The
unicorn is there. Stand in the middle, and open the gate. The unicorn will
leave. Follow the unicorn out of the stable, and save the game because you
still have to walk down the mountain! The path down is south from the castle
gate. When the screen changes, stop. Now walk with care, please, one slow
step at a time.

You’re down. The first thing to do is go to the crypt and return Pandora’s
Box to the spot where you found it. When you’ve done this, leave the crypt
and close the door. Lock the door. You’ve just scored some extra points.
Now walk straight west, back to the ocean. You can swim to Genesta’s from
here. Do it; just swim straight west.
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When you arrive at the island, open the door to the castle and climb up to
Genesta’s bedroom. Go to the bed and give the Talisman to Genesta. Watch
the end of the game.

You have completed King’s Quest 4: The Perils of Rosella.
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(Z-’ here are, of course, many close and startling comparisons between
what is related in the King’s Quest computer games and what has

been passed down in our universe as folk tales, myth, fiction, and fairy stories.
What follows has been compiled from many different sources, and is not by
any means the last word on the subject. I leave that task to the scientists and
scholars who, I hope, will explore the truth of the universe of Daventry and
its inhabitants further.

Included here also is more information culled from the many communi-
cations sent by Derek Karlavaegen. From them I have taken mostly bits of
biography to provide a little background on many of the people, both good
and evil, who have crossed paths with King Graham and his family. All
together, what follows in this chapter provides many unique insights into the
universe of Daventry and its denizens.

I have not, however, reprinted everything that has been sent from Daventry
by Derek. Some of what he relates bears no direct relationship to the Daventry
we know of in the King’s Quest games. Some does though, and I am as
curious as anyone to see if any of those tales turn up in other adventures. If
it does, then it would be final proof to me that what I have been receiving on
my computer screen really is true—it would be my final proof that Derek
and Daventry are real.

I’d sure like to see that happen.
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Abominable Snowman (KQ3) Also known as Yeti, this is a tall, hair-
covered, human like creature that is said to inhabit remote parts of the high
Himalaya mountains. Long thought to be legend, some scientists feel that it
might possibly exist. Many footprints said to be made by the creature have
been found and photographed, and some fuzzy photos of the beast itself are
said to exist. A creature similar to Yeti is said to exist in parts of Siberia, and
Bigfoot is yet another similar creature. Many say it roams the forests of North
America, but it lives at a lower altitude, and in a much more temperate
climate.

Alexander (KQ3, KQ4) Prince of Daventry. Alexander is the son of
King Graham and Queen Valanice, and the twin brother of Princess Rosella.
As an infant he was kidnapped out of his cradle by the wizard Manannan.
His parents had taken the babies and some friends on a summer outing on
Lake Maylie. Manannan evidently put some kind of a brief spell on the
assemblage; one moment Alexander was there, the next he was gone, though
the cradle still rocked.

Manannan kept Alexander as a slave, intending to kill him on his eigh-
teenth birthday. He did teach the prince to read and write, but he never
revealed Alexander’s true identity. The prince only knew himself as Gwyd-
ion, until he escaped and returned home to Daventry. To this day he still
thinks of himself as Gwydion, although he does acknowledge and use
Alexander. Sometimes he signs himself "Alexander-Gwydion."

Prince Alexander was able to escape by learning magic and turning his
captor into a cat. He has since studied the theory and practice of that craft,
and is considered one of Daventry’s leading scholars and practitioners of
magic.



290
King’s Quest

Amber (KQ3) While thought of by many people as a stone, amber is
really fossilized resin—tree sap—of stone-like appearance and texture. Its
color is yellow to yellowish-brown, and pieces of amber can date back as
much as 60 million years. Sometimes drops of water or perfectly preserved
insects or bits of plants are found encased in the bits of amber. Amber is used
to make jewelry and other ornamental objects. It is considered by some to
have various magical properties—perhaps because, if rubbed, amber creates
and holds an electrical charge. Because of this, some think that the word
"electricity"” originally stems from the Greek word describing the effect of
rubbing amber.

Amulet (KQ2) Amulets are charms that are usually hung on one’s neck.
They can contain special stones, herbs, or inscriptions and are most often
used to protect the wearer against things such as sickness, bad luck, or
witchcraft. The amulet that Graham found evidently protected its wearer
against being irrevocably lost. Its properties appear quite similar to the Ruby
Slippers, with which you click your heels together and say, "There’s no place
like home! There’s no place like home!"

Antique store (KQ2) An article in Daventry People describes Milvia's
Olde Antique Shoppe as "The only establishment of its kind in the known
world. In it, the proprietress has collected and collated curiosities and
conversation pieces from all the crannies and corners of creation." Milvia
was married very young to a very old and very rich merchant. When he died,
she was left with warehouses full of what she called "junk and other old stuff."
She took the gold her husband had left her and spent her life traveling the
world in search of rare birds, rare stories, cheap thrills, and unique objects
of the more magical persuasion. When she decided to stop traveling, she
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opened her store, stocking it from her late husband’s long-abandoned store-
rooms and the effluvia of her journeys. It was from here that Manannan
obtained the moose head that he later hung on his dining room wall.

Backwards alphabet (KQ1) Also known as a "retrograde alphabet," it
is a relatively simple cipher that is used for encoding messages. The letter
"A" becomes "Z", "Y" turns into "B," "X" is "C," and so on. The number "0"
becomes "9," "1" turns into "8," etc. Because of its very simplicity, the
backwards alphabet can occasionally be quite effective in situations where a
complex code is expected.

Bandits (KQ3) Inoneof his messages, Derek notes that he has to be wary
of the thugs and desperados that infect the forest of Llewdor. They still, he
supposes, hide in the treehouse, from which they prey on travelers. Because
the members of the band are so young, he refers to them as the "Brat Catpack”
with "no morals and even less intelligence!"

Beanstalk (KQ1) In our world, we have the story of "Jack and the
Beanstalk." It tells of Jack and his mother, whose only possession is a cow
that has stopped giving milk. On the way to market to sell the cow, Jack
trades it to a man who offers him five magic beans—beans that will grow to
the sky overnight. The man even offered Jack a cow-back guarantee if they
didn’t work. Jack’s mom was skeptical and upset, to say the least. She threw
the beans away and sent Jack to his room without his supper. The beans did
grow, however, and Jack climbed to the top the next morning. There he met
an ogre’s wife who fed Jack breakfast and hid him in her oven so that her
ogre husband wouldn’t catch and eat him. When he arrived home, the ogre
sniffed around and recited:
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Fee, fi, fo, fum,
I smell the blood of an Englishman!
Be he live, or be he dead,
I’ll grind his bones to make my bread!

Actually, the ogre wanted Jack roasted or broiled, but he couldn’t come
up with the proper rhyme. Finding no one about, the ogre ate a few calves,
counted a few bags of his gold, and then fell asleep. Jack stole the gold and
escaped home. When the gold was all spent, Jack went up a second time and
stole the hen that laid the golden eggs from the sleeping ogre. Again he
escaped. This wasn’t enough for his greedy mother, who sent Jack back a
third time. On his last trip, Jack stole a golden harp that kept screaming
"Master! Master!" as it was carried away. This time the ogre followed Jack
down the beanstalk, but Jack was able to cut the stalk through with an ax in
time to plunge the ogre to his death. He and his mother lived happily ever
after.

"Jack the Giant-Killer" is another story altogether. In this tale, Jack is a
farmer’s son who dashes around the country killing various giants in order
to get their treasures. In the course of his adventures, he rescues fair maidens,
saves the life of King Arthur’s son, and gets the "Fee, fi, fo, fum" treatment
from one of his eventual victims. In the end, Jack is made a knight of the
Round Table, given a great castle to call his own, and marries the beautiful
daughter of one of King Arthur’s dukes. They live happily ever after.

Boatman (KQ2) In Greek mythology, there is a personage named Cha-
ron whose job itis to ferry the souls of the dead across the river Styx to Hades.
He was thought of as a silent, shrouded old man. In time, the image became
synonymous with death itself.




293
An Encyclopedia of Daventry

Bowl (KQI1) Found by Graham on his journey through Daventry, it had
the word "Fill" inscribed in it. There is an American folktale about a fellow
name Jack who went out to find a wife. An old man told him he could marry
one of his daughters if he could catch a rabbit, put it in a ring, and make it
stay there for 30 minutes. If he failed in this task, though, he would be killed.
When Jack brought the rabbit to the appointed spot, he stuck a magic drill in
the center of the wide ring, and all the rabbit could do was run around it and
around it. When the old man saw what was happening, he made Jack another
proposition: if he could keep the rabbit running around and around for the
30 minutes, Jack would be free to kill the old man.

The old man went back into his house and, one by one, sent his wife and
daughters out to Jack to try and get him to sell the drill before the time was
up. Each one offered Jack more and more, but he refused them all. When the
30 minutes were up, the old man picked up a bowl and went outside to meet
his death. First, he asked Jack to sing the bowl full of lies before he did the
deed. This Jack did by reciting the false promises the man’s wife and daughter
had whispered to him, and following it with a hearty, "Fill, bowl! Fill!"

Brass Lamp (KQ2) Inthe Daventry People magazine story, Milvia, the
owner of the Kolyma antique store, says she discovered the lamp under a pile
of silk rugs in one of her husband’s warehouses. She never tried to clean it
because she felt it would fetch her a better price if it looked ancient and
tarnished.

It is said in our world that Aladdin, the son of a poor tailor, once possessed
a magic oil lamp such as the one Graham used. Aladdin was sent into an
underground garden by an evil magician in order to recover the lamp, but he
refused to hand it over immediately. In a rage, the magician locked Aladdin
away in the underworld, intending to leave him there until he died. Aladdin
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escaped, however, and was able to return home to his mother. Needing money
for food, and not knowing the lamp was magic, they decided to sell it. It was
Aladdin’s mother who rubbed the lamp with a cloth in order to clean it
hoping it would then bring a higher price. At once a djinn—a genie—
appeared, hideous in appearance. Aladdin’s mother fainted, but he grabbed
the lamp and demanded the genie bring them food.

That was the beginning of a beautiful relationship. There seems to have
been no limit placed on the number of times Aladdin could call upon the
genie, and in time he and his mother became rich enough to ask the sultan to
give Aladdin his daughter’s hand in marriage. Eventually the evil mage came
back and stole the lamp and bride from Aladdin, and Aladdin was forced to
overcome him. Later still, the magician’s brother appeared to make mischief
and attempt revenge. In the end, Aladdin and his princess triumphed. He
became sultan himself eventually, and they lived happily ever after.

Bridles (KQ2, KQ4) There is a belief, not so common any more, that a
wicked witch can throw a magic bridle over someone’s head and turn the
person into a horse. The witch then rides the unhappy person a long distance
to some witches’ gathering, and rides back in the morning. The victim soon
becomes ill and weary from lack of sleep and dies. A number of folktales
exist that tell how some victims were able to escape this fate.

The Greeks and Romans said that the great winged horse Pegasus could
only be tamed if it were wearing a certain magic bridle.

Bruce A town in Llewdor, although Alexander-Gwydion refers to it as a
hamlet. There are a few references toitin the communications I have received
from Daventry—Graham’s friend, Sir David, is from there; the god Thor
fought a great battle with a monster outside its walls; and it has what we




295
An Encyclopedia of Daventry

would call a newspaper, The Bruce Banner, named after the famous flag.
Derek Karlavaegen mentions the names of just two towns in all of the
messages he has sent, Daventry and Bruce, so I suspect it is of some
importance. It is situated in southeastern Llewdor, so it might be the same
place as the seaport from where Alexander- Gwydion set sail with the pirates.
That, however, is pure speculation on my part.

Castle Daventry (KQ1,KQ2,KQ3,KQ4) Thehome of King Graham and
his family, and the administrative center of the Kingdom of Daventry.
Overlooking the town of Daventry, it was built by King Edward the Bene-
volent as a gift to his bride, Queen Maylie. It is protected from potential
conquerors by thick stone walls and is surrounded by a moat infested by
alligators with a taste for human flesh. It is said that secret tunnels worm their
ways beneath the castle in a labyrinth of passages not totally mapped. Some
even say that there are magical windows at the ends of some of those
passageways that allow one to be teleported immediately to other parts of the
world.

Castle Dracula (KQ2) This spooky place sits on a small, rocky island in
the middle of a poison lake in the central part of western Kolyma. Its only
approach is by a boat poled across the polluted waters by a grim boatman
that some claim is death itself. Poisonous thorns and brambles make walking
there a quick stroll to death, and its gates are guarded by ghosts. It is not
known whether Dracula brought the castle with him when he withdrew to
Daventry.

Chest of Gold (KQ1,KQ4) One of the three great treasures of Daventry;
no matter how much gold was taken from it, it never emptied. The chest was
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stolen from Edward by the witch who called herself Dahlia and was given to
a giant for safekeeping in the Land of the Clouds. King Graham won it back
as part of his quest for the Crown of Daventry.

Chicken Soup (KQ2) The universal cure for many minor to moderate
maladies, its near-magical properties are known and revered by almost all of
the folk of both our universes. Brewed from chickens—whole or in parts—
onions, carrots, celery, garlic, herbs, some salt, pepper, and perhaps a potato,
turnip, or rutabaga, it gains much of its magic from long, slow simmering.
My mother says the secret ingredient in her magic soup is a couple of whole
cloves.

Cobra (KQ4) Itis said that in some parts of our world, fakirs can charm
the king cobra and make it do the fakir’s bidding, merely by playing a
mystical tune for it on a flute. This may be true; however, it is said by more
skeptical scientists who claim to have studied the phenomenon that the snake
is just following the swaying motion of the person playing the music and not
the music itself. The cobras in the world of Daventry don’t seem to have
heard of this pronouncement.

Coignice and Cedric (KQ4) The parents of Valanice, Queen of Daven-
try. They appear to be from eastern Kolyma, an area about which we know
nothing. Coignice is said to be the daughter of a miller, much the same as the
girl in the tale about Rumplestiltskin, and Cedric is supposedly a prince of
his land. That’s all we know about them. It is apparent, though, that they
allowed Valanice to be educated, but at this time there is no way of knowing
if that is unusual or not.
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Condor (KQ1) In order to reach the entrance to the land of the lepre-
chauns, Graham had to get onto an island in the River Fools. A condor
swooped around him, beckoning, and when Graham jumped into the air, the
bird grabbed him in its claws and flew him to the place. In our world, the
condor is a large, vulturelike bird distinct from the eagle. Nonetheless, many
people confuse the creatures.

On one of his voyages, the sailor Sinbad found himself carried off by a
giant bird, called a roc, to a deep valley with walls too tall and steep to climb.
The floor of the valley was covered with diamonds, a point not lost on Sinbad.
He despaired, however, because without a way out, he would die amongst
the riches. On the next day, large chunks of meat began falling out of the sky,
thrown by people who collected the precious stones. It seems that eagles
nested in the area and had to feed their young. When the meat landed at the
bottom of the valley, the sharp points of the diamonds would stick to them.
The eagles would carry the flesh—and diamonds—to their nests. The hunters
would follow them and collect the gems.

Sinbad had heard of this before, but thought it was just a tall tale. Not so!
Sinbad concealed himself under the largest piece of meat and held on tight.
He was carried—along with plenty of diamonds—to safety, much to the
amazement of the diamond hunters above.

Crystal Tower (KQ2) The place where Valanice was kept prisoner after
she was kidnapped by Hagatha. Rose quartz in color, it reminds us of the
tower where Rapunzel was held captive after she was kidnapped by the witch
named Dame Gothel. Rapunzel was stolen from her parents as payment for
some vegetables in the witch’s garden that her mother craved. There were
no stairs in Rapunzel’s tower nor any door, and the only way that even the
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witch could enter was by climbing the girl’s long, braided, golden hair. One
night, a prince, attracted by the sound of the girl’s singing, overheard the
witch chanting,
Rapunzel, Rapunzel, let down your hair,
That I may climb your golden stair!

On a night when the witch was not around, the prince called out the words,
and the beautiful Rapunzel met a man for the first time in her life. It was love
at first sight for both of them. He visited her often, and they plotted her escape.
However, it was not to be. The witch found out about the plot, cut off the
maiden’s golden tresses and stranded her in the middle of the desert. When
the prince arrived, the evil hag was waiting for him. She attacked him and
he fell into some brambles, which scratched his eyes and blinded him.

The prince wandered the world blind for many years, always searching for
the voice of his beloved. Finally he groped his way through the desert in the
hope that she was there. She was, of course, living with her twin children in
the barren wasteland. They were reunited, and so strong was their love that
her tears of joy restored the prince’s sight. They returned in happiness to his
kingdom and lived happily ever after.

Cupid (KQ4) To the Greeks and Romans, he was the god of love. Cupid
took various names and forms, but the one we most recognize is that of a
chubby, winged infant. Nonetheless, he was more than that. His mother was
the goddess Venus who became jealous once of a mortal girl by the name of
Psyche. It was said that Psyche’s beauty was so great itrivaled that of Venus.
For that reason, the goddess demanded that her son shoot Psyche with his
arrow of love. Cupid’s love-arrows bring great joy or great sorrow to
whomever they touch, and the goddess planned that the girl would fall in
love with some ugly, stupid oaf and be miserable for the rest of her life. This
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was not to be; Cupid accidently scratched himself with an arrow when he
saw Psyche and fell in love with her himself, but left her alone. Eventually
Psyche was exiled to a mountaintop, a place where, it was predicted, she
would marry a monster. There, the West Wind befriended her and took her
toalovely valley where she found a palace with a wide, tiled pool. She finally
met her husband there but was never allowed to see him. They only met at
night, and he said that it was for the best that she did not know what he looked
like.

Unable to bear not seeing her lover, Psyche crept to his bed one night with
an oil lamp. As she discovered that her husband really was the god Cupid, a
drop of oil dripped on his shoulder. He awoke startled and angry and flew
away, abandoning Psyche. Venus, however, kept harassing the girl out of
blind jealousy, and gave her a number of impossible tasks to perform. Cupid
finally interceded for his wife with Zeus, who decided that Psyche should
become immortal. She was given a cup of ambrosia to drink and thus it was.
This made Venus feel much better, since no longer would a mere mortal be
said to be as beautiful as the goddess.

Dahlia (KQ1) The name of the witch who stole the Chest of Gold from
King Edward. Dahlia had disguised herself as a beautiful maiden. Edward
found her hidden in a tree, surrounded by wolves. He rescued her, fell in love,
and asked her to be his bride. On the night before their wedding, she stole
the keys to the treasure vault and then stole the magic chest. The theft drove
the kingdom into poverty, and the king into a despair from which he never
recovered. Graham killed Dahlia by shoving her into her own oven.

Daventry (KQI, KQ2, KQ3, KQ4) The name of the kingdom that is
ruled over by King Graham. It is also the name of the continent of which the
kingdom is part, and it is sometimes used as a generic name for the universe
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that contains that kingdom. Daventry came into existence after many of the
more magical and mythical elements of our own world got together and
withdrew, creating a world less bound to logic and science and more attuned
to the irrational and fabulous. There are a number of Daventrys in our world,
the oldest of which is a town about 75 miles northwest of London. Locally,
the name of the town is sometimes pronounced "Dane-tree," and even
Shakespeare used this pronunciation in Henry VI, Part 111, Act V. It is said
that the town was built by Danes.

Derek Karlavaegen The name of the person who is sending messages and
documents from the universe of Daventry. Very little is known about
Derek—he is a traveler, a writer, a journalist, and a part-time sorcerer. Derek
now resides in the former house of the wizard Manannan in the land of
Llewdor. He found a device there that he calls "The Eye Between the
Worlds," and it is by way of this that he is able to communicate with us. From
the tone of several of Derek’s messages, it seems that he is content to stick
with this endeavor at least until he has exhausted Manannan’s extensive
magical library, or his wine cellar.

Djinn (KQ2) Sometimes also spelled jinn or jinni, this is another, more
accurate name for genies. They are spirits found in Arabian mythology who
sometimes take the form of men. The djinn are said to be the children of fire
and make their homes on the mountain Kaf. Some, however, say the djinn
are demons. There are both good and evil djinn, and they can change their
form or become invisible at will. One of the kings of the djinn is even claimed
to have built the pyramids of Egypt. It was a djinn imprisoned in a brass lamp
that aided Aladdin, and it was, perhaps, the same one who helped King
Graham. Curiously enough, the singular form of the word is djinni and the
plural is djinn.
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Dolphin (KQ4) These are large, aquatic mammals who live in the seas
and large rivers. Highly intelligent and with their own language, they are not
fish. Dolphins have always appeared playful in the presence of humans, and
there are records going back thousands of years of them playing alongside
sailing ships. Many of these stories speak about the dolphins sometimes
aiding and rescuing people who have found themselves lost at sea, and there
are also many stories of people riding them. In ancient Greece, the dolphin
was sacred to the Oracle at Delphi and even gave the sacred place its name.

Dracula (KQ4) A vampire—a supernatural being of great strength, and
immortal as long as itis able to drink the blood of humans at regular intervals.
Dracula first appeared in an 1897 novel of the same name by Bram Stoker,
and the count has been reborn often in plays and films. Some say that Dracula
was based on a madman by the name of Vlad the Impaler who murdered
thousands in terrible ways and drank the blood of some of his victims.

Derek Karlavaegen has written that he thinks Dracula is not supernatural
at all, but that he was one of the last survivors —if not the final survivor—of
the lizard folk who ruled the earth for millions of years before humanity.
According to Derek, both the chameleon and the bat are degenerate descen-
dents of that particular line of beings, and this accounts for Dracula’s apparent
ability to change shape and to fly.

Like bats, vampires avoid sunlight and sleep during the day. The vampire
preys on us much as we prey on cows and carrots, drinking blood mostly,
but sometimes devouring flesh when in the form of a wolf. The vampire’s
constitution is such that silver is a most deadly poison to it, as is garlic, but
itis also so robust and regenerative that a vampire’s lifespan is measured in
the hundreds, if not thousands, of years. Of course, they can be killed by a
stake driven through the heart, but, then, so would any of us in the same
situation.
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According to Derek, Dracula fled from the sight of Graham’s silver cross
for the very reason that it was silver and its touch could kill him.

Dragons (KQI1, KQ3) One of the most widespread creatures of human
myth, dragons are usually—but not always—thought of as huge, fire-breath-
ing lizards or snakes. Dragons have been feared and worshipped since the
beginning of recorded history, and the belief was ancient even then. While
many cultures think of the dragon as evil, the Greeks, Romans, and Chinese
sometimes thought of them as wise and powerful dwellers of the inner earth
and used the image of the dragon on some of their standards. In more recent
times, fantasists have more and more attributed benign qualities to the
creatures. It is not known what the origin of the dragon myths is. It cannot
be a memory of the dinosaurs because humanity and dinosaurs never existed
at the same time.

Dwarfs (KQI1, KQ2, KQ4) One of the races of little people. Dwarfs are
closely related to the dark elves and gnomes, and the three races are often
confused. Some theories even say that they are all the same race, but they do
seem to be distinct in Daventry. They stand around four feet or so in height,
but weigh well over one hundred pounds—most of it muscle. The majority
of dwarfs live underground, but many live in the rockier hills and mountains.
There are even some dwarfs that live in the deeper parts of some forests, but
they are rare. Dwarfs are renowned for their surly dispositions, short tempers,
and mistrust of humans.

Edgar (KQ4) The son of the wicked witch, Lolotte. He aided Rosella in
her escape from her prison room. Rosella then apparently killed Lolotte, an
act for which Edgar showed little remorse. Nobody knows who Edgar’s
father was—he could have been anybody from a drugged slave to a malev-
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olent sorcerer. He was born deformed—short, stooped, and ugly. The fairy
Genesta gave him a more pleasing appearance as a reward for aiding Rosella
and thus saving Genesta’s life. Edgar lives alone now in his mother’s castle
on a crag in the Impossible Mountains. His love for Rosella is said to burn
as strong as ever.

Elves (KQ1) One of the races of the little folk, elves can be divided into
two broad groups, black elves and white elves. The white elves are considered
good and are thought to live in the open air of the forest. Generally they
appear as fair and lovely children. The black elves are extremely ugly and
evil, live underground, and are descended from maggots. They love to inflict
injury and sickness on people. They are generally of human form, pale in
color, of slim build with pointed ears. While considered "little people," some
elves can be as tall as humans, and they have even been known to marry with
us. Most, though, are short, ranging in height from two and a half feet to four
feet tall. Elves have their own kings, laws, and customs, but do not live
together in towns and cities. Some of the rare and tall sylvan elves are known
to have built large houses where they live and practice magic.

In general, elves are friendly but do prefer to stay out of the sight of
humans. Because of their low visibility, they are considered to be more
mischievous than they really are. The thought being something like "if they
don’t have something to hide, why don’t they show themselves more?"

Eye Between the Worlds When Derek Karlavaegen moved into the wiz-
ard Manannan’s house, he discovered a device, and it is with this "Eye
Between the Worlds," as he calls it, that he is able to communicate with our
world. From his description of it, we can only conclude that the wizard was
in possession of some sort of computer. How can this be? Daventry may be
a land of wonders, but it is not a land of technology.
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In our world, a man by the name of Gerbert reigned as Pope of the Roman
Catholic Church from 999 to 1003. He is known as Pope Sylvester the Second
and is still considered one of the great scholars of his age. His contemporaries,
though, thought of him as one of the great magicians of the age. Sylvester
attempted to collect manuscripts on all that was known during his age—
magic, mathematics, natural history, geography, philosophy, whatever he
could obtain. He is known to have constructed many devices for accurately
tracking the movements of the planets, stars, and celestial spheres. He is
known to have built calculating machines to solve mathematical and geome-
trical problems, and he built wonderous clocks and other machines. He traded
many of his devices and inventions for rare manuscripts of obscure know-
ledge.

What gave Pope Sylvester his reputation as a magician-pope, however,
was his building of what is described as either a talking statue or a talking
head constructed of brass. This head was capable of solving problems that
were put to it, and some say it could predict the future. So great was the
impact of this machine that stories began to circulate that the Pope had made
a pact with Satan. Because of this, many scholars think that Sylvester is the
basis for the story of the magician named Faust—a man who made his own
pact with the devil. When Sylvester died, his magical head disappeared into
the depths of the Vatican.

Had Pope Sylvester constructed some eleventh century equivalent to our
computer? Has Manannan? Arthur C. Clarke writes that "any technology,
sufficiently advanced, is indistinguishable from magic." If technology can
emulate magic, why can’t magic emulate technology?

Fairies (KQI, KQ2, KQ4) A race of graceful and delicate beings with
magical powers, fairies are said to live hundreds of years, but must spend
one day of each week in the form of some animal—a bird or dolphin, for
instance. Most cultures have a tradition of fairies. The English version—the
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one we are most familiar with—holds that they come from, and dwell in, the
Land of Faerie, where they are ruled by a queen. Fairies are said to be
interested in human affairs and often aid and protect people. In fact, so many
tales have been told about good fairies, that they have given us the term "fairy
tale."

Fairies can be tall or tiny in form, but they are almost always winged and
good. In the story of Cinderella, Cinderella’s godmother was a fairy who
carried a magic wand that had the power to transform things—the girl’s ugly
clothes into a beautiful gown, is a case in point. Some fairies, like Tinkerbell,
possess a magic powder—fairy dust—that helps them cast their enchant-
ments.

Valanice writes that Genesta is the Queen of the Fairies in Daventry.

Fisherman and his wife (KQ4) There is the story of a poor fisherman
and his wife who lived in a shanty by the sea. One day the man caught a fish
that talked. It said it was an enchanted prince and begged the fisherman to
set him free, which the man did. His wife was furious, and commanded him
to go back and demand the fish grant him a wish. The man went back to the
end of his pier and shouted:

Flounder, flounder, in the sea,
Harken thee now unto me!

The fish now owed the man, so it granted his wife’s wish for a lovely
cottage to replace their shack. This did not satisfy her for long, and she sent
her husband back to demand a castle from the fish. She got it.

Thus it went; next she wanted to be King, then Emperor, and then Pope.
All of these the flounder granted her. At last she demanded to be Lord of the
Universe, with the power to command the rising and setting of the sun. The
enchanted fish heard this request and, for her greed, returned the fisherman
and his wife to the hovel where they had first lived.
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I suspect these are the same people to whom Rosella gave the bag of
diamonds.

Fly (KQ3) Alexander-Gwydion wonders why someone would want to
change into a fly. He had done just this in order to overhear the bandits of
Llewdor reveal their secret hideout to him, but it seems apparent that he is
not eager to repeat the experience. After seeing the several films made in our
world on the same subject, I tend to join the prince in his puzzlement.

Four-leaf clover (KQ1) This type of clover is supposed to bring good
luck to its wearer. It is not, however, the same as a shamrock. The sham-
rock—the symbol of Ireland and the favorite of leprechauns—is a three-leaf
clover, and not the same plant at all. This confusion between the two different
plants is so widespread that, evidently, even the leprechauns of Daventry
themselves get confused.

Frog Prince (KQ4) There are some interesting differences between
Rosella’s encounter with her Frog Prince and the tale that is told in this world.
It seems that the beautiful daughter of a king was sitting under a cool tree,
passing time and playing a game of catch with herself using a little golden
ball. As these things happen, the ball this day traveled too far; it dropped past
her hands and down into a deep well, too far down for her to retrieve it. As
she wept for her lost ball, a frog’s head came out of the water and the creature
offered to dive and bring the ball back to her. There were conditions,
however; in return for the ball, the princess must accept the ugly frog as her
companion and playmate, and it must be allowed to eat from her plate with
her at the dinner table, drink from her cup, and sleep with her in her bed. The
pretty princess accepted the frog’s bargain, but as soon as she held the golden
ball again in her hands, she ran away and deserted the frog.




307
An Encyclopedia of Daventry

The next day, as the princess ate with her family and their entire court, a
small voice came to the door and demanded the princess let him in. It was
the frog, of course. Her father, the king, asked her what the frog wanted, and
she was forced to tell him of her promise to the little green one. The king
informed the girl that she must fulfill all that she had promised the frog, and
he bade it join them for supper. She was reluctant and unwilling, but the king
pushed her plate and cup closer to the frog so that it could enjoy the meal.
When the meal was finished, the frog announced that he was tired, and asked
the princess to join him in going to sleep. She didn’t want any dirty old frog
in her clean bed, but her father demanded that she honor her promise.

The princess carried the frog to her room, but when it was time to get into
bed, she picked it up and threw it against one of the walls of her chamber as
hard as she could. All at once, instead of dying, the ugly frog transformed
into a handsome young prince who informed her that he had been captive of
a wicked witch’s spell. Instead of being upset at the girl for what she had
done, he asked her to marry him, which she did. They lived happily ever
after.

Most people, I suspect, recall a version of the tale where the princess kisses
the frog to transform him. The first version of the tale, however, is the
authentic one.

Genesta (KQ4) The Queen of the Fairies in Daventry. Rosella had to
recover Genesta’s stolen Talisman within 24 hours in order to save the fairy
from death.

In our world, there is a story about how the fairy Genesta took a young
boy from his parents, a foolish king and queen. Genesta promised to return
the boy someday, but said they would not see him again until he was all
covered with fur. The boy grew up handsome and intelligent, and because
of his size was called "Mannikin." Mannikin roamed the world and had all
sorts of adventures, many times being aided by the good fairy Genesta.
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Finally he heard of a princess by the name of Sabella whose heart had been
stolen by an evil fairy and hidden away in the center of an ice mountain. With
no heart, the girl knew nothing of love. Mannikin fell in love with the
princess. He vowed to overcome her other suitors and recover the girl’s heart,
thereby winning her hand. This he was finally able to do, and when he
returned from the North Pole with the girl’s heart encased in a diamond, she
handed it back to him saying that her heart truly belonged to him.

Just then, Genesta arrived in a chariot drawn by eagles, bearing with her
Mannikin’s parents, the foolish king and queen. When they saw him he still
wore the fur coat that had protected him during his icy adventure. Thus
Genesta’s promise was fulfilled. The coat had been given to him by Sabella,
and in gratitude and love for her, he named the animal whose fur he wore
after his bride-to-be. Thatis why today we have animals that are called sables.

Genesta, by the way, lives on a small island in Daventry off the west coast
of Tamir. She is the only being I know of who actually does live in an ivory
tower.

Gerwain (KQ2) Prime minister to King Graham, and the author of the
court chronicle detailing Graham’s quest to win his queen. Gerwain also was
prime minister to Good King Edward and served him for over 20 years until
Edward’s sudden death. An article I received from Derek Karlavaegen details
Gerwain’s retirement from King Graham’s service. In the article Gerwain
speaks of the King needing and desiring younger advisors, ones lest apt to
recommend the sacrifice of maidens to dragons. He says that their parting
was amicable, and that he planned on moving to a small cottage in the forest
and raising snails.

Ghosts (KQ2, KQ4) Ghosts are the restless spirits of the dead. It is said
that they can only be exorcised or expunged by returning to them that which
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they desire in their afterlife. Usually this is some favorite possession that was
connected somehow with their death. Some spirits become ghosts, however,
because of being dominated by a stronger spirit soon after their passing to
the other side, and yet others have it thrust upon them as penance for misdeeds
committed. In most cases ghosts cannot harm mortals directly, but they can
frighten us into doing things that are both stupid and fatal.

The restless ghosts that Rosella had to pacify all needed something from
their past life; the baby wanted its rattle, the weeping widow her locket, the
miser his bag of gold, the lord his medal of honor, and the boy his toy horse.
When they received these, they were able to rest quietly forever—we hope
(for more details, see Chapter 7, Grave Matters.)

Giants (KQ1) These are very large and very strong humans, although
there are reports of giants that are merely humanoid, resembling humans.
Jack the Giant-Killer, for instance, fought giants with two and three heads—
hardly what one would think normal for humans. In London, effigies were
constructed to the giants Gog and Magog. The Bible speaks of giants walking
the earth in the distant past. In fact, the most famous giant in western culture
is Goliath, who fought for the Philistines against King Saul of Israel. No
warrior dared fight the giant in single combat except for the boy David. David
killed Goliath by striking him on the head with a stone shot from his sling.
David kept Goliath’s sword and used it later when he fought Saul.

Giants are massive beings, the smallest of whom are over ten feet tall, and
the largest big enough to have their heads touch the clouds.

Gingerbread house (KQ1) The home of the witch Dahlia. This house
has been made famous by the story of Hansel and Gretel, the children of a
poor woodcutter. The man’s wife had died, and he married a woman who
did not like children. She told the man that they could not afford to feed the
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children, and convinced him to abandon them in the forest. Hansel and Gretel
overheard their plans, however. As they were led deep into the woods, they
dropped pebbles to mark their way home. Their stepmother was not at all
amused when they returned the next day.

Some time later the wicked woman convinced the man again to abandon
the children so that there would be enough food for the two adults to eat.
Again the children overheard, so they dropped crumbs behind as they were
led even deeper into the dark depths of the forest. This time though, a bird
ate the crumbs, and the Hansel and Gretel discovered they were lost. On the
third day, the hungry children followed a bird and came to a small house
made all of gingerbread, with windows of sugar and windowsills of cake.
The house was the home of a wicked witch. She imprisoned Hansel and began
to fatten him in order to eat him. She enslaved Gretel and made the poor girl
do her bidding, intending also to eat the girl.

One day the witch asked Gretel to climb into her large oven to check how
the bread was baking. Gretel was clever enough to know that the witch
intended to push her in and bake her, so Gretel acted stupid and asked the
witch to show her exactly how to climb in. The moment the witch did so,
Gretel pushed her in and slammed the door behind. She freed her brother.
They took all the gold and jewels they could find from the house, and
eventually found their way home. Their happy father greeted them warmly
when he saw them—his nasty wife had died while they were gone and he
asked them to forgive him. They lived happily ever after.

Gnome (KQ1) Another of the races of little people. Gnomes are close
cousins of both the dwarfs and the dark elves and are associated with the
spirits of both the earth and the mountains. They live underground and are
said to guard veins of precious metals and stones, as well as vast, ancient
treasures that have been buried underground. Gnomes were given their name
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and differentiated from dwarfs by the physician Paracelsus in the early
fifteenth century.

Goats (KQ1) Goats are well known for their total dislike of trolls. There
is a tale of three billy goats on their way to pasture. They had to cross a bridge
to get there, and a nasty troll lived under it. Now some trolls like to eat the
flesh of humans, but all of them delight in devouring goats. As the first goat
went across, the troll went for it; but the clever beast convinced the troll to
wait for his bigger brother, as he would make a larger meal. The troll waited
and rushed the second goat, who too convinced the troll that there was a yet
larger goat still to come. When the largest of the billy goats arrived, he rushed
the troll, butted it off the bridge, and killed it.

It is said that goats will eat almost anything; show one a carrot and it
follows you anywhere. It has even been said in this world that if you show a
goat an old shoe or a tin can it follows you anywhere.

Golden Eggs (KQ1,KQ4) Graham climbed a large tree in Daventry and
found a nest containing a golden egg, but we do not know what bird laid this
treasure. There is a story of a goose that laid golden eggs until the person
who discovered the goose got greedy and cut it open looking for more.
Rosella was forced by Lolotte to find the hen that laid golden eggs. This
bird was guarded by an ogre and his wife.
See also Beanstalk.

Golden Fish (KQ4) After King Graham opened the third magic door, he
was transported to a strange island. There he found a net, which he cast into
the sea and caught a large golden fish. Graham returned the fish to the ocean,
and it transported him to the enchanted isle where he found Valanice
imprisoned.
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There are many tales in our world of fish who do favors in return for being
put back. In one, a poor fisherman catches a golden fish who grants him and
his wife a castle on the condition that he not tell the woman how it came to
be. In time, though, he broke his silence and his new riches disappeared. He
became a fisherman again, and again caught the fish. Same deal. Same result.
Same story. The third time he caught the fish, it told him to take it home and
cut it into six pieces—two to eat, two to plant, and two to feed to his horse.
Eventually there grew two golden lilies, the horse had two golden foals, and
the fisherman and his wife had two golden sons.

Graham (KQI, KQ2, KQ3, KQ4) King of Daventry. We know much
about Graham’s adventures, but very little about his background. What we
do know about his life before his quest for the three treasures is contained in
Part 1 of the Chronicles.

It does seem strange, though, that the man we come to admire so much
during his early adventures could be the same person who sent innocent girls
off to be sacrificed to the fire-breathing dragon. Perhaps his good judgment
and wisdom never recovered from the shock of Alexander’s kidnapping, or
perhaps it was just poor advice on the part of his prime minister.

Graham greatly admired his father. Derek Karlavaegen mentions once, in
passing, that he was a nobleman and a close friend of Good King Edward.
He wanted his son to be a scholar as well as a fighter. Derek also mentions
that Graham’s father died defending Daventry in one of the border wars, but
never once does he mention the man’s name.

Grandma (KQ2) Grandma lives in a neat little cottage in the woods of
Kolyma. When King Graham first met her, she was sick in bed and unable
to talk. Later Graham brought her a pot of chicken soup that, of course, cured
her of her ills. Grandma told Graham to reach under her bed and take the
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black cloak and ruby ring he would find there; he did, and then he put them
on. Thus Graham was mistaken for Count Dracula and was able to obtain
easy passage to his castle, and past the ghosts guarding it.

How the woman came by Dracula’s cape and ring is a mystery, but it is
often said that the Vampire Prince often takes living women as lovers.
Perhaps they had had a romantic liaison in the past, but if grandma kissed,
she sure ain’t telling.

See also Riding Hood.

Greensleeves The court anthem of the Kingdom of Daventry. The tune is
well known in our world.

Gwydion (KQ3) The name Manannan gave to Prince Alexander— Gra-
ham and Valanice’s son—while he was captive in Llewdor.
See also Alexander.

Hagatha (KQ2) The witch who kidnapped Valanice and imprisoned her
in the Crystal Tower. There is a very strange entry in a Daventry People
excerpt that Derek has sent us. It talks about Hagatha only casually, but it
does say that she was the sister of Manannan, the wizard who kidnapped
Alexander-Gwydion. Not only that, the article mentions, as if it is well-
known truth, that the reason Manannan kidnapped Graham’s son was as
revenge for the King’s rescue of Valanice from his sister. That’s all it says.

Haunted house (KQ4) A large house in central Tamir surrounded by a
graveyard on two sides. It’s known to some as Whateley Manor, and it is said
to have been transported to Daventry when its inhabitants and others—
strange others—withdrew from our world. Rosella had to pacify five ghosts
who haunted the mansion, including the spirit of a former lord of the manor
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from before the days of old—dark Wilbur Whateley. The house also contains
a hidden tower, the door to which can only be discovered by looking at a
portrait above the fireplace in the parlor.

See also Ghosts.

King Edward the Benevolent (KQ1) The king preceding Graham, Ed-
ward evidently consolidated the present kingdom of Daventry, increasing its
size severalfold. He built the great Castle Daventry—both as a gift for his
bride, Maylie, and as the defensive and administrative center of the realm.
Edward is well known for losing the three great treasures of Daventry,
Merlin’s Mirror, the Shield of Achille, and the Chest of Gold. It is said that
his love for Maylie is what drove him to perform the great and heroic deeds
that created the kingdom. It is also said that it was her death that drove him
to the mistakes that almost destroyed it.

Lake Maylie (KQI1, KQ3) A lake northeast of the town of Daventry. It
was given its name by the people of the kingdom in honor of King Edward’s
wife. It was Edward and Maylie’s favorite spot, and they could be seen on
or by its waters almost every balmy night. After Maylie’s death and the
misfortunes that befell the kingdom, people began to shun the lake. King
Graham and Queen Valanice, however, took to spending much of their time
there, and it soon returned to favor among the general population.

Ironically, it was on the shore of Lake Maylie that Prince Alexander was
stolen from his cradle by the wizard Manannan. After the incident, many
people refused to go anywhere near it, saying it was a haunted and unlucky
place.

Land of the Clouds (KQI1,KQ3) A landhighabove Daventry; the home
of giants and dragons. It is accessible by climbing a beanstalk or through a
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stairway that travels up through the mountains. This place is dangerous not
just because of the denizens who inhabit it, but due to the fact that there is
very little solid ground. Much of the footing is made up of clouds, meaning
there is no footing at all in these spots—not for a long way down!

Leprechauns (KQ1) Another of the races of little people; in our world
leprechauns are found only in Ireland. They are shoemakers by trade and are
very shy. Although some prefer to dwell underground, leprechauns like to
inhabit green, secluded places; unless they want you to see them, they can
only be discovered by following the sound of their hammering. Legends say
that if you come upon a leprechaun unawares, it must lead you to treasure.
If you take your eye off of the leprechaun, however, it vanishes.

Some leprechauns are known to have stolen human babies, but in general
they’re more playful and mischievous than evil. They are very fond of music
and dancing, especially to a jig played on a fiddle. They are said to dance in
great numbers within fairy circles under the full moon. Leprechauns young
and old tend to resemble older men, and there are few reports or stories of
females of the race. It has been speculated that leprechauns are nothing more
than male fairies, since there are equally few mentions of male fairies.

The favorite color of the leprechaun is green, and its symbol and charm is
the shamrock. In Daventry, however, the little green folk also revere the
four-leaf clover.

Lion (KQ3) The king of beasts and the ultimate guard over Valanice as
she was kept prisoner by Hagatha in the Crystal Tower. King Graham has
written that the beast itself was a prisoner of the witch, held in bondage by
a powerful spell. Before returning to Daventry, he and Valanice traveled
through the magic doors to the enchanted isle and freed the great golden lion
from its chains. He claims to have taken it to its jungle home and released it,
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but he doesn’t say just where that jungle is. Graham writes that just before
the lion disappeared into the foliage, it was joined by a tall man wearing
nothing but a loincloth. Both the lion and man roared to the heavens, the man
beating his chest, and then they were gone.

Lolotte (KQ4) Theevil witch who was the greatenemy of the good Fairy
Queen Genesta. Lolotte stole Genesta’s magic Talisman, which Rosella had
to recover in order to save the lives of both her father and Genesta. She lived
in a twin-towered castle on a crag high in the Impossible Mountains with her
son Edgar, guarded by an army of winged monkeys. Lolotte was skeletally
thin and greenish in complexion; her voice was more akin to a serpent’s than
a human’s.

Rosella mentioned in a short interview in the Bruce Banner that she still
wonders if she really did kill the witch and says she has unsettling dreams at
times where the crone recovered from her apparently fatal wound. In the
dreams, Lolotte points a blood-covered finger at Rosella and cackles, "T’ll
get you, my pretty! I’ll get you!" repeating it over and over.

Magic Beans (KQ1) Used to grow the beanstalk that took Graham up to
the Land of the Clouds. To obtain them, Graham had to guess the gnome’s
name within three tries.

See also Beanstalk.

Magic Carpet (KQ2) The first time King Grahamrubbed the brass lamp,
the imprisoned djinn gave him a persian carpet with the power of flight. He
used this to scale the cliffs of Kolyma in order to gain the second key to the
magic doors.

In our world, magic carpets appear in many stories that come out of the
Middle East. There is a story in the Arabian Nights of three princes—broth-
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ers—who wished to marry the same princess. They were each to travel the
world for a year, and the one who returned with the greatest rarity would win
the maiden’s hand. One of the three treasures was a piece of tapestry that if
you sat on it would instantly transport you anywhere you wished.

There is also a magic carpet in the Koran. It belonged to King Solomon
and was made of green silk. It was large enough to carry Solomon, his throne,
his army, his spirits, and his attendants wherever he wished to go.

Magic Doors (KQ2) In order to rescue Valanice, King Graham was
required to find three keys that opened three magic doors—the last of which
brought him to a strange, enchanted realm. The doors were surrounded by
steep cliffs and a deep chasm and could only be reached by crossing a frayed
rope bridge.

After he had won Valanice, Graham married her in the monastery in
Kolyma not far from the now destroyed bridge. As a wedding gift, the monks
repaired the crossing in order that Graham and Valanice could return to the
Crystal Tower and free the golden lion.

Magic Fruit (KQ4) In the middle of the joyous celebration welcoming
the return of Prince Alexander and the rescue of Rosella, King Graham
collapsed onto the throne room floor. To save her father from death, Rosella
was offered the chance to go to Tamir where there grows a magic tree that
bears but one fruit every one hundred years. The tree is hidden in a swamp
within the Impossible Mountains. To reach the swamp, Rosella had to enter
a waterfall, pass through a troll-infested cave, and cross a hidden abyss. Then
she had to cross the deadly swamp and get by the king cobra that protected
the fruit tree. One bite of the fruit cured her father and restored his vigor.
In the Arabian Nights story of the three brothers attempting to win the
hand of the same princess (see Magic Carpet), one of them discovers a magic
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fruit that cured all sick people of most mortal diseases. One sniff was enough
to do the job. He was able to save the princess’s life with it, having been
transported there on his brother’s magic carpet.

Magic map (KQ3) Alexander-Gwydion found a blank parchment in
Manannan’s wardrobe. As he traveled, the parchment slowly became a map,
revealing where he had been. More remarkably, if he wanted to return to any
place shown on the map, all he had to do was point to the area on the map
and be teleported there in an instant. The teleportation was never so exact
that it would move him to something as specific as, say, the flower garden
in front of the Three Bears’ house, but it would get him close enough. Also,
it would never take him back to Manannan’s house, just to the foot of the
mountain path that he had to walk up. At sea, the map showed how close
Alexander was to Daventry, and after he got there it showed where he had
been in his travels through that land. The map is now on display in the Royal
Library of Daventry.

Magic wand (KQ3) One of the three pieces of paraphernalia that no
sorcerer is without, the other two being robes and a pointed hat. The wands
are made of some powerful wood, harvested at a special time, and are usually
carved with magical runes and decorations. The wand is thought to be the
conduit through which the magical forces are transmitted from the spell caster
to its target.

Alexander was able to discover where Manannan had hidden his wand—
the cabinet in his study—and used it to prepare the spells that allowed him
to escape, return to Daventry, and destroy the three-headed dragon. He had
to be careful with the wand; if he ever forgot to put it back in its place before
the wizard returned, he surely would have been killed for his transgression.
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The wand of Manannan now belongs to the prince, and he uses it in the
preparation of all major spells.

Magicians’ Guild Guilds are organizations of people who practice the
same craft, and they have the purpose of protecting and advancing that
particular craft. In Daventry, wandering magicians have formed a loose
organization called the Magicians’ Guild, and its members are easily recog-
nized by their distinctive black and purple pointed hats decorated with the
image of a crescent moon—the same shape we see carved in the doors of
out-buildings in this world. The guild passes on information about different
spells to its members, along with magical gossip. As magicians become
powerful enough to be considered sorcerers, necromancers, or thamaturgists,
they tend to leave the guild, thereby amplifying the notion that the guild is
just a collection of amateurs.

Manannan (KQ3) Theevil wizard whokidnapped Prince Alexander and
kept him as a slave for 17 years. Manannan is said to be the brother of the
witch Hagatha and is supposed to have kidnapped the boy in revenge for
King Graham’s rescue of Valanice from his sister.

Manannan taught Alexander-Gwydion to read and write, and by doing so
led to his own downfall. The prince was able to find the wizard’s book of
magic and cast a spell that turned Manannan into a cat. Nobody knows what
became of Manannan after that point. Derek Karlavaegen, who lives now in
the wizard’s house, says that the place was totally deserted when he arrived
there a few months after Alexander’s escape. There was no cat and no remains
of a dead cat. It is probable that Manannan fled the house in his feline form,
but whether he is alive still is unknown. It is possible that he was able to
effect a cure of his condition somehow, and if this is true, then Manannan
may well be hiding someplace plotting new revenge.
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Manannan’s Clock (KQ3) The wizard kept a magical device in his
house that recorded the passing of time. Alexander says that the time it kept
was different from the time normally recognized in Daventry. From this
evidence, itis safe to assume that time runs differently in that universe, slower
than it flows here. If Manannan’s clock was some sort of clock from our
world, then we must wonder how he obtained it. Of course, we have not
solved the mystery of the Eye Between the Worlds, either; it apparently is
Manannan’s computer. There seems to be much truth in the Daventry saying
that "Any magic, sufficiently advanced, is indistinguishable from technol-

”

ogy.

Maylie (KQ1l) Wife of King Edward the Benevolent and the beloved
person after whom Lake Maylie was named.
See also King Edward.

Medusa (KQ3) As he roamed the great desert of Llewdor, Alexander-
Gwydion was attacked by this grotesque monster. One glance at her face
would have turned him to stone. He averted his face, though, and let the
creature see her own awful reflection in Manannan’s hand mirror, turning
herself into a statue instead.

Although the desert of Llewdor is apparently home to many creatures
known as medusas, in our world there was only one Medusa. Medusa was
one of three gorgons, creatures with snakes for hair, boarlike tusks, claws of
bronze, and golden wings. The other gorgons were named Stheno and
Euryale. It was Medusa’s flashing eyes that could turn mortals and immortals
to stone.

Medusa was destroyed by Perseus, who cut off her head while she slept,
using a polished shield to guide his blow so he would not have to look directly
at the monster’s face. Medusa was remarkable even after death; from her
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neck was born the winged horse Pegasus, the blood from her left side was a
poison, and the blood from her right could restore the dead to life.

Another story says that Medusa was originally a beautiful girl who thought
she was as lovely as the goddess Athena, especially her hair. As punishment,
the goddess turned the girl’s hair into snakes.

Merlin’s Mirror (KQ1, KQ2, KQ3) One of the three great treasures of
Daventry, along with the Shield of Achille and the Chest of Gold. The mirror
has the power to foretell the future. Edward and the rulers before him used
it mostly for weather and crop forecasting, but Edward and Maylie did use
it at least once to look upon the image of Daventry’s next king. The mirror
was stolen from Edward and Maylie by a sorcerer, and the thief hid it in a
cave guarded by a fire-breathing dragon. Graham was able to reach the
dragon by climbing down a well and dousing the dragon’s flame.

The legend in Daventry is that the mirror was first found in a cave beneath
the earth, next to the crystal coffin of a great necromancer who was thought
to be Merlin himself. The Merlin we know was a great magician and the
advisor to King Arthur and a number of other kings. It is said that it was
Merlin who created the Round Table for his monarch, and perhaps even
Stonehenge. Merlin possessed a wondrous mirror with which he was able
look into the future or gaze upon anyone or any place he wished. He used it
often to help Arthur become victorious in battle.

Graham used the mirror while he was searching for a wife. It was within
its mahogany frame that he first saw the image of Valanice, imprisoned in
the Crystal Tower. This is similar to a story in our world where a fair prince
was eager to find a bride. He looked into a magic mirror and saw the loveliest
of women, but he did not know who or where she was. Often he looked upon
her and once saw that she was looking into her own magic glass, and in it
was his own image. He was looking at her looking at him. This sent him into
the world where he finally found her and they lived happily ever after.
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Mermaids (KQ2) Graham met a mermaid who was sitting on a rock
along the west coast of Kolyma. He gave her a bouquet of flowers in
acknowledgment of her beauty, and she called forth a sea horse to carry
Graham to King Neptune. Neptune gave Graham the key to the first of the
magic doors.

There are legends about mermaids everywhere in our world. They are
semihuman beings that are human from the head to the waist and fish below,
but at times the mermaid is allowed to take the entire form of a human being.
There are many stories of mermaids—all of whom are said to be beautiful—
marrying human men. Sometimes the mermaid remains on land with her
husband, thus losing her magical powers. At other times the mermaid is able
to bring the man to live with her under the sea, preserving his life with her
magic.

There are also similar stories about mermen.

Minstrel (KQ4) In her adventures in Tamir, Rosella met a wandering
minstrel by the name of Frankie of Avalon. He played the lute and sang,
both with little skill. Rosella gave a book of Shakespeare’s plays to the man
and in return was given his lute. When last seen, Frankie was emoting loudly
to the world and declaring that he had found his true profession—that of
actor. I'm not sure how long he kept that vow; in one of the Bruce Banner
transcripts that Derek Karlavaegen has sent, there is an advertisement for "a
musically comedic adaptation of the Bard’s masterpiece, Hamlet—a world
premier by the one and only Frankie of Avalon!"

Monastery. (KQ2) The Monastery of the Blessed Wilbury is a resting
place and haven for weary travelers in western Kolyma. Its great bell is
chimed a half hour before sundown each night to warn all that hear it of the
time—after sundown, the Prince of Vampires hunts for food. There King
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Graham stopped to pray for a bit while he was searching for Valanice, and
was given a silver cross by one of the monks, Brother Fragola. With this cross
worn about his neck, Graham was able to enter Dracula’s castle safely.
Graham and Valanice were married in the chapel of the monastery by
Brother Fragola. He is now the royal chaplain to the court of Daventry.

Monkey soldiers (KQ4) Lolotte’s soldiers and bodyguards, these
winged monkeys served the wicked witch only because of a spell of blind
obedience she had cast over them. They were freed of the enchantment after
Rosella shot Lolotte with Cupid’s arrow. There is a great resemblance
between Lolotte’s former goons and the monkey soldiers Dorothy encoun-
tered in Oz. Those creatures, however, were only bound to serve the witch
there three times, a much different situation than their counterparts in
Daventry. Although they had their freedom to leave after Rosella’s victory,
Derek mentions that many stayed on to serve Edgar, whom they thought
wasn’t such a bad soul at all.

Mummy (KQ4) The lasttask Lolotte set upon Rosella was that of finding
Pandora’s Box. Rosella located it in a crypt built into the side of the
Impossible Mountains. The magic box was inside the place, guarded by an
undead Egyptian mummy. The princess was carrying a black scarab charm
at the time and was thus protected from the creature.

Almost all cultures, at one time or another have attempted to preserve their
dead. Technically, a mummy is simply the preserved remains of a corpse,
regardless of whether the preservation was assured by artificial means or
natural ones. The mummy Rosella encountered is similar to the ones many
people are familiar with in films—shuffling around slowly, constrained by
its wrappings. The most popular story is of an Egyptian priest who was in
love with the pharaoh’s daughter. He was wrapped like a mummy and buried
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alive for his insolence. He returned to life thousands of years later when his
tomb was finally opened, and he searched for Tana leaves in order to bring
his beloved back to life alongside him. Kharis—that was the poor priest’s
name—was not evil at all, but all thought of him as a monster, and he ended
up acting accordingly. Such is forever the misfortune of the undead.

Mushroom (KQ1) When the condor dropped Graham by the hole lead-
ing to the land of the leprechauns, he found a mushroom growing nearby. As
it turned out, Graham needed to eat the fungus in order to return to the world
above ground. This solution to his predicament is much like the one Alice
used in her famous adventures. At one point in Wonderland she met a
hookah-smoking caterpillar sitting on a mushroom. Between puffs, the
creature told Alice the mushroom was what she needed to change her
size—one side to make her taller, the other side to make her shorter. Since
the girl had already been stretched and shrunk by a variety of cakes and
potions, she had no trouble at all believing what the caterpillar said.

In another adventure underground, the caterpillar showed Alice a mush-
room and said that if she ate the top of the mushroom, it would make her
taller, and the stalk would make her shrink.

Neptune (KQ2) Lord of the sea. Graham received the first key to the
magic doors from him after he returned Neptune’s trident to him in his throne
room under the sea. In our world, Neptune is the Roman name for Poseidon,
the Greek god of sea and water. One of the three sons of Cronus, he and his
brothers, Zeus and Pluto, killed their father and divided the world between
them—Poseidon getting the fluid part. He lived in a golden palace beneath
the waves, where he caused both storms and favoring winds. Sailors, natu-
rally, worshipped him, and he was thought of as the god of navigation. His
trident was used to lash the sea to fury, cause springs to gush from the ground,



325
An Encyclopedia of Daventry

and cause earthquakes. For this last reason, one of his descriptive names was
enosichthon, which translates to something like "a real earth shaker!"

Nightingale (KQ2) When King Graham entered Hagatha’s cave, he
found a nightingale in an ornate cage. While the nightingale is a somewhat
plain bird in appearance, its song is thought by many to be beyond compare.
Graham rescued the creature from the witch after first covering the cage with
a cloth to muffle any sound it might make as they were leaving. When the
king eventually arrived at Milvia’s Olde Antique Shoppe, he discovered that
the bird had been stolen from the woman by the witch. For returning the bird
to her, Milvia gave Graham the brass lamp he needed to obtain the second
key to the magic doors.

There is a story of an emperor who so admired the song of the nightingale
that he had one captured and caged for his enjoyment. So much did he like
the song, and so much did he dislike the bird’s plain appearance, that the
ruler had a jeweled, mechanical nightingale constructed—one with a song
as lovely as the real thing. In time, the emperor grew ill and was told that
only the song of a nightingale might save him. Alas! The song of the jeweled
bird didn’t, so he sent for the plain bird he had rejected. The nightingale
agreed to sing for the emperor in return for a promise never to be caged again.
The emperor agreed, and the bird’s marvelous song, the most beautiful in the
world, saved his life, and the bird was set forever free.

Ogre (KQI1,KQ4) Ogres arelarge, human-eating creatures of humanlike
appearance. Often mistaken for giants, ogres range in size from 9 to 12 feet
tall, with strength to match. They have prominent tusks growing out of their
jaws and large talons on their feet—both quite suitable for tearing their prey
open. Some ogres are reported to also have small horns growing out of their
hard, thick skulls; their skins are various dirty, dark yellowy shades and
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covered with warts. Their tempers range from bad to worse. Ogres live in
dark places, mostly underground, but often deep in some dark hollow or
forest. They tend to live in pairs, male with female, and both are equally
fearsome.

Graham stumbled across one in his exploration of Daventry; he was
invisible at the time, so the ogre didn’t see him. It probably smelled Graham,
as that sense is well developed in their kind. Rosella had to enter the house
of an ogre couple in order to steal the hen that laid golden eggs. She waited
in a closet until the male finished counting his treasure and fell asleep, then
dashed out and took the bird. The ogre woke before she could get out of the
house, and she was barely able to outrun it to safety (ogres have long legs;
they’re not fast but can cover a lot of ground quickly). Rosella, like her father
before her, was lucky to get away.

See also Beanstalk.

Oracle (KQ3) An oracle is someone who divines the future by special
means in a special place. In a manner of speaking it is both the person and
the place, each inseparable from the other. To confuse things further, the
prophecy itself is also known as an oracle. The most famous oracle was in
Delphi in ancient Greece, and people came from all over the Mediterranean
world to seek its advice. It even became common practice for cities to seek
counsel with the oracle there before undertaking an action of any magnitude.
An elected ruler often sought advice before taking office. By tradition, the
oracles were women, either virgins or married women over the age of fifty.

There were many methods by which oracles read the future—the entrails
of certain animals, the rustling of tree limbs, smoke, water—the list is long.
No matter how it was done, the pronouncements of the oracles were, at best,
obscure, confusing, and open to various interpretations. Getting a prophecy
was the easy part; knowing just what it meant was another matter altogether.
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Alexander-Gwydion was lucky—the oracle he encountered spoke to him
plain and clear, more like a gypsy fortune-teller than a seer.

Organ (KQ4) Atthe top of the secret tower in the haunted house—some-
times known as Whateley Manor—there is a fine pipe organ. Rosella
discovered this when she first visited the house, but found nothing unusual
about it other than the fact that it was hidden. However, when she played the
sheet music she found in the trunk in the house’s attic, a secret compartment
opened to reveal a key to the crypt in the mountain. The secret drawer would
only open if that certain tune were played on the organ. While there is no
apparent relationship at all, one cannot help imagining a masked phantom
playing eerie melodies in a chamber hidden in the sewers of Paris.

Pan (KQ4) After receiving the lute from the minstrel, Rosella encoun-
tered the demi-god Pan, who was dancing and playing a flute. Rosella joined
the half-man half-beast by playing a tune on her lute. After she gave the lute
to Pan, he gave the girl his flute and fled. Rosella used the flute to charm the
snake guarding the magic fruit.

Pan is sometimes confused with a satyr, who is a Panlike creature with the
head and torso of a human and the legs, horns, and ears of a goat. Pan was
more beast than man and was thought by some to be the god of fertility and
the protector of herds and flocks. He played the pipes and could make beasts
stampede; it is from this that we get our word "panic.” The satyrs, on the
other hand, were playful rogues, lovers of wine, women, song, and dance.
Their instrument was the flute, and they delighted in playing it while dancing
with nymphs in the forest.

Pandora’s Box (KQ4) The object of Rosella’s final quest from Lolotte,
she found it hidden in the crypt in the mountain, guarded by a walking
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mummy. After defeating the wicked witch, Rosella returned the box and
relocked the crypt.

Pandora was supposed to be the first woman, bestowed with all the
choicest gifts of the gods. She was created by Zeus as part of his revenge
against Prometheus, who stole fire from heaven and gave it to us mortals.
Pandora’s Box was actually a jar given to her by Zeus; it contained all of the
evil and misery the god could conceive.

Pandora was given to the brother of Prometheus who fell in love with her
and made her his wife. To satisfy her husband’s curiosity, Pandora opened
the jar, just as Zeus had planned. Out flew all the evil, pain, and misery that
had been bottled up inside. Perhaps some evil was still caught within after
the distraught Pandora hastily closed the jar; that would explain why Lolotte
wanted it so badly.

Pegasus (KQ2) The great, white, winged horse that was born from
Medusa when her head was cut off by Perseus. Pegasus could only be
captured and tamed by use of a golden bridle. Athena gave this bridle to
Bellerophon to help himin his task of killing the Chimaera—a fire-breathing
beast with the head of a lion, the body of a goat, and the tail of a great serpent.
Later, Bellerophon tried to ride Pegasus up Mount Olympus, but the winged
horse threw him off down the mountain and escaped. Bellerophon did not
live happily ever after. He was doomed to spend the rest of his life wandering
the world as an outcast, lame and shunned by all.

Graham encountered Pegasus after he accidently threw the djinn’s bridle
on the great snake in the cliffs above Kolyma.

See also Bridles.

Pirates (KQ3) The pirates of the western sea are the ones who took
Alexander-Gwydion’s gold for passage to Daventry and then imprisoned him
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in the hold of their ship. What they planned to finally do to him is unknown,
as the prince escaped by casting a sleep spell on them as they approached
landfall. Alexander was able to recover their buried treasure, and he took it
home with him to Daventry.

As far as Derek Karlavaegen knows, all of the pirates but one are now
dead, the victims of a great storm spell cast upon them by Prince Alexander
some weeks after his return home. The lone survivor washed up on the coast
of Llewdor babbling of shipmates being consumed by sharks and others
swallowed by a great squid after being crushed in its tentacles. The unfortu-
nate man also kept whimpering a word that sounded something like
"Cthulhu," but his mind had been shattered by the experience and he only
continued to chatter incoherently.

Riding Hood (KQ2) Graham met the little girl as he walked through the
woods of Kolyma. She told Graham that a wolf had stolen her basket of
goodies and begged him to help her find it. The goodies were hidden in the
mailbox outside Grandma’s house, and when he gave them to the girl, she
handed him her bouquet of wildflowers. Graham gave the flowers to the
mermaid he met.

In the story about Little Red, the girl was warned by her parents that she
must never stray from the path through the woods for any reason. As she
took a basket of goodies (cake and wine) through the woods to Grandma’s
house, Red met a wolf, although she didn’t know what one was. The wolf
asked where she was going, and Red told him. They strolled together for a
time until furry-face decided it was time to dine. He suggested that Red leave
the path and pick some wildflowers for her grandmother. Disobeying her
parents, Red left the path to do some picking. While she was doing this, the
wolf ran ahead to the house, pretended to be the girl, and when he got inside,
gobbled Granny whole. A little later Little Red arrived and noticed what big
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eyes, ears, hands, and teeth "Grandma" had. Of course it was the wolf in
disguise, and he gobbled up the girl whole also.

After such a meal, the big, bad wolf fell asleep and began to snore loudly.
The sound was heard by a hunter, who rushed inside the house thinking
Grandma was ill. The hunter recognized the wolf for what he was and shot
the creature dead through the head. He then heard noises frominside the wolf,
and cutting it open, found Grandma and Red alive. The girl still had her
flowers clutched in her hand.

Why the wolf in Kolyma hid the basket of goodies in the mailbox we may
never know. But we do know why Riding Hood was carrying flowers when
she met Graham.

Ring of invisibility (KQ1) As Graham walked through Daventry on his
quest for the crown, he came across an elf with whom he stopped to chat.
This so surprised the small elf that he gave Graham a gold ring embedded
with a tiger’s eye stone. The ring was magic and, if rubbed, had the ability
to turn the wearer invisible for a while. Graham used the ring accidently, but
the accident saved his life.

The ring is quite similar to the enchanted ring given Rosimond by a fairy.
This ring was gold with a diamond in its center; if the diamond were turned,
it would render the ring’s wearer invisible. The ring also had the power to
give its wearer the shape of the king’s son. At first the ring seemed a great
gift, but grief and sorrow followed it everywhere. In the end, Rosimond
returned the ring to the fairy, saying that it is dangerous to have more power
than the rest of the world.

Roman pool (KQ4) A structure in northern Tamir where Rosella discov-
ered Cupid bathing. As she approached him, he flew away startled, leaving
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his magic bow and arrows of love behind. Rosella used the bow and arrows
to capture the unicorn, and also to defeat Lolotte.
See also Cupid.

Rose (KQ4) After Rosellacompleted the last task Lolotte had demanded,
she was imprisoned in Edgar’s tower bedroom to wait for dawn—at which
time she was to marry the witch’s ugly son against her will. Worse, if she
did not escape before then and recover Genesta’s Talisman, then the Queen
of the Fairies would die, and so too her father. Rosella was imprisoned but
a few minutes when she heard a sound by the door and saw a red rose slipped
under to her. When she examined it, she discovered a small gold key that
allowed her to escape the room. The key also unlocked the door to Lolotte’s
chamber, and that is how Rosella was able to conquer the wicked witch.
Because of his act on behalf of Rosella, Genesta transformed Edgar into a
handsome prince, but Rosella still declined his offer of marriage.

The name Rosella, by the way, means "little rose."

See also Rosella.

Rosella (KQ2, KQ3) Daughter of King Graham and Queen Valanice of
Daventry and twin sister of Prince Alexander. In the space of two days, just
before her eighteenth birthday, Rosella was tied to a stake and left as sacrifice
to a dragon, was rescued by the brother she had never met and had thought
dead, watched her father collapse into a near-death coma, was taken to Tamir
to find the magic fruit that would save him, kidnapped by a witch, swallowed
by a whale, chased by an ogre, escaped a troll, and a few other things.
There is a curious story about a princess by the name of Rosanella, the
daughter of a queen named Balanice. Balanice was extremely bright and
charming, and this intelligence was passed on to her daughter, who was given
the name Rosanella because of the tiny, perfect, pink rose birthmark on her
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neck. Rosanella, however, was kidnapped from her bed one night, and no
matter how much the king and queen searched, she could not be found.

One day, twelve peasant-girls approached Balanice, each with a wicker
basket, each basket containing a little girl of about the same age as Rosanella.
Each of the little girls had a pink rose in the same place as the lost princess.
Balanice and her husband raised the girls as their own, and they all grew up
to be beautiful, but each had a totally different disposition—gay, sweet,
grave, joyful, loving, etc. They became known to all as the Rose Maidens.
One day, when they were all together at a garden party, enormous bees
buzzed out of the skies and flew off with the all of the Rose Maidens.

Several days later, a crystal chariot drawn by fairies flew out of the sky
and came to rest outside of the palace. In the chariot, accompanied by another
fairy, was the most beautiful princess anyone had ever seen. The fairy
introduced the girl to the joyous king and queen as their long-lost daughter
Rosanella, whom she had stolen years before. The fairy had divided the girl’s
character into 12 parts so that each would develop to perfection—these were
the Rose Maidens, all single aspects of Rosanella.

Royal University (KQ1) After he had put his kingdom in order and
before the great troubles connected with losing the magic treasures of the
realm, King Edward the Benevolent founded the Royal University of
Daventry. One of Edward’s beliefs was that a kingdom is only as strong as
its weakest minds, and he intended that Daventry would train the keenest,
sharpest minds in the world. Graham was one of the university’s prize pupils,
and it might be said that it was only the sharpness of his mind that saved the
kingdom from ruin. This more than anything else bore out the wisdom of
Edward’s philosophy.

Prince Alexander teaches magic now at the university, and his mother
Queen Valanice is considered its best historian.



333
An Encyclopedia of Daventry

Rumplestiltskin (KQ1) The true name of the gnome who posed the
riddle to Graham, although why he insisted on it being spelled IFNK-
OVHGROGHPRM is anybody’s guess. Gnomes are not normally known to
be pranksters, and his subsequent behavior suggests that there were motives
behind the incident that we may never know.

We know Mr. R. from the story about a miller who had a beautiful
daughter—a daughter so beautiful that he pridefully thought she should be
the bride of the king. One day the miller was delivering flour to the castle
and, noticing the king nearby, began to boast about his daughter. The king
listened politely, but everyone tells kings that their daughters are the fairest
in the universe. "Ah," said the miller, "but my daughter can spin straw into
gold!" Now this got the monarch’s attention, and he commanded that the girl
be brought to him.

The next day the king put the poor girl in a large room full of straw and
commanded her to turn it to gold. The miller’s daughter didn’t know what
he was talking about, for her father had not told her of his lie. Angry, the
king told her that she had till dawn to change the straw or she would be killed.
Try as she could, the task was impossible. The girl could not do what her
father had promised, and began to weep loudly.

As she cried, a little man appeared and told her he could do the chore—if
she would give him a gift. He took her necklace, turned all of the straw into
gold, and then disappeared. The king was astonished, but demanded more
proof of her skill. He took her to a larger room and filled it with straw,
promising the same punishment if she failed. Again the little man came; this
time he accepted her ring for the service and again left.

When the king saw all the gold the next day, his heart did not soften
towards her; instead, he filled his largest hall with straw and demanded one
last magical transformation. If she succeeded, she would become his queen.
This time, she had nothing to give the little man, so he demanded she give
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him her firstborn child in return for saving her life. She agreed, but planned
never to have a child.

The queen did have a child, and one night the little man came to claim it
as his own. In tears the queen offered the man anything if he would not take
her child. He replied that he would not, but only if she could guess his name
within three days.

For two days she guessed, but she was always wrong. In desperation, she
sent her servants throughout the land to discover the little man’s true identity.
One was successful; he said he had discovered the man dancing and laughing
by a fire. He called himself Rumplestiltskin.

When he came back that night to claim the child, the queen pretended still
not to know the proper name. Reaching for the baby, the little man gave her
one final guess. He was so mad when she told him "Rumplestiltskin" that he
stomped his foot hard enough to send him right through the floor, and he was
never seen again.

Atleast when Graham got the answer right, the gnome was a more gracious
loser.

Sapphire Jewels (KQ2) As King Graham adventured through the land
of Kolyma in quest of Valanice, he discovered a number of pieces of fabulous
jewelry—a diamond and sapphire bracelet, brooch, necklace, earrings, and
tiara. He called them the Sapphire Jewels and presented them as a gift of love
to his bride on the day of their wedding. Queen Valanice treasures the jewels
as her dearest possessions, and as a symbol of her love for Graham and
Daventry. No one in Daventry seems to know how they came to be scattered
about Kolyma, but since one of the pieces—the tiara—was found in
Dracula’s castle, some speculate that they were dropped by one of the
vampire’s victims as the poor woman was flown to join the count’s Legion
of the Undead. Valanice smiles and dismisses this theory. She says that she
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has dreamed they are actually the jewels of Scheherazade, given to her by
her caliph as a gift of love at the end of her thousand and one nights of
storytelling. Valanice might be right.

Scarab (KQ4) The scarab is a type of beetle that was venerated by the
ancient Egyptians and was associated with the sun. It is noted for pushing
balls of dung before it on the ground, and it was said that likewise was the
sun pushed across the sky by a giant scarab beetle. Pieces of stone were
carved into the likeness of the beetle and used as charms. Since the scarab
represented the sun, the charms were thought to ward off the undead. The
obsidian scarab that Rosella was given by the three sister witches, therefore,
was able to protect her from the mummy and zombies she encountered during
her night of grave-robbing in Tamir.

Seven dwarfs (KQ4) Miners in the land of Tamir whom Rosella helped
by cleaning their house. In return they gave her a bag of diamonds, which
they insisted she keep. When she tried to give the diamonds back to them in
their mine, they gave her a lantern to add to her loot. Rosella used the lantern
to light her way through the troll’s cave behind the waterfall, and she gave
the diamonds to the fisherman and his wife.

In the story of Little Snow White, the girl was the child of a queen who
had wished for a daughter with skin as white as snow, lips as red as blood,
and hair as black as ebony. The queen died shortly after Snow White was
born, and the king remarried. His new wife, Snow’s stepmother, was a wicked
woman who played around with the blacker forms of magic. She had a magic
mirror; its power was to tell who was the fairest woman in the land. For years,
the new queen asked the same question:

Looking glass, mirror, on the wall,
Who’s the fairest one of all?
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Always the answer was the queen; always, thatis, until Snow White started
becoming a woman. From then on the answer was always her stepdaughter,
Snow White. This enraged the queen more and more until, one day, she called
in the king’s huntsman and commanded him to take the girl into the forest
and kill her. Then he was to bring back her lungs and liver as proof of the
deed. Snow White was able to talk the reluctant man out of the foul deed;
she promised she would hide deep in the forest forever if he would spare her.
He did, she ran, and the huntsman brought the heart and lungs of a boar to
the queen, saying they were Snow White’s. The woman accepted the man’s
story and ate the innards, thinking she was done with Snow White forever.

Snow, however, went deeper and deeper into the woods until she could go
no farther. She found a small house, and when there was no answer at the
door, entered to find a messy home with only cold food in the kitchen. There
were seven chairs, seven bowls, seven mugs, seven pipes, and seven beds in
the house. Snow White tested them all and then fell asleep. When she awoke,
she was surrounded by the seven dwarfs. They took pity on her when she
told them her story and said that she could live with them and they would
protect her, if she would clean house and cook for them. Thus they lived
happily until the evil queen asked the mirror yet again who was the fairest
in the land. The mirror told her it was Snow White in the dwarfs’ house. The
evil stepmother was not at all pleased.

Three times did the queen try to kill Snow White. She would dress as an
old woman and go to the house in the woods and give the sweet girl something
fatal. The first time it was ribbons to choke her, the second, a poisoned comb.
Both times though the dwarfs returned in time to save the girl. On the third
occasion Snow White was given a poisoned apple, which she bit into and
died. The grieving dwarfs placed her body in a glass coffin and put the coffin
in the prettiest part of the woods. The coffin was found by a young prince,
who was smitten by the dead girl’s beauty. He told his servants to carry the
coffin back to his palace, but as they picked it up, one of them stumbled and
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jarred the coffin. The shock dislodged the piece of poisoned apple from Snow
White’s throat, and she came back to life. Then they journeyed to his palace
and were married.

There are two versions of what happened to the wicked stepmother. Some
time after giving the girl the poisoned apple, she asks the mirror her
customary question and is informed Snow White is still alive. In a rage, she
throws the mirror against a wall, and one of its shards flies through the air
and pierces her heart. That is one way she dies. In the other version, she is
invited to attend a wedding. When she gets there the queen is shocked to
discover the bride is Snow White. The wicked stepmother is captured, has
her feet placed in white-hot iron slippers, and dances herself to death in them.

By the way, the dwarfs are never named in the story. Names have been
given to them in the Walt Disney animated version, however, and they are
Happy, Sleepy, Sneezy, Grumpy, Dopey, Doc, and Bashful.

Shakespeare (KQ4) English poet and playwright: 1564-1616. He is
sometimes called the Bard of Avon, or simply the Bard. Rosella found a copy
of his plays in the haunted house and gave the book to the minstrel, hoping
he would stop playing and singing. Daventry is mentioned in one of his
plays—Henry IV, Part I[II—by its ancient name "Daintry"; however, the
Daventry he refers to is in our world.

Shield of Achille (KQI1) One ofthe three great treasures of Daventry, the
shield is titanium set with emeralds, and it’s believed that whoever carries
the shield into battle will always be victorious. King Edward lost the shield
when he gave it to a dwarf in return for a root to cure Queen Maylie’s final
illness. It was all a sham, and the lovely queen died, plunging Edward into
his final despair. Graham was able to recover the shield from where it was
hidden in the throne room of the King of the Leprechauns.
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The shield was named after Achilles, a Greek hero of the Trojan War. He
was said to be invulnerable because he had been dipped into the waters of
the river Styx as a baby. The only way to wound Achilles was by striking his
heel—the only part of his body that did not go in the water. It was an arrow
wound to the heel that finally led to his death. Some believed that his shield
would bestow Achilles’ invulnerability on its bearer, but it was supposed lost
after being placed upon the hero’s chest as his body burned on its funeral

pyre.

Silver cross (KQ2) This small cross on a chain was given to Graham at
the monastery in Kolyma. By wearing it, he was protected against the undead,
especially Count Dracula. Derek Karlavaegen writes that the king still wears
the cross as a reminder of his love for Valanice, and in case he ever runs into
another vampire, or "similarly unpleasant creature."

Silver whistle (KQ4) While stranded on a desert island, Rosella discov-
ered she had a dead fish still in her pocket, which she threw at a pelican in
frustration. The bird dove and caught the fish, but dropped a silver whistle
from its beak as it did so. By tooting on the whistle, Rosella was able to
summon a dolphin, which rescued her and returned her to the mainland of
Tamir. Where the bird obtained the whistle is unknown. However, when the
wicked witch was sending her minions to attack Dorothy and her friends
traveling to the Emerald City, she summoned them by blowing on a silver
whistle. Silver whistles are not that uncommon, though, so it is doubtful that
this was the same whistle that Rosella found. On the other hand, you never
know.

Slingshot (KQ1) While in the Land of the Clouds, Graham discovered a
slingshot hidden inside a tree. He had the option of using it—along with the
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pebbles he collecfed on the bank of the River Fools—to kill the giant that
was protecting the Chest of Gold. He didn’t, but he could have.
See also Giants.

Snow leopard (KQ4) When Rosella visited Genesta in her bedchamber,
she saw a snow leopard sitting by the side of the bed, apparently guarding
the fairy queen. In her short interview in Daventry People, Rosella speculates
that the leopard might be more than just a bodyguard. It seems that fairies
must spend a day each week in the form of some animal. Rosella thinks
Genesta becomes a female snow leopard and the regal beast she saw in
Genesta’s Ivory Tower is her animal husband.

Sugar cube (KQ2) After King Graham threw the bridle on the snake in
the cliffs above Kolyma, it was transformed into the winged horse Pegasus.
Pegasus gave Graham a sugar cube to protect him from the poison brambles
that entirely cover the island on which Dracula’s castle stands. It is well
known that sugar cubes are a favorite treat for all horses, which is probably
why Pegasus bestowed his magic gift in this form.

Sword (KQ2) One of the gifts given Graham by the djinn in the brass
lamp. It had a snake carved on its handle, giving Graham the impression that
it had special powers against serpents. Graham was reaching for the sword
to kill the snake, but mistakenly grabbed the bridle and tossed it on the snake.
If he had killed the snake, he would never have received the sugar cube, and
he would have killed Pegasus. That would have been a tragedy.

Talisman (KQ4) The magic medallion stolen from Genesta by her arch-
enemy Lolotte. The Talisman is Genesta’s emblem as queen of the fairies. It
contains great powers and is able to focus those forces to do the magical
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bidding of its wearer. The relationship between the Talisman and the fairy
queen, though, is more intimate than just a person wearing a powerful
ornament. The Talisman is attuned to the fairy queen’s life energies; in a
sense, the Talisman and the queen become one. If the Talisman is lost or
stolen, it is as if part of the queen is lost. Death follows shortly, and only
restoration of the Talisman can prevent it. If the Talisman were destroyed, it
would bring destruction to the entire fairy race.

Telescope (KQ3) In the tower of Manannan’s house, there is a small
observatory containing a telescope. Alexander-Gwydion says that Manannan
could look through it and spy on anyone or any place he wished. Derek
Karlavaegen, who lives in that house now, confirms this report. In the
Arabian Nights story about the three brothers wanting to marry the same
princess, one of the princes came upon just such a telescope, and it was
through its power that they were able to discover their princess near death.
They then flew the magic carpet to her side and cured her with the magic
fruit.

Teleportation (KQ3) The ability to be instantly transported from one
place to another. Alexander-Gwydion was able to teleport around in his
adventures both by the power of the magic map and the specially prepared
amber stone. Teleportation is not a quiet activity; when a person’s body
instantly leaves its location, it creates amomentary vacuum. Air immediately
rushes to fill the spot, creating an implosion, the opposite of an explosion.
The sound is a loud "POOF!" and resembles a muffled explosion. When the
person instantly appears in the new location, the air is forced out in a loud
"WHOQOSH!" accompanied by a sudden gust of wind. This is the way it
should work—in theory anyway. It is possible that teleportation by a magical
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spell adds a secondary sound-reduction element, but short of visiting
Daventry, we have no way of testing the theory.

The Sorcery of Old (KQ3) The ancient book of magic that Alexander-

Gwydion discovered and used in Manannan’s secret laboratory. It is most

important that all instructions be followed perfectly, and to the exact letter.
See also Chapter 5, Prince Alexander’s treatise on Magic.

Three Bears (KQ4) Mama Bear, Papa Bear, and Baby Bear lived in a
tidy cottage in southern Llewdor. Alexander-Gwydion stole porridge from
their table in order to feed the cat cookie to Manannan. He also stole a silver
thimble from their bedroom to collect dew from the flowers in their garden.
Derek Karlavaegen, who lives not far from them now, says that the prince
gave him gold to give to the Bear family as payment for Alexander’s deeds.
Upon hearing the story of the prince’s trials and adventures, they forgave
him and gladly took the offered gold.

In the tale we know of the Three Bears, Goldilocks was a spoiled,
ill-mannered little girl who let herself into the house, and basically ransacked
around. She saw three bowls of porridge on the table and tried them all until
she found the one that was just right. She bounced around all three chairs
until she found the one that was just right, and then broke it. Finally, in a snit
for falling when the chair broke, she mussed up all the beds before she fell
asleep in Baby Bear’s. Imagine how you would feel if you came home and
found your home the way Goldilocks left it. After checking out the damage,
and calming Baby Bear down, the bears stomped upstairs and confronted the
intruder. The sound of their approach awakened Goldilocks, and as they
entered the bedroom, she tried to escape by jumping out out the window. She
broke her neck and died from the fall.



342
King’s Quest

Three sisters (three witches) (KQ4) Rosella discovered a cave in the
form of a skull, and inside met three witches, blind except for one glass eye
that they passed among them. They would have eaten Rosella except that she
was able to steal their lone eye from them. The witches gave Rosella a black
scarab charm and begged her to return the eye. She did, but she made sure
she had plenty of room and time to escape before the sisters picked it up. The
charm protected Rosella from the undead that she had to encounter later that
night.

The ancient Greeks knew of three women who they called the "Graeae,"
or sometimes "Phorcides." These weird sisters had only one eye and one tooth
to share among them, and Perseus stole both of them from the old women.
They are the sisters of the gorgons and were born as old women. Their names
are Enyo, Phephredo, and Dino, and they live in the far, far west, in a place
where the sun never shines.

Trees (KQ4) Trees are the proof of Graham’s father’s adage that "Noth-
ing is as it appears!" In Daventry, trees double as homes, hideouts, treasure
repositories, places to hide weapons, and monsters. Rosella met the latter
after her escape from the ogre in Tamir. While she was in the ogre’s house,
she took a sharp ax and was carrying it as she fled into the scary forest. The
trees there are endowed with a rudimentary kind of life, and they like to snatch
up anyone who comes within the grasp of their limbs. Death comes
crushingly to the trees’ victims.

Rosella was able to escape their clutches by swinging the ax at them. She
gained their dim respect, and they left her alone afterwards. Derek
Karlavaegen writes that that is the way with those trees; if you stand up to
them, they get scared and back down. Indeed, one might say that their bark
is worse than their bite, but I won’t.

The trees in the scary forest are not at all like the trees in the Land of Oz.
There, in Gilliken country, is a grove of willows that bother people by
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laughing at them as they pass by. They are cousins, of course, to the weeping
willows. There are also stories of trees that throw their apples at you if you
try to pick them, but I suspect you’ve seen the movie.

Trolls (KQ1,KQ2) Trolls are cousins to ogres, slightly shorter and more
slender, but uglier, dirtier, nastier, and more primitive. They never live in
houses, for instance; they seek out the darkest parts of caves or the darkest
parts of a forest. Trolls are greenish in color, have large talons on hands and
feet, and large pointed teeth. People are their favorite food.

Rosella had to journey through a troll’s cave on her way to the island of
the magic fruit in Tamir. A large pile of bones decorated the inside of the
cave, but it was only much later that the girl realized that it was a human bone
that she took from there. No wonder the ogre’s dog liked it so much!

The troll Graham encountered guarding the bridges in Daventry was a
forest troll. The brightest of these creatures are sometimes known to live
beneath bridges, hopping up to demand treasure from all who try to cross
over their self-appointed domain. In these creatures, the appetite for treasure
overpowers their appetite for human flesh; the places where they keep guard
are known as troll bridges.

Unicorns (KQ4) These are thought by many to be the rarest and most
magical of beasts. The unicorn has the head and body of a horse, but with a
long, sharp, twisted horn in the middle of its forehead. They are very shy
beasts, intelligent, and inhabiting open woodlands. It is said that only a pure,
virgin maiden may touch or ride the fabulous beast, and that none can ever
tame it. For these reasons it is a symbol of freedom and purity. The unicorn’s
horn is held to have magic properties, and people have hunted them for
millennia to obtain the horns. This is perhaps the main reason they are so rare
today.
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Rosella was given the task by Lolotte of bringing a unicorn to her—some-
thing she obviously could not do for herself. Rosella did this by shooting the
magic beast with one of Cupid’s arrows of love, and then placing a golden
bridle (which she had found on the desert island) about its neck. After she
had defeated the wicked witch, Rosella freed the unicorn from Lolotte’s
stable.

Valanice (KQ2, KQ3,KQ4) Queen of Daventry, wife of King Graham,
and mother of Alexander and Rosella. Graham rescued Valanice from the
Crystal Tower, where she had been held prisoner by Hagatha after her
kidnapping. Valanice is a scholar and a teacher in Daventry, and is the author
of the court chronicle detailing Rosella’s adventures in Tamir. The kidnap-
ping of her son Alexander from his cradle was a massive blow to her, not
' just because of the loss, but because it reopened memories of her own
kidnapping. Valanice attempted to submerge her grief through hard work—
first by studying the histories of the world, and then by opening a school to
teach the brightest children of the kingdom. When the three-headed dragon
demanded the sacrifice of a young maiden, she fiercely fought against the
decision to comply, and when it became time to offer her daughter to the
beast, she refused, standing guard by Rosella’s room with a drawn sword.
See also Rosella and Chapter 8.

Well (KQI, KQ3) Not far from Castle Daventry stands an old, covered
well. Derek says it is in use again, restored by King Graham after having
been nearly destroyed by the dragon. It is said that the sweetest water in the
land can be drawn from the well, and that folks have been doing so since the
first time any being withdrew from the Other World—our world. Graham
climbed down the rope into it and then swam into a cave concealed under
the water. There he recovered the mirror of Merlin that was guarded by a
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fire-breathing dragon, although it was not the same one that later ravaged the
land.

Whale (KQ4) Rosella was swallowed whole by a whale—the species of
which was not noticed in the panic of the moment—while she was swimming
back to Tamir from Genesta’s isle. She escaped by tickling the inside of its
throat with a peacock feather she had found on the beach at Genesta’s. In her
interview in Daventry People, which evidently took place some time after
she recovered from her harrowing adventures, Rosella recalled unimaginable
stench and stomach fluids that burned the bare parts of her legs—much like
a sunburn, but without the fresh air and cool breeze. She said that she was
able to see because of a fluorescence that clung to much of the debris that
was dissolving in the stomach acid, perhaps as a by-product of digestion.

Woodcutter and his wife (KQ1) Graham met these people during his
first quest; they were hungry and had nothing to eat. Graham gave them the
bowl that filled with food magically, and they insisted he take their fiddle as
a gift. Graham played a merry tune on the instrument for the leprechauns and
their king, and was able to recover the Shield of Achille.

The couple that Graham met strongly resemble the people who abandoned
Hansel and Gretel in the forest. They, too, were a woodcutter and wife who
didn’thave enough to eat. Nah, they couldn’t be the same people, could they?

Zombies (KQ4) In the legion of the undead, zombies are the opposite of
ghosts. Ghosts have distinct personalities, but no bodies; zombies have
bodies, decaying though they may be, and no personalities at all. Zombies
are animated corpses—walking appetites for human flesh, especially brains.
The only way to stop a zombie is to destroy its own brain, or whatever is left
of it. The rule is "Kill the brain, kill the ghoul," and it’s a good one to keep
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in mind—so to speak. If you ignore this rule, you could hack a zombie to
pieces, but the pieces would still move on their own. Rosella had to dig up
five graves that night in the cemetery; all the time she was doing this she was
surrounded by the walking, eating dead. If she had not been protected by the
black scarab charm...well, it’s just too ghastly to think about!



The Final Score
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erhaps the greatest mystery in the King’s Quest game universe

revolves around the word "SCORE" or, in some versions, "STA-
TUS." Nowhere in any of the games’ booklets and instructions are the words
even mentioned. Yet when the game is being played, that magic word takes
its comfortable place on the screen and stays there, moving upward every
once in a while. It is understood, since it does exist, that we get rewards in
the form of points for doing certain things successfully. It is even somewhat
obvious just what might score points: rescuing Valanice, rescuing Rosella,
finding the magic fruit, guessing the gnome’s name, completing subquests,
and finding treasure or other items. What is not so obvious, however, is why
a score is tallied. If the object of the game is to complete a specific quest,
why score the game at all? We’re dealing with a simple win/no-win situation
here, aren’t we?

Likewise, if the game is being scored, is there a perfect score? If there is,
what is it? Can I complete the quest and the game with less than a perfect
score? And finally, will somebody please give me a list of what I can get
points for in the games?

We’re asking a lot, aren’t we?

Yes!

In no particular order, yes, there is such a thing as a perfect score, and it’s
different in each game. Yes, you can complete a game successfully without
earning all of the available points. And yes, I will list all the ways you can
score in the King’s Quest games.

The ability to score points gives many computer game players a feeling of
accomplishment, a second measure of achievement. It’s a way to mark one’s
progress and can create a personal standard, a personal best, against which
to strive the next time you play. Also, perfection is a goal in itself; almost
everybody wants to be perfect. Winning a competition is not always enough
if you only scored a 9.9 out of a perfect score of 10.0.
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The people of Daventry, whose real-life adventures constitute the basis for
the King’s Quest games, overcame their particular challenges in their own
individual ways. In the game universe, on the other hand, there is often more
than one way to successfully solve a problem. Occasionally you will score
more points by not doing things the same way the characters did. That’s OK,
it’s only a game, not real life.

If you’re into King’s Quest for the adventures and puzzles, the following
list of scores will give you some ideas as to alternate solutions and nudge
you a little to notice things you may have missed. If you’re into maximizing
your score, feast your eyes, it’s all here.

One last reminder: all is revealed here; no game mysteries remain uncov-
ered and every problem is solved. This may be too much for many mortal
minds to bear. Like strong drink, use it in moderation. If you’re the impatient
type, beware! Too much knowledge is dangerous; it can take all the fun out
of life.
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KING’S QUEST:
QUEST FOR THE CROWN

Note: It is impossible to get all of the points listed below. For example, if
you guess the gnome’s name, you will not get the gold key, or be able to
unlock the door in the mountain from the outside. Also, if an item is marked
with an asterisk (*), it means the point total is different than that given by
Sierra-On-Line.

What to Do Points

Enter Castle Daventry (first time) 1

Bow to King Edward (first time) 3
Fairy godmother’s spell 0

Get carrot from garden 2

Get ring from elf 3
Using ring to escape wolf/witch/sorcerer Lose 2
Get bowl on ground

Read the bowl

Get pebbles (at River Fools)

Get walnut from ground under tree
Open walnut (find gold inside)
Climb big oak tree (west of garden)
Get golden egg (in oak tree)

Move rock (west of castle)

Get dagger from hole under rock
Look into rotting stump

Get pouch from stump

Look inside pouch (diamonds)

W W= AN WWE=—= W
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What to Do Points
At witch’s cottage:

Get note 2

Read note 1

Push witch into fireplace 7

Open cupboard (cabinet) 2

Take cheese 2

Eat house 2
At woodcutter’s cottage:

Give bowl (fill first) 3

Get fiddle (play fiddle) 3
At well:

Cut rope with knife (to get bucket)
Climb down rope
Fill bucket
Dive (without filling bucket)
Dive (after filling bucket)
Enter dragon’s cave (underwater)
Throw water on dragon
Get magic mirror
Throw dagger at dragon (kill) Lose 2
Leave by swimming (after killing)** 4
Leave by swimming
(without killing)
Pick clover
Get picked up by condor
Pick mushroom
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What to Do Points
Down hole:
Give cheese to rat 2
Give treasure to rat Lose value of treasure
Play fiddle to guards 3
Get magic shield 8
Get Leprechaun King’s scepter 6
Eat mushroom 2
Leave through tiny hole 1
Troll:
Show carrot to goat (goat follows) 5
Goat butts troll 4
Give treasure to troll Lose value of treasure
Gnome:
Get gold key (don’t guess name) 3
Unlock door in mountain 2
Guess gnome’s name 5
Get magic beans 4
Plant beans 2
Land of the Clouds:
Get sling 2
Kill giant (with sling and pebbles) 2
Wait for giant to sleep 3
Get magic chest 8
Return to Castle Daventry 1
Bow to King Edward (upon return) 3

Highest possible score 158
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KING’S QUEST 2:
ROMANCING THE THRONE

Note: It is impossible to get all of the points listed below. For example, if
you kill the snake, you won’t be able to get the sugar cube or throw a bridle
over the snake, for that matter.

What to Do Points

At Grandma’s house:
Open mailbox
Get basket of goodies
Give basket to Riding Hood
Give chicken soup to Grandma
Find black cloak and ruby ring
Wear black cloak and ring
Fairy’s spell
At monastery:
Pray
Get silver cross
Wear silver cross
Look in hole in rock (south of monastery)
Get brooch
Cross bridge (maximum 7 trips)
In the woods:
Get stake
Get mallet
Get necklace
Take chicken soup
Get earrings
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What to Do

Lose treasure to dwarf
Retrieve treasure
On the beach:
Get trident
Get bracelet
Give flowers to mermaid
Give treasure to mermaid
Ride sea horse
Under the waves:
Get bottle
Get key to door #1
Unlock door #1
Get cloth from bottle
Cover birdcage with cloth
Take birdcage (with bird)
Give birdcage to woman
Trade 2 treasures for lamp
Rub lamp (carpet)
Rub lamp second time (sword)
Rub lamp third time (bridle)
Top of cliffs:
Fly carpet
Kill snake
Thrown bridle on snake
Get sugar cube
Get key to door #2
Unlock door #2
At Dracula’s Castle:

354

Points

Lose value of treasure
Regain value of treasure

3
7
2

Lose value of treasure
2
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What to Do

Give treasure to boatman
Eat sugar cube
Take candle
Light candle
Take ham
Kill Dracula (in coffin)
Get silver key
Unlock chest in tower
Get tiara
Get key to door #3
Unlock door #3
Get net
Catch golden fish
Throw fish back
Ride fish
Enchanted Isle:
Get amulet
Kill lion
Feed lion
Enter room at top of quartz tower
Say "HOME"

Highest possible score

Points

Lose value of treasure
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KING’S QUEST 3:
TO HEIR IS HUMAN

What to Do Points

In Manannan’s house:
Get mutton
Get fruit
Get bread
Get bowl
Get spoon
Get cup
Get knife
Get small mirror
Get fly wings
Get cat hair
Get rose petal essence
Find brass key
Find magic map
Find magic wand
Find hidden lever
Hide stuff under bed (one time)
Get chicken feather
In secret laboratory:
Get saffron
Get mandrake root
Get nightshade juice
Get fish bone powder
Get toad spittle
Get toadstool powder
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What to Do

Spells:

Prepare "Fly Like an Eagle or
a Fly"
Prepare cat cookie
Prepare "Understanding the
Language of Creatures"
Prepare teleportation stone
Prepare "Causing a Deep Sleep”
Prepare "Brewing a Storm"
Prepare invisibility ointment

Change Manannan into a cat
Around Llewdor:

Get mistletoe

Get acorns

Get spoonful of mud
Get eagle feather

Get cup of ocean water
Kill spider

Get amber stone

Fly into oak tree hole (as fly)
Pull rope

Find bandit’s hideout
Find coin purse

Get cactus

Get snakeskin

Turn Medusa to stone

Points

10
10

10
10
10
10
10
12
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What to Do

At three bears’ house:
Get porridge
Get thimble
Get dew
In tavern:
Overhear bandits (as fly)
Give money to captain
In store:
Get dog fur
Buy lard
Buy salt
Buy empty pouch
Buy fish oil
On pirate ship:
Board ship
Leave hold
Find stolen possessions
Get shovel
Escape ship
In Daventry:
Find treasure
Get past Abominable Snowman
Kill dragon
Untie Rosella
Enter Castle Daventry

Highest possible score

Points

W
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KING’S QUEST 4:
THE PERILS OF ROSELLA

What to Do Points

Around Tamir:
Get book of Shakespeare
Flip latch
Get shovel
Give book to minstrel (get lute)
Give lute to Pan (after playing lute)
Clean dwarfs’ house
Get pouch (diamonds)
Return diamonds (get lantern)
Get worm
Quest for magic fruit:
Get gold ball
Kiss frog
Get gold crown
Swim under waterfall (as frog)
Get bone
Get board
Cross chasm (first time)
Cross to swamp island (using board)
Play flute to cobra
Get magic fruit
Cross chasm (second time)
Quest for unicorn:
Give diamonds to fisherman
Put worm on hook
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What to Do Points

Catch fish

Get peacock feather

Tickle whale’s throat

Get gold bridle

Throw fish to bird

Get whistle

Blow whistle

Ride dolphin

Get bow and arrows

Shoot unicorn

Bridle unicorn

Take unicorn to Lolotte
Quest for hen:

Give bone to dog

Get ax

Get hen

Take hen to Lolotte
Quest for Pandora’s box:

Use ax on scary trees

Get eye

Get scarab

Return eye

Get baby rattle

Give rattle to baby ghost

Get bag of gold

Give bag of coins to ghost

Get locket

Give locket to ghost
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What to Do

Get medal of honor
Give medal to ghost
Get toy horse
Give toy to boy ghost
Get sheet music
Play organ (using sheet music)
Get skeleton key
Open crypt
Drop ladder
Get Pandora’s box
Take box to Lolotte
At Lolotte’s castle:
Get gold key
Unlock door
Retrieve possessions
Unlock Lolotte’s door
Shoot Lolotte
Get talisman
Get hen
Get Pandora’s box
Free unicorn
Return box to crypt
Lock crypt (after returning box)
Give talisman to Genesta
Given hen to Genesta

Highest possible score

Points

W
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