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PROLOGUE 

 

 
Long after the beginning, much of the Kingdom of 

Everbright had become, ironically, a place of darkness and 
stinking swamps, fetid marshes, and rocky earth that could not 

grow a decent crop. The peasant bemoaned his terrible fate 
through parched, cracked lips, cursing the seven gods their 

fickle nature. And the seven gods, led by their father Rayon, 
cared not about their faithful, but were preoccupied with more 

serious matters—such as how to create a killer plague of locusts 

to destroy the crops of the wicked and test the patience of the 
devout. When they deigned to, they looked down upon the 

people of the world from their lofty heavenly-homes, where the 
temperature is a constant seventy-seven degrees with low 

humidity, and shrugged. Even to the casual observer it was 
quite clear that the gods took little interest in the world below 

any more. 

That soon changed. 
Jenundire, the last of a long line of dim-witted but 

ambitious giants, exercised his penchant for mischief and 
obsession with all things that didn’t belong to him. He 

discovered one of the secret strands into the realm of the gods 
while hunting for especially plump, slow-moving people and 

ripe boysenberries to eat and, moving with stealth rare in one so 
large, Jenundire boldly climbed the rope of unbreakable material 

up into the clouds. 

He slipped through the secret door with frosted one-way 
glass, admired himself in the hall of mirrors, and crept into the 

gods’ treasury and stole an orb of enormous power. 
Legend tells that one of the deities, Cathode, God of 

Machines and Invention, “acquired” the purloined orb in 
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ancient times from a little-known saint called Cuthbert, whose 

legend was as suspect as that of the true divinity of the gods, 
while being pursued by an angry mob along the shore of the Far 

Sea. He carried it back to his large extended family, and soon 
the amazing properties of the golden orb were realized. 

Cuthbert’s Orb, or as it was known by its more common title, 
the Orb of Immortality, became the source of the gods’ 

youthful good looks and longevity. 
Liking how the pretty object sparkled in the sunlight, 

Jenundire quickly secreted it away and returned to his cave 

dwelling. There it rested for many years, infusing the already 
long-lived humanoid with an even more extended lifespan. 

 
Where there are gods there must be demons, and the planes 

tied to Everbright were no different. Raylana, a cruel, ambitious 
creature from Yurle, a lesser-known pit of the lowest hells, 

stumbled from her native land heavy with the spawn that would 

be the beginning of her own personal horde. She fled the 
jealousy of the other minor demons, those that had not had the 

luck to obtain a spell of fecundity, which Raylana filched from 
the passing chariot of one of the great ones. 

Now, in this barren, stinking land, she sought a place to 
bring forth her brood. She would build a new Yurle, where her 

kind would rule the world of men, and she chose a desert place 
near where men were already building villages and scraping a 

living from the soil. Her children would not have far to go to 

find slaves to bow before them. 
On the demon plane, she had stood the size of an elephant, 

with a broad back covered in quills. The rest of her body was 
covered in heavy, overlapping scales, from the end of her long 

snout to the tip of her short tail. Her mouth curled in a 
perpetual sneer, her needle-like teeth black, her beady, crimson 

eyes hate-filled. A transformation took place as she crossed the 

threshold between Yurle and Everbright. She took the form of 
a spiny hedgehog, and though her size, that of a badger, was 

immense for the common species of hedgehog, little notice was 
taken of her in the barren lands. 

When her time came, Raylana deposited the first born of 
her kind in the new Yurle; two tiny, wretched creatures upon 
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the hard, cruel earth. They too had the appearance of common 

hedgehogs, one slightly bigger than the other. 
 Raylana smiled down at her progeny as she whispered their 

names into the wilderness, and the wilderness whispered 
something back that sounded like a curse. For, having been 

born in the lands of mortals, they would be mortal unless she 
could find the magic that made the gods divinely immortal. She 

had heard of Cuthbert’s Orb and knew she must take it for her 
spawn. The dark and light planes had recently rang with the 

outrage of the gods when they discovered their loss, so all knew 

a theft had occurred. But where Cuthbert’s Orb had gone, no 
one knew. 

 The larger of the tiny creatures blinked its eyes stupidly and 
pushed aside his smaller brother, fighting his way to his 

mother’s nipple. His quills were of a golden hue and caught the 
sun’s light. “You who are big and strong and quick to suckle I 

will call Glimmer,” Raylana stated. “The golden child who holds 

much promise.” 
 She looked down at the other creature; a runt, whose 

wrinkled, scaly skin bore a sickly yellowish appearance. His 
quills were flattened and dull. “You I will name Walpole, the 

shriveled one.” 
 Call it insensitivity or simply an unfortunate choice of 

nomenclature (and for a demon, it was a particularly horrible 
appellation), this seemingly inconsequential naming of names 

established a terrible friction between the two siblings almost at 

once, an animosity which would eventually lead to the one’s 
death and the other’s swift and terrible rise to power. 

 For as Glimmer and Walpole grew older, it became 
increasingly clear that Glimmer was their mother’s favorite. 

Walpole watched as his brother received his mother’s praise for 
finding the best patch of berries or rooting out the tastiest 

worms. 

Raylana resented the fact that Walpole, with his shorter 
legs, could not keep up when the family went hunting for 

beetles and the squirmy things that hid under rocks and inside 
rotting logs. 

 Like the men of old, the first hedgehog offspring were 
destined to live a long life and of course, Glimmer prospered 
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and Walpole didn’t, which set the table for what happened next. 

 It started as any other day in the life of a hedgehog. 
 “Hurry, Walpole,” she scolded time and time again. “You 

are so slow that all of the juicy bugs are getting away.” 
 “Sorry, mother,” Walpole apologized without remorse, 

barely able to hide his resentment. His eyes had become 
extremely beady and hate-filled and his lips held a frightening 

sneer, just like his mother’s, but she failed to notice. 
 Raylana shook her head in disappointment. “It’s too bad 

you couldn’t be more like your brother. Glimmer is so self-

sufficient, so full of charm.” 
 Glimmer smiled proudly at the compliment and skipped off 

into the darker, less-traveled part of the wilderness while his 
mother tarried at a boysenberry bush, chewing and swallowing 

several of the berries hanging from its branches. Walpole, 
feeling rejected and wrathful, followed his brother into the 

forest, concealing himself behind bushes and stumps whenever 

Glimmer stopped to survey his surroundings. 
 Before long, Glimmer came to a cave in the side of a rocky 

hill. A bright golden light emanated from its interior. Curious, 
Glimmer trotted eagerly inside. Walpole followed far enough 

behind to remain undetected.  
 It did not take long for Glimmer to discover the source of 

the golden light: a beautiful golden Orb. Resting near a small 
campfire, the Orb gathered and reflected the light of the small 

fire; its brilliance illuminating the interior of the rocky cave. 

Beside the campfire, with an enormous lumpy head resting on a 
pile of animal furs, lay the biggest and homeliest creature that 

Glimmer had ever laid his eyes upon. 
 “I have found it.” Glimmer let out a gasp. “The prize all the 

creatures of the dark and light planes seek. I can sense great 
power in that golden ball of light, the possessor of which will 

control the very hands of Time, and eternal life will be his for 

the asking. That Orb is as beautiful as you are ugly, my great 
revolting fellow,” Glimmer whispered. “I will take it home and 

give it to mother, for she who spawned me deserves such a 
wonderful gift.” 

 Hearing this, Walpole stomped his tiny feet angrily. This 
was just another case of his rotten brother getting the tasty end 
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of the bug. His already smoldering hatred flared up, and his 

mind lashed out at the giant. 
 Wake up, you big, stupid creature! A thief is about to steal your 

treasure. 
 Jenundire grunted and sat up, gazing about bleary-eyed. His 

enormous head with its wide, toothy mouth, sat upon a thick 
body just over twenty feet tall. 

 Interesting, Walpole thought. Thought transference. The Overlord 
who made the demons of Yurle clearly wanted us to one day rule this world. 

 As is often the case, the mighty oak that is megalomania 

may grow from the tiniest of acorns. (Of course, it’s known 
now that Silesia, the Demon God of Nausea, had intended the 

mind control powers for armadillos, so they might cross 
highways in safety. It was an easy mistake for a goddess, and a 

tragic slaughter for armadillos). 
Glimmer, hearing his brother’s squeaky voice in the 

thought command, looked back suddenly, squinting through the 

gloom of the cave. 
“Walpole, was that you?” 

 But before Glimmer could investigate the disturbance and 
verify his suspicion, the loathsome giant shook off his sleep and 

snatched a thick, heavy club from the floor of the cave. 
Jenundire growled and swung the mighty cudgel, smashing 

Glimmer to a bloody pulp upon the cold stone of the cavern. 
With the scent of intruders still heavy in the musty cave, 

Jenundire stood for a time listening and sniffing at the air, the 

single long eyebrow over his eyes bunched in a scowl. 
 Walpole crouched in the shadows, waiting and humming a 

lullaby. After an hour or so, the giant picked up the golden ball 
and curled up on his bed. “Bad kitty,” he said, looking down at 

the smashed creature. “You oughten not to have done that. 
You make Jenundire mad.” 

 The giant yawned and slumped back onto the stone floor, 

and began to snore. Taking this as his cue, Walpole tiptoed past 
his brother’s remains, grinning with satisfaction, and made his 

way cautiously to within a few feet of the giant’s gruesome 
head.  

 I am the demon lord, Walpole. I will give you great power over your 
enemies but you must give me the Orb of Immortality. Give it to me, you 



14                                                         Joel Reeves  

handsome monster, you. 

 Jenundire groaned in his sleep and opened his eyes. 
 “You no look like demon lord. You look like kitty.” 

 “Hedgehog, you dolt. Never mind. Give me the Orb and 
no one gets hurt.” 

 “No one get hurt?” Jenundire blinked sleepily. “That no 
sound like fun.” 

 The giant rose and reached for his club as Walpole 
scampered for cover. 

 The sound of smashing furniture followed the short-legged 

hedgehog as he dove in and out of dark corners, finally finding 
refuge under an overturned bucket. The giant, having lost sight 

of his quarry, thundered outside in a fruitless search of the area. 
 Walpole poked his twitching nose out from under the 

bucket. He sneered. 
 “That was easy.” 

 He scurried over and rolled the forgotten Orb across the 

floor and out of the cave. In the distance he heard trees being 
uprooted and angry roars as Jenundire failed to unearth the 

nettlesome hedgehog. Scooting along a hidden trail through the 
brush, he edged the Orb ahead of him. Already, he felt a 

curious internal melting sensation, as if his body was 
undergoing some sort of transformation, from the weak worm-

digging creature he had been, to a powerful, immortal genius of 
a hedgehog. 

 “Give it to mother, indeed,” Walpole snorted. 

Ahead sat a familiar spot; the boysenberry bush-covered 
edge of a fetid lake. Here he dug a hole and, passing his small 

pink tongue greedily over his pale lips, buried the golden Orb. 
 Walpole shivered with excitement at his newfound wealth. 

 For the next few centuries, Walpole kept the secret of his 
golden Orb. His mother lived to a ripe old age then was eaten 

by an alligator. Her remaining son ruled the earth around him, 

and the legendary land of Yurle grew out on the fringe of the 
known world, where no man willingly traveled and from which 

no unfortunate castaway ever returned. Tales of huge stone 
creatures with long claws and spiny backs that marked the 

boundary of this dark, dangerous land were passed from age to 
age, and as men built towns and cities, and finally, an empire, 



OF QUILLS AND KINGS                                             15 

their greatest concern was to make sure the nightmare beast 

that ruled the desert lands beyond Everbright’s borders never 
stretched its control any further. 

 Walpole, exhausted and sated by his great efforts to make 
Yurle a land of demons in the world of men, grew drowsier and 

drowsier as time went on. One day he curled up to sleep and 
failed to wake for a long time. When he reawakened he found 

things had changed. Once nearly the magnitude of his mother, 
who had grown to nearly ten times the size of a normal 

hedgehog, he found he had diminished in size to that of a 

common hedgehog. His mind powers, though diminished, 
remained and his life continued healthy and apparently endless, 

but the awesome strength sent him by the golden ball was 
faded. He had been too long out of touch with Cuthbert’s Orb. 

 He made his way out of the great Colossus of Walpole that 
towered over the world and threw a shadow on the lands of 

men. There was only one thing to do, return to the place where 

he’d hidden the Orb and restore his waning strength.  
 On short hedgehog legs, it was a long journey. The lands of 

men had expanded over the time he was asleep, and he dodged 
roads full of bustling traffic and crossed vast fields planted with 

crops. There were many villages and towns, and Walpole 
admired their ugliness and pungent stinks as he traveled over 

the craggy lumps of gray stone that made up their well-traveled 
roads. 

 Walpole finally reached the familiar terrain in which he had 

secreted Cuthbert’s Sphere, where a fetid swamp fed into a 
large, stagnant lake. He sat back on his haunches when he 

found he had a problem. 
 Roger the Indomitable, the first of the great Everbright 

Kings, with the threat of Yurle in mind, had ordered a line of 
defensive fortresses built, and placed his more troublesome 

nobles in them. One of them now stood right where Walpole 

had buried Cuthbert’s Orb. 
 Humans are getting above themselves. 

 The fortress was very big and there seemed to be a lot of 
two-legged creatures occupied around it. The hedgehog hated 

squatters and prepared to whip up a serious psychic tornado to 
carry the castle and its inhabitants far away. However, when he 
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called on his powers, nothing happened. He realized that the 

power that fed his mental weapons, that prolonged his life, and 
that he knew could one day give him the ability to rule the 

world, was under tons of roughly cut granite. A passing 
naturalist would have learned that day that hedgehogs could cry. 

Walpole crawled under a rock and waited to see what Fate 
might bring. 

 
Time went by. 

 The poisonous air of the swamp carried off the weakest of 

the castle’s inhabitants and in time, the strongest realized the 
place was simply not meant for any sort of a human presence. 

And, the angry demon hedgehog that kept appearing circling 
the walls at night made everyone nervous. The castle was 

abandoned for many years. 
 Then... 

 Walpole heard the sound of horses and men approaching. 

He quickly took cover behind a bush and huddled down. 
Peering through the branches of the bush, he could see two 

men approaching on horseback. One was tall and beefy, but 
regally dressed, a long sword hanging from his belt. His slightly 

bulging eyes gave him a half-mad look. The other was a short 
auburn-haired man with the feet of a ballerina. The two rode up 

to within a few feet of where Walpole lay hiding and 
dismounted. 

 “Ah yes,” said the taller of the two, looking in the direction 

of the ruins of the castle. “I told you it was around here 
somewhere, Sir Lavolier.” 

 The young knight eyed the swamp with distaste, as if 
someone were going to ask him to clean it. “Are you sure this is 

a good place, Baron Glauwer? It seems a bit more than a 
charming fixer-upper.” 

 “Don’t be silly, Lavolier,” the man scoffed. “That castle is 

perfectly fine.” The man surveyed his surroundings and swelled 
with satisfaction. “Catacombs already in place. Plenty of room 

to expand the dungeons. They don’t build them like this 
anymore.” 

 The knight looked about and shook his head. He glanced at 
a small lake nearby covered with a thick, nasty-looking scum. 
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“If you say so.” 

 “Listen,” Randall Glauwer said impatiently, “I told Roger 
the Annoying we’d have a castle ready to secure this border area 

as soon as possible. He said when I did, I could get married. I 
have my eye on the cutest little court jester.” 

 “The Prioress of Pasternesse won’t like that. She’s got some 
rich merchant’s brat all picked out for you.” 

 The Baron laughed scornfully. “I will pick any woman I 
want to wed. If that superstitious, weak-minded old hag thinks 

she can control me, she has another thing coming.” 

 “She’s the King’s auntie.”  
“Well, I’ll cross that bridge when I come to it.” 

 Walpole grinned toothily. 
 Wait till they find out a certain giant has taken up residence in the 

castle’s audience chamber. He won’t like being woken up by a bunch of 
gate-crashing humans. 

 “Of course, we’ll have to dig a moat around the place,” 

Glauwer said. 
 “Well, we have just the man for that, eh?” Lavolier 

chuckled, turning his horse about with an expert, graceful 
nudge. 

 The men prepared to get back on their horses. 
 “I’ll let the Prioress pick out the curtains or something. 

That should get her off my back for awhile.” 
 “Wait, what’s this?” Lavolier bent and snatched up 

Walpole, who had gotten too close in his attempt to hear the 

men’s words. “Does the old witch like animals?” 
 “I suppose. She was married to one for several years. Here, 

stuff it in my saddle bag and I’ll have Bob make a cage for it 
later.” 

 Walpole hissed madly and wished the men to jump into the 
lake. They ignored him. And something one of the ugly brutes 

said set his quills trembling.  

 Digging around the castle? Perhaps they’ll unearth my Orb and steal 
it. I must get inside, keep watch, and control one of the feeble-minded 

creatures until I can take over. 
 Walpole huddled down and waited, mustering his powers 

for one real good burst of control. 
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 They have me a prisoner now, but I’ll show these humans that I, 

Walpole, the demon hedgehog of Yurle, is not powerless. Not by a long 
shot. 
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CHAPTER 1 

 

 

 “Cathode!” Rayon screamed. 
The Father of the Gods hulked bear-like over his offspring, 

the long, snowy-white hair and bushy silver-streaked beard 
adding to the effect of his patriarchal influence. 

“Your warning system did not work! Someone has taken 
our most precious object and your alarms failed to alert us.” 

 Cathode, a god of supreme arrogance, glanced up from the 
blueprints of an industrial complex he was planning. For a god, 

he was quite unattractive; with stooped shoulders and a 

suspicious scowl. His robes were stained with chemicals and full 
of tiny holes caused by the sparks thrown off in his 

experiments.  
 “Should have worked,” he said. “Has someone been 

messing with the main circuit board?” 
  Several of the other gods glanced away suspiciously. Only 

Pox, the youngest, a lanky youth with curly golden hair, kept eye 

contact. Youthful, yet manly, he was the idol of priestesses 
everywhere.  

“I just hooked up another light in my palace,” he said, 
shrugging. “Was that a problem?” 

 “I have other things to do.” Cathode threw up his hands. “I 
can’t just be running around cleaning up the messes of my idiot 

relations.” 
 Rayon brought his foot down. “The Orb is lost and we will 

all soon feel the effect. Without it, we’re mere mortals again. 

Can you do anything about it, Cathode?” 
 The God of Invention squinted thoughtfully. “Should be 

able to fix up a detector. I took plenty of emanation readings 
when I first found the Orb, trying to pin down the inner 
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workings of the thing, but couldn’t come up with anything 

useful.” 
 Their sister, Ellarea, the Goddess of Change and Mutability, 

laughed. “Not so smart, after all, are we?” 
The tall, willowy vixen, her own luscious silvery curls piled 

magnificently upon her perfectly formed head, had nothing but 
contempt for a deity who “did” things, rather than lie about on 

a couch all day. Even as she laughed, her appearance changed, 
making her a brilliant carrot-top. 

 “Devise your detector,” Rayon said, ignoring the growing 

animosity. “If we don’t find the Orb of Immortality we will pass 
away like common cattle.” 

 “And I remember when Father was just a cutlery salesman 
with the worst circuit on the plane,” Ellarea said, punching a 

hole in their father’s pomposity. 
 “And when we get this detector,” Pox asked innocently, 

“who will go and seek out the location of the Orb?” 

 A short conference convened among the other gods, Pox 
noticing everyone looking from time to time at him. Rayon 

leaned back on his throne. 
 “Pox, you have often said you wished to see what the world 

of men was like. You said you were sick of our silly games and 
hobbies and the creation of three hundred and eighty-two 

thousand varieties of beetles. You called your sister Ellarea a 
preening harpy that got her kicks out of turning old boyfriends 

into inanimate objects. You even told me that our divine plane 

smells funny. Well, we are giving you an opportunity to pass 
some time with our faithful and learn that there’s really no place 

like home.” 
 Pox failed to scream and throw himself on the audience 

chamber floor, which clearly disappointed Ellarea. Cathode 
came scuttling back in, holding a small silver box with a green-

lighted screen on its face.  

 “I’m right in the middle of a big project,” Cathode said. “So 
I didn’t have time to put on a lot of bells and whistles, but this 

will do the trick. It should lead you to the Orb. Once you find 
it, I don’t know what sort of trouble you’ll have retrieving it, but 

that’s not my problem. Here.” 
 He thrust the box in Pox’s hand and hurried away. 
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 “His project,” Ellarea smirked. “Off creating hell on earth 

again. Hanging around with demons, I bet. Some people just 
can’t direct their energies productively.” 

 “Am I going like this?” Pox asked, holding his arms out at 
his side. “A man walking around with a glowing aura and a 

band of singing cherubs circling his head is going to stand out.” 
 “We were discussing that,” Rayon said. “Ellarea had some 

interesting ideas, but I didn’t see how you could find anything 
in the form of an iguana or a sea cucumber, so we’ve decided to 

give you the ability to manipulate your human form somewhat. 

Ellarea, dear, if you would.” 
 Ellarea rolled her large, lovely eyes. She waggled her tapered 

fingers with their meticulously manicured nails, and Pox was 
engulfed in a noxious cloud of smoke. 

 “What’s the point of the smoke?” Pox gasped, waving it 
away. 

He stopped as he noticed his reflection in the pearly gates 

that arched over the exit doors. His divine glow was gone, his 
nose was a bit off kilter, and his teeth wouldn’t blind mortals. 

“That’s just me without my aura.” He winked at her. “Still, 
not bad, eh?” 

 “I have given you three changes of shape, little God of 
Pestilence and Ill Fortune,” the goddess said. “Without the 

power of the Orb nearby, it’s the best I can do. Don’t waste 
them.” 

 “We have the merest hint that it may be in the Kingdom of 

Everbright.” Rayon said. “A giant named Jenundire was seen 
thrashing about some time back bellowing that some cat had 

made off with his pretty ball.” 
 “That’s a slim clue,” Pox said, rolling his eyes. 

 “Well, add that to the fact that to our knowledge, the giant 
had to be nearly a thousand years old.” 

 “You could have mentioned that first, Father.” Pox sighed. 

“Say, isn’t Everbright awfully close to Yurle, where that crazy 
demon hedgehog lives?” 

 Rayon jutted his thumb towards the pearly gates, and the 
young god was sent off without further discussion. 

 
*   *   * 
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 Pox sat in a tavern called the “Wayward Hawk,” sipping on 

something delicious called ale. His recent arrival to the human 
dimension had left him feeling quite sapped of energy and 

strange, though his senses were heightened many times beyond 
what he experienced on his own ethereal plane. 

Or, the god decided, it could be there’s just more interesting things 
to sense around here. 

A soft shushing noise like the waves of the ocean rolling 
onto a distant shore filled his mind, and he felt suddenly at 

peace, his mission an absurd memory. He glanced around the 

tavern, his bright eyes taking in every detail of the torch-lit 
room. 

The door of the bar swung open, and a small man smelling 
of tobacco and exotic perfumes exited into the stench of the 

night that was a mixture of horse dung and sweating bodies of 
the passing rabble. A tiny, orange spider with an hourglass 

shaped abdomen clung to an invisible web of silk that drifted 

on the current of air created by the sudden opening and closing 
of the door. Pox could feel the tiny creature’s fear, sense its 

desperation as the breeze swept it toward the roaring fireplace 
and both spider and web disappeared into the flame with a 

fizzle and pop indiscernible to the drunken revelers. Two mice 
fought over a piece of stale bread that had fallen through a 

crack in the floorboards. A grackle settled on the roof of the 
tavern and pecked a hole into the rotting wood to find the 

hidden termite. 

Pox wondered if it might be the effects of the ale, but no 
level of intoxication had left him feeling so intensely aware of 

his surroundings, and he doubted whether any of the mild 
liquors of human origin could influence his behavior anyway. 

He rather enjoyed it. 
He listened through the cacophony of voices and minstrel 

music to the two wicked-looking men whispering at the table in 

the reddish firelight in the far corner of the room; common 
thieves, discussing their plans to attack the fat, richly-dressed 

patron seated at the bar and steal his pearl brooch and gold 
scarab ring once he became intoxicated and stumbled toward 

his wagon.  
Humans, Pox mused, a small smile turning the corners of his 
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mouth ever so slightly upwards. Always up to something. 

The aftertaste of sweet wine and the soft touch of a 
woman’s lips suddenly distracted him. He discovered that he 

could look through the wall behind the bar to a small bedroom 
where a serving wench and young knight were sitting at the end 

of an ornate canopy bed, kissing passionately. He watched with 
interest for some moments then drew his attention away with a 

sigh. 
Back to the mission. 

 Pox peered at Cathode’s Orb finder. The small stick figure 

of a man on the screen pointed southward, where the god knew 
the world just grew more and more swampy. 

 “I hate to leave the capital,” he said. “So many delightful 
things.” He glanced sideways at the serving wenches, who were 

clearly admiring the stunningly handsome man right back.  
 “Excuse me dear,” Pox said, stopping one of the young 

women as she passed with a tray of full ale mugs. “Who rules 

the land south of here?” 
 “Well, sir, there are many Barons and good knights living to 

the south,” she said, smiling at him as she placed a brim-filled 
glass on his table. “Do you have anyone in mind?” 

 “There seems to be a large lake surrounded by a swamp of 
even greater size. A castle rests there on the bank of the lake.” 

 The girl wrinkled her nose. “That would be Castle Glauwer. 
It has a low reputation. Its Baron has abandoned it and his 

family who, by all accounts, are a sorry lot themselves.” 

 “No wondrous tales of long-lived aunts or items of great 
power?” 

 The girl concentrated hard, which clearly was a great feat 
for her. Her eyes brightened. 

 “There is a wondrous tail there, if you get my drift, sir.” 
 Pox shook his head. “No.” 

 “A rat-mage lives there, with a long tail and gray fur, they 

say. He has powers, too.” 
 “Has he been there long?” 

 “A good long while I think,” she replied. She took Pox’s 
coin and hurried on to other duties. 

 The god sat studying his mug. “A strange rodent-like 
creature with wondrous powers that has lived in the castle for a 
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long time. Cathode’s device points in that direction, as well, and 

although I have as much faith in my dear brother’s inventions 
as I do my sister’s ability to find true love, it is the best clue I 

have.” 
 He moved to rise when a town crier burst into the room, 

panting with excitement. 
 “Bogo Grandmont, the rebel general, has just taken the 

Barony of Farel’s Valley. Many killed. More in an hour,” the boy 
recited then ran back out again. 

 “Good for him,” the god muttered. “Whoever he is.” 


