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Preface

INTRODUCTION

Magic.
A simple word yet one that stands for so many things. It is beauty, it is vileness. It is the creation

of the new, it is the destruction of the old. It makes life easier, it adds trouble to our existence.

I remember my first teacher at this royal institution, so many years ago, a rotund wizard with
jolly cheeks who enjoyed life to the fullest. “Girl,” he told me, “you may think that magic is the
answer to all your questions. Don’t deny it, I can see it in your eyes. Trouble is, it isn’t. Magic is an
answer that only leads to new questions without resolution. So, afore you cast a spell, look closely

whether there is a mundane solution available.”

He was a wise man, and proof of his teachings I have seen too many times. Wizards who relied on
their magic continuously and caught themselves in a web spun by their own spells. Clerics who are
so sure of their God’s trust in them that they lose sight of the people they ought to care for. Good

people who lead themselves to their own downfall through magic.

Every year that a new class of students is introduced at the college, I repeat the admonition of my
teacher to them. It has been the core of my philosophy on magic, and it has served me well. I hope
that it has done equally well for my students, and thus it is with the same hope that I include it in the

preface to this volume.

This book intends to collect all the knowledge of magical spells, blessings and curses available on
Gushémal. By its nature it is a task that may never see an end; oftentimes new spells are developed,
or old ones are adapted to new use. Therefore I have to rely on the wizards of our world to inform
me of such changes, or of spells I have overlooked, or of discoveries of old magical appliances. If you
should obtain knowledge of any such incident, please feel free to send me a message by magiscribe to

arynesse(@gushemal.com.

ON THE NATURE OF MAGIC

The supernatural is not an easy force to wield. It is difficult to describe the feeling of magic to the
one whose talent is too small or untrained; some have likened it to the water of a mighty ocean
trapped in a bubble beyond our realm of life. A wizard or priest can force a rupture into the bubble,
through which magic flows, and it is the magic wielder’s skill that controls the flow and feeds it to

the proper use.
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Every living thing on our world has the ability to cause such a rupture, yet most cannot hold
more than a few particles of magic, far below the threshold level needed to cast a simple spell. It is
therefore as if this person had no magical talent at all. With those who have a higher capacity but
have never received any training in magic, they cause ruptures accidentally, and the magic flowing
into them is hard to control. (And without any — or with only limited — control, it becomes doubtful
that any noticeable effect will occur. Unless, of course, there is subconscious control, which is often

the case with the powerful yet untrained, and then the results often are catastrophic.)

This ability to hold particles of magic we call the thaumaturgical level — or TL — of a person. It is
not a characeristic fixated at birth, but it can change and expand with training and experience.
Understanding how magic flows helps the wizard to better control the influx, while the constant use
of the power of holding makes it stronger. In the latter regard, the TL is similar to the muscular
strength. Steady exertion increases physical strength, just as steady exertion of magical powers

increases the TL.

The higher the TL, the more powerful spells a wizard may cast. Each casting of magic naturally
drains the particles that the wizard is holding, and thus he or she will have to replenish his or her
reservoir. Unfortunately, this procedure takes time and a rested person; under conditions of stress, it

is hard to attain the composure needed to properly open a rupture in a controlled fashion.

So, although in theory it is possible for a wizard to recharge after every expenditure of magical

energy, it usually is impossible due to outside factors.

A comment aside may be permitted here: From historical records we can tell that at times in the
past it was easier to draw magical power, sometimes far easier. Other records indicate that there
were also times when it was much more difficult than in our age. There are numerous theories on
why this is so, yet I have found flaws in most of them. Some, for instance, claim that the skin of the
bubble of magic grows thicker and thinner over time, therefore it becomes easier or more difficult to

open a rupture.

Yet in my beloved Cayaboré, we have records reaching back a long time, and in these records we
have measured the TLs of many wizards and priests, along with the ruptures they tore into the
bubble. According to all the statistics, the ruptures opened to the same width, yet more (or less) raw

magic flowed out. Therefore, the metaphorical skin retains the identical thickness all the time.

It does not change, yet there are different amounts available. Why? The theory I personally favor
harkens back to the idea of an ocean contained in that bubble. Such an ocean would be subject to
changing tides, ebb and flood, playing out on a cosmic timescale. All the wizards and priests of
Gushémal are at one shore, reaching out to scoop up the supernatural water from that ocean. At

flood it pours into their waiting hands, at ebb they have to make do with only a trickle.

At this time, I suppose, we are somewhere inbetween, and perhaps within our lifetime the tides of

magic will shift to our favor.
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Spells vs Blessings

It is a misconception that there is no difference between wizards and priests. Yes, both use the
same supernatural resource, yet they cannot use it in the same fashion. Jeyahrar — praised be the god
of magic — has granted us wizards the gift of creation. Magic poured through us can generate new

from nothing; its energy will transform into physical reality, be it a ball of fire or a figurine of gold.

Priests derive their thaumaturgical power from the gods they serve, wherefore their TLs prior to
their induction into the order is rather irrelevant. Through their gods, their TLs are raised to a
certain level, even when there had been practically none before. Yet they cannot create. What they
can do is alter things that already exist. They cast a blessing — or a curse -, and the magical effect

occurs. Theirs is the power to heal, for instance, an ability that no wizard can possess.

Sometimes the effect of a wizardly spell and a priestly blessing seem the same, yet the process of
achieving said effect is very different. Oftentimes a wizard has to resort to magical components for
the spell to function properly, such as a salve that is applied to a surface and makes the surface sticky.
It appears that either the salve or the surface are changed, yet they remain the same. What actually

happens is that the salve serves as both a conduit and container for the stickiness!

On the other hand, a priest can also use physical components and alter them through his blessing

so that they appear to be newly created. The difference is fleeting, yet it is present.

(The question of whether a priestly use of magic is a “blessing” or a “curse” has never been clearly
answered. Some orders of priests have labeled their spells accordingly; some view all spells that
improve their targets are blessings, and all that destroy or degrade are curses; some finally have

decided to only use the word “blessing”.)

Magical Appliances (Objects)

As indicated in the previous paragraphs, both wizards and priests can produce magical appliances,
albeit by different ways. The range of possible appliances is as wide as the range of spells and

blessings — which are only limited by imagination and TL.
There are some common categories which I would like to touch upon:

First off, there is the appliance that provides magical ability to a non-wielder. The object is
usually loaded with a certain, fixed effect — say, a spell to detect traps. This effect can be called up by
some non-magical procedure, such as pushing a button or saying a keyword. The vast majority of
these objects have a limited amount of use, although a wizard or priest can recharge them at any

time.

(The latter depends very much on the nature of that fixed magical effect. If it is one that demands

a lot of energy, not every wizard has the TL available to spend it on this object. But to use the
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example above, an appliance which detects traps should not noticeably task a wizard to recharge it.
Furthermore, such an appliance probably can be used for thousands of times before needing a

recharge anyway.)

By the way, many wizards and priests also use these objects. For one thing, their use does not
lower their TL; for another, they do not have to bother with remembering the exact spell and going

through the procedure of casting it.

Secondly, there are the appliances which enhance the magical talent. In fact they serve as an

additional container of magic, thus increasing the TL of the wizard.

The majority of appliances in this category can only supply their TL energy once. When it is
expended, it is gone, and the appliance will turn into a very ordinary, natural object. There are a very
few and precious ones, though, that will replenish themselves. Therefore they can be counted as a
permanent enhancement of a wizard’s TL rather than a temporary one. (Losing such an appliance, of

course, removes the permanence of said enhancement.)

It is not recommended that non-wielders use objects of this category. Although they can use them
— after all, everybody has a TL of some sort -, they have no idea of how to use it and could cause all
sorts of unwanted trouble — instead of the effect they were seeking. (The only reasonable alternative
would be for a self-replenishing appliance. A non-wielder who constantly bears such an appliance
would automatically equal an ordinary wizard. Still, the same training is necessary before he should

be permitted to fully utilize the object.)

Finally, a third category is constituted by those that have a constant magical effect. As an
example let us consider the rings of protection against magic that have come to be popular in
heathen Ibrollene. Their effect is to create a sphere around the wearer that repels magical spells of all
sorts (including healing blessings, which can be a serious drawback). Thus they might be counted in

the first category.

Yet they possess a TL of their own which constantly replenishes itself, wherefore the eftect of the
appliance usually does not wear off. (Occasionally it can be overtaxed: In the case of the rings of
protection, if strong enough magic is cast their way, the rings will burn out and lose their power. If
these rings were properly manufactured, that is all that will happen. If they were the slipshod, poor
productions the Ibrollenians of today patch together, there’s a more than even chance that they will

detonate and take off the wearer’s hand.)

Thus they also fall into the second category. Both combined, these form a third type all their own.

Notes on the Structure and Acknowledgements
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I have separated this book into three sections.

The first will deal with magical spells of the wizardly sort, with which I am most experienced. My
students have been most helpful in providing detailed information on the spells through their
experiments — no doubt hoping that their grades would improve. Beyond that, my main source of
information are the surviving books of the master wizard of the Arrufat peninsula, Alwouldiss of
Daeshael. Oh, how I wish that he could have learned of my gratitude, and how I wish that his
wisdom would have survived. Alas, he vanished from the face of Gushémal more than five decades

ago, and all wizards mourn his passing from this world.

The second is dedicated to priestly blessings and curses. FFor this section I have relied in
particular on the help of Blessed Speaker Roshan, High Priestess of Dicerius in Cayaboré. Roshan
has been most kind in detailing the spells of her order as well as facilitate meetings with priests from
every other approved order in Cayaboré. The information on the priests of the vile Shenaumac is
mostly from those who have suffered their evil. Some information though comes from such a priest
himself, an awful creature devoid of any humanity that is caged in the dragonrider corps’
headquarters. I would also like to extend my gratitude to Councillor Barangor of Cayaboré for the
opportunity to interview the priest of darkness, despite the facts that my bones still shiver in

memory.

In the final section I shall list all the magical appliances known to me or brought to my attention.
Herein, I rely most heavily on Alwouldiss’ “Book of the Artefacts”, which has been a most
enlightening source. Some very good information has also come from the Darawk scholars, in and
out of Cayaboré, whose libraries have yielded much new material. I would like to especially thank the

Honored Sage Ylvain of Chazevo as well as the Honored Sage Barbrat of Ucman.

Furthermore, in all the sections, I have been fortunate enough to rely on the numerous letters
sent by my colleagues across the world, and I am looking forward to continue reading their
contributions, so that this book shall approach its final goal: an encompassing look at the magic of

Gushémal.
Arinesse Sol,
Royal College of Wizardry,

Hallowton, Cayaboré
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Spells of Magic
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THE BLINDING LIGHT OF ATTENTION

“Not the costliest of spells, yet quite useful, I have found. All it effects is a wave of blinding light
that radiates out from the wizard — commonly white light, of course, since it is the most intense.
Occasionally wizards have experimented with different colors, of less brightness, such as red or blue
or green. As one might imagine, the purpose of these experiments has been artistic rather than any

other.

“In fact, during a solstice feast only a few years ago a group of students at our local college put
the blinding light spell to very good use as entertainment. They formed a pentagram on a pedestal,
some eight feet above the floor, and then they alternated sending out the light spells in the most
varied of colors, also at varying intensities. At the same time a band was playing, and our students
synchronized the rhythms of their spell casting with the music — a splendidly beautiful sight was the
result. Also a very original use of one of the most basic of spells. (Need I mention that these students
graduated quite high in their classes? Originality is after all one of the most important characteristics

of any wizard.)

“Remembering that show, it is almost sad to which purposes this spell is commonly used. As its
official name indicates, it was designed to draw the attention of a crowd to the wizard. Imagine a
sudden wash of brightness hitting you, and once sight is returned to your eyes, you will
automatically glance towards the origin of that brightness. By the same token, the spell also has a

certain calming effect — or at least interruptive.

“Another valid use is in battle. Just as any crowd on any market place can be interrupted by this
wave of light, so can any battle in the heat of waging war find itself stopped in utter blindness. It

takes some moments for sight to return, which could leave an opponent helpless for that duration.

“Unfortunately the simple spell of blinding light can not be directed at a specific target but rather
is circular and affects all save the wizard (and those who have been warned to close their eyes).
Therefore the effect of blinding a foe often similarly affects the friend, as well, and thus the eftects
cancel each other out.

“(See further spells on blinding light)”

Alwouldiss of Daeshael
Master Wizard, Arrufat Peninsula

(excerpted from “The Book of Easy Spells”, first edition 3099 A.L.)




Wyman/Bogues Magic: Blessings and Curses 8

FIREBALL

1723

It's a dangerous world out there,” Master Wizard Gerauld told his class some twenty years ago.
I was one of his students, a young lad of fifteen summers, sitting in the back row of the oval
auditorium, fiddling with my notes at the beginning of the lecture. “You may think differently. I
doubt you have seen any fighting in your lives, and with any luck that won’t change any time soon.
The walls of our college protect you, and outside the college you have relied on the police forces of
our great Cayaboré. Perhaps in your adult lives you will stay in Hallowton, perhaps you will live in

one of the other cities and enjoy the peaceful womb of our kingdom.
“But then you would hardly be true wizards, now would you?”’

“The last words boomed with sudden loudness through the hall, and I dropped my notes in
sudden shock, staring at the master wizard with alarm. Gerauld was a small man, well into the
autumn of his life. His shoulders stooped forward, as if the weight of the thick white curls of his hair
pushed them down. Now, though, his eyes flared intensely, and his frame seemed to rear up all of a

sudden.

“A true wizard doesn’t fritter away his life in a drafty study, reading old texts like a frail cleric. A
true wizard is a force of nature, and nature must not be contained — it must be /zved” He paused for a
moment, taking the time to glance at each of his students. I felt like dropping my eyes when his gaze
tell on me. The life I had imagined was exactly what he cautioned against; I wanted to calmly,
peacefully experiment with magic. Why would I have wanted to leave Hallowton? I was born here,
had spent all my life in this town — except for one summer at my uncle’s in Kerrigan. Whatever I

might desire, it could be found in Hallowton.

“Gerauld went on, “You will have to travel the land in order to fully understand the meaning of
wizardry. What you learn here in the college are the mere basics — a skeleton, no more. It’s out there
that you find the flesh to put on the bones, the muscles and the skin that make for the complete body.
Learn about the land, learn about the people — learn how your magic relates to them. Only then can

you become true wizards.

“Alas,” he sighed, stooping over a little more, ‘it zs dangerous. A wizard ought to know how to
defend himself. With better than a dagger or a sword.” Gerauld raised his right hand to the height of
his breast, spread the fingers. Something was forming before the palm of his hand, not quite visible,

more like a blue mist.

“Suddenly it turned to flame, a writhing ball of fire that burned within Gerauld’s hand — yet did
not harm the master wizard. A smile spread on his face as he saw our bafflement. “This,” he said and
raised the ball of fire, ‘is the first and best defense you need to master. With experience you can send
it to a target as far as half a mile away from you. The ball will fly in a straight line, and there is little

that can stop it during its flight. As for what it will do to its target...’
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“He opened his hand suddenly, letting the fireball go. It rushed through the room, barely missing
the tops of our heads. We whirled about to see the ball hit a man-sized puppet at the back of our

auditorium. I had always wondered why it was there.

“Now I found out. The ball seemed to splash over its head, like a fiery liquid that drenched the
puppet and set it ablaze. The fire burned for only a few moments, but when it vanished, the upper
half of the puppet had crumpled into a black, unrecognizable mass, an odd stump on the undamaged

legs.

“That should do for most of your enemies,” Gerauld said in a low voice. He might have whispered;
in the silence of the auditorium, we would have understood every word. ‘Of course you can hit only
one target at a time, and in your early years I doubt you will be able to conjure up more than one

fireball during a fight. Nonetheless I trust that you understand the importance of learning this spell.’
“Indeed we did.”
Evradd Gavalan,
Master of Experimental Wizardry, Hallowton, Cayaboré

(from “My Life: An Experiment in Progress”, 3166 A.E.)
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THE STALKING CAT (SILENT BOOTS)

“Effect:

“Silences the noise of footfalls; effective sneaking no matter what footwear is employed.
“Required:

“wads of cotton, blood, footwear

“Usage:

“Cast enchantment (see exact spell in appendage) on cotton. Prick finger (or use any other source
of blood; needs to be of same species as user) and drop blood on cotton. Due to the enchantment, the
blood will instantly transform into a transparent liquid. (If traces of red persist, repeat the
procedure.) Apply liquid to footwear. Make sure to achieve a complete cover, particularly on the

soles. If the cover is incomplete, not all noise will be masked.
“Notes:

“(1) Only partially succesful for users of heterogenous origin, e.g. part-elves or part-humans, if the
wizard casting the spell is a different person. For complete success, the user’s blood has to be

employed for the spell.
“(2) Recommended for secret operations. Thievery is discouraged.
“(8) Requires minimal expenditure of TL; usable by entrance level wizards.”
Walling Styvan,
Wizard, Daeshael

(excerpted from “Spell Instructions: The Heritage of Alwouldiss”, 3122 A.L.)
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WALL-SCALING GLOVES

“The power to climb a wall, that’s something mortals dream of. It's not on the same level as the
dream of flying, but it seems quite magnificent and rare. Why should it be only the province of lowly

creatures such as flies or spiders or lizards?

“The purpose of this spell? Ask a soldier, and he’ll praise it for being able to scale the walls of a
fortress without the aid of ladders that could be thrown oft by the defenders. Ask a thief, and he’ll go
on for hours about how he reached a treasure room by way of the window, no matter that it was
supposedly safe at five stories above ground. Ask the performing artist, and he’ll smile as he recounts

some of the spectacular shows he put on thanks to the spell.

“The usage is fairly simple. Cast a spell on a pair of gloves, and they will stick to any surface as
long as you will them to — meaning that you can let go of said surface at any given time, to find new
purchase higher above. Of course a snug fit of the glove is required, else the hand may slip out; it is
also wise to cast a similar spell on your boots, just in case there aren’t sufficient grooves in the wall

for your feet.

“And, most remarkably, if you have done so, there is nothing to stop you from climbing under the
ceiling. A few years ago, there was one performing artist who did so regularly. The wizard assisting
him had enchanted his leggings, so he could safely drop his upper body, dangling from the legs, and
then he went through a juggling routine that was dazzling. I wish there had been a way to record his
show so that our descendants could still enjoy it. Alas, there is none. And that artist died a little later
—not during a performance, mind you. The cruel irony of fate had him die in a fire that consumed the

inn where he stayed.

“It needs be noted that this is not a spell for the beginners. Although the spell does not consume
too much magical energy, it requires advanced understanding of magic, such as provided in the
higher classes of wizardry. If a beginner should learn the wording of this spell and try to employ it,
there might be unfortunate side effects — there have been reports of one foolish student enchanting
his hands to melt into the gloves. It took the efforts of two clerics to undo as much damage as

possible.

“Nonetheless, there are ways for beginners to safely employ this spell. As is so often the case,
there are a variety of magical appliances that provide the same effect. Of course they are not widely
available; in fact, most are treasured items. In other words, a wizard desiring to learn the spell had

better advance sufficiently in his art, or forget about it.”
Alwouldiss of Daeshael,
Master Wizard, Arrufat Peninsula

(excerpted from “The Book of Easy Spells”, first edition 3099 A.E.)
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HEALING

“A body ravaged with pain, wrecked by disease or wound — ‘tis nought but an insult to the gods!
Man, elf, dwarf, they were created to be the perfect embodiments of the divine spirits. Granted they
were the blessed breath of life, the marvelous gift of mind. Should that be devoured by awful demons

of the likes of sickness?
“Nay, I say, it shan’t be thus!

“What the gods have created shan’t be destroyed, not while a cleric draws breath, not while a
single mortal’s soul be consecrated to the divine! All priests, all sacred souls must strive to right
what was wronged, to heal the body and cure the mind — to restore the divine image of what the

mortal should be!

“Healing, ‘tis the most noble, the most fundamental cause of the clergy, and if it were the only

ability of ours, it'd be all we should hope for.”
Drymar Qu’rar,
Priest of Decalleigh, Marsey, Ibrollene

(ca. 2984 A L.)

“I have often wondered why it is that all the gods have granted their followers the ability to heal.
All the gods, that is, except for those too bent on destruction themselves to care about curing ill. For
all I know, Shenaumac or Taurquemad have probably perverted the ability to heal into something

that allows their clerics to inflict disease!

“But that is not what I wish to write about. The majority of gods known to us has indeed included
the power to heal in the abilities bestowed upon their clerics, in varying intensity. The followers of
Darawk are the weakest in this regard, as they cannot heal much more than a few scratches, and for
that they need the aid of sacred liquids sprinkled on the wound. Priests of Sayguel require a breeze of
fresh air — their god’s element — to heal, and the best results they achieve during flight. I have heard
that on a Cayaborean airship, a cleric of Sayguel once managed to regrow a hand that had been
severed by the machinery. Such a task is ordinarily far beyond this order’s power, yet the air may

have improved their ability.

“Alyssian priests are among the higher classes of healers who do not require any physical aids to

cure disease — yet many illnesses are beyond them as well.
“Only the clerics devoted to Decalleigh have the power to cure all physical ill known to us.

“Of course most readers will object at this point since they know that none of their local
Decalleigh priests has ever regrown an entire arm of a patient or even raised someone from death.
The reader needs to be reminded, I fear, that not all priests are equal, and that their abilities grow

with their experience — and incidentally their ascension in the priesthood. The power of resurrection
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is open only to the highest levels of the clergy — and I believe that at this time there are only some
ten or twelve people alive who belong to these levels. The absolute power of healing is almost never

encountered, and perhaps that is for the better.

“Be that as it may, the gods do care enough about the mortals to cure them. I have heard some of
the older priests speak of the blessed sanctity of the mortal body that must not be corrupted by
disease; the high priest of my own temple is liable to talk about this for hours, preferably without

allowing his interlocutor the chance to say a single word.

“As you, dear reader, may infer, I am not quite convinced of this explanation. There have been too
many occasions in our history where gods have inflicted pain on us mortals, including plagues that
destroyed entire nations. And I am not talking about vile deities such as Shenaumac, oh, no. My own
Dicerius, the highest of the gods, the Lord of Eternal Justice, once sent the plague of the boils to the
city of Azogaras, to punish the citizens for their blasphemy when they had tried to raise a new god in
Dicerius’ stead. It was a just cause, and a just punishment, considering the blood the Azogaranians
had shed in their evil quest — yet a god inflicted disease. A god himself corrupted the bodies
supposedly sanctified.

“No, that sanctity cannot be sufficient reason. If that were the case, would it not also mean that,
say, Darawk cares less about this sanctity than Alyssa? Or is that merely the reflection of this god’s

weakness?

“I fear that I am not wise enough to offer any answer sufficient to you, dear reader. The facts are
known to you as well as to me, yet the reasons... Well, it is a matter of the gods, and their reason is
divine.

“The answer I have found for myself, as simplistic as it may be, is that I accept the care of the
gods. Are we not their children? And is it not any parent’s wish to see his or her children grow up

healthy and strong? That is what I believe, and that is why I cherish the gods.”
Larquarsh Tribrask,

Dacerius Priest, Kyav, Kraznyczar
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LIQUEFY STONE

“A parlor trick, that’s all this blessing is. You pour your magic into ordinary stone which then
turns into a greenish liquid, as long as you maintain the blessing. Whatever could it be good for but

to astound the simple folks who gape at the supposed power of the cleric?

“Goodness gracious, I will never understand how any priest could be willing to spend the time
and energy to learn how to craft this blessing — and to ask his god’s approval! Is any god truly happy
to see his or her followers waste their time with such silliness? They must marvel at the stupidity of

the mortals all the time. Parlor tricks!
“What are we priests? Just a bunch of wizards with different spells?

“Looking at some of my supposed brothers of the cloth, I am tempted to agree. They soil their
consecration to a god! Use your powers, use your faith to further the godly cause — that is what a

priest is supposed to do. That is what he was born for!”
Awld Fuhrt,

Deswellyn Priest, Mondleu, Arrufat Peninsula

“There isn’t a day that I don’t get down on my knees and thank the gods for the ability to turn
stone into liquid. By all the holiness in the world, I'd be dead a dozen times over if it weren’t for this

blessing! And so would a couple of my best friends.

“Let me tell you about this, all right? Just one example, that'll be more than enough. One day,
about two years ago, we were down in Robhovard. Awtful place that land, cold, freezing, and full of
savages that cut off heads about as often as you’d tie your shoes. Zhona had dragged us there, with
her tale of a great treasure hidden near the Gorge. None of us had anything better to do, so we went
along with her idea — and, great Nash’geo, if we had had any idea just how cold it is down there, we’'d

better just spent whatever dimes we had left.

“Now travelling is obviously something I enjoy — why else would I have taken up the service of
Nash’geo? But the lord knows that there are plenty of better places about. Give me Kraznyczar any
day! Bad as that land is, it’s far better than Robhovard.

“So, there we were, clad in thick furs that did little to keep either of us warm. Levkiel, a part-elf,
was almost falling off his horse, shivering as he was. And Zhona kept talking about this marvelous
treasure she’d heard about. Gold and jewels, hidden in a fortress built by Uldivion the Terrible after
he had been driven out of Ibrollene. Uldivion had surely amassed a great fortune during his time as
dictator, and all records surviving from the twenty-ninth century agree that he took much of it along
when he ran from the rebel troops. There have been many stories about where he went, what
happened to him later on — some even claim he’s still alive and that one day he’ll return to ravage

Ibrollene once more and take revenge.
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“In other words, there was pretty good cause to follow Zhona. She’s always had a knack for
uncovering secrets, and this time — it seemed — proved no different when we indeed found a fortress.
It wasn’t the kind either of us had expected, not the large castle you'd imagine. Instead it was carved
from the stone of a small hill, with a brick-and-mortar front that didn’t look very imposing at first.
The defenses were less obvious — but they were no less solid. I wouldn’t care to attack a place like

that, under any circumstances.

“But it looked deserted, and we found no sign of any living soul within the first rooms. Just
remains of what furniture there had been, a lot of dust and some weeds, the sturdy kind that needs
little light. Spiders were plentiful, and it took Zhona only a minute or two to be completely covered
in cobwebs. Well, that is also one of her characteristics. She’ll find cobwebs, dirt or mud in the

cleanest of places.

“There was no sign of any treasure, either. ‘Probably further in,” Levkiel said. I grinned. “You can

bet your blue ears on that, friend!

“It took us several false starts to find the path into the depths of the fortress. The corridors had
looked to be very straightforward, but they proved to be a maze pretty soon. Two hours later it was

that we found the right staircase, lit the torches we had brought along and descended.

“And that’s when the trouble started. The first signs were odd noises, scratching, shuffling — rats,
we thought at first. Then the door behind us suddenly slammed shut, and light flared around us. We
were in a large hall, bisected by a triangular piece of rock in its center, roughly hewn and inscribed

with runes.

“And on both sides of the rock, there were small, fierce creatures garbed in furs, raising axes and a

terocious cry. Wild dwarves! Dozens of ctichulain, all ready to attack.

“We had barely time to draw our weapons before they clashed into us. If you've ever fought a
cichulain, you know that they are one of the toughest breeds of warriors you can find. You can hack
and slash at them, and they’ll probably just laugh at losing an arm. If they were just a little more

disciplined, these would have killed us within seconds of their assault.

“As it was, we survived those seconds, and a little longer. It’s all a blur to remember it. I'm sure
that I carved serious wounds into several of them, but none of the ctchulain fell. It was a classic
stand-off for a while — but there were only three of us and dozens of them. The outcome was

unpleasantly obvious — when I remembered the liquefying spell.

“Cover mel’ I cried, leaped behind my comrades and hoped that they would be fast enough to
close the gap. They were, even though Levkiel took a deep cut in his leg.

“I focused on the triangular rock, threw all my magic against it. The rock trembled for a moment,
and I thought my power hadn’t been enough. Just when I was ready to abandon the attempt, a
stream of liquid ran down the top of the rock. It splashed onto the ground, onto the ciichulain

alongside it — and soon more liquid ran down.
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“My heart was pounding with the effort, but I maintained the blessing as long as I could, turning
about a third of the rock into liquid. No more than half a minute had passed, and almost all the wild
dwarves were drenched in it. All but the ones closest to us — and fortunately not more than a few

drops had hit my friends or me. For then I let go of the blessing.

“Instantaneously what had been liquid turned back to stone. Several ctchulain became rocky
statues that moment, some fell writhing to the ground — those who had inadvertently swallowed the
liquid and now had hard stone in their throats, in their stomachs. Some were rooted to the spot,

locked in by stone manacles around their feet.

“All of a sudden, there were only four ctchulain left who could reach us — and they were terrified
by what had happened to their comrades. Zhona and Levkiel disposed of two of them within a second

of each other, then I joined them once more to assail the final pair.

“A minute later they were dead as well, and then we could turn our attentions to the other
survivors, those who could not move their feet. To our fortune, their arms were hardly more mobile,
weighed down by pieces of stone welded to their bodies. More than crying fiercely at us they could

not do, and we considered whether to explore the fortress further.

«

There’ve gotta be more of em,” Zhona said.

“Levkiel tied a make-shift bandage around his leg, looking meaningfully at me. I nodded. ‘And we

let ourselves be cut up for nothing?’
“She grinned. ‘Just asking,” she shrugged, and then we went on.

“All right, it would have made a better story if we had actually found the treasure of Uldivion the
Terrible. As it was we just found a couple more ctchulain — just a few, fortunately — and a couple of
gems they had stolen from the gods know where. It wasn’t much, but it was at least something to

show for our trouble.
“So, folks, let nobody tell you that the blessing to liquety stone is worthless. It can save your life!”
Tewbold Ligaw,

Nash’geo Priest, currently Eboracum Novum
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DRAGON ROD

Note: The following report from the famed Dragonrider Corps has been especially edited and declassified

Sfor this volume.

“General Description: A dragon rod is a magical weapon that fires bolts of concentrated energy at

high power. It consists of the actual rod which is attached to the wearer’s arm by several thin,
twisted (but immensely strong) appendages to a bracer around the lower arm. The firing mechanism
is a round plate that extends into the palm; pushing the plate with the two center fingers or forming
a fist triggers the dragon rod to fire. The rod itself is generally covered with arcane symbols (as yet
untranslated), its back end tapers into a semblance of a tail while the front is shaped like a gaping

dragon’s maw.

“Function: It is yet unknown how the beam is generated. Reports have shown that the weapon’s
beam can easily carve holes into stone or burn a targeted person within seconds. The maximum
range reported was half a mile; during said incident the bearer of the weapon had the arm raised to
shoulder level, and additional appendages had attached to the shoulder, possibly to further stabilize

the aim.

“Otherwise it has been noted that the power of the dragon rod’s ray can be lowered. This is
probably done to conserve energy (source of energy: as yet unknown). This lower power is

apparently the most common usage.

“At these lower intensities, the ray will only drill a hole into the body of the targeted person,
more perfectly than a crossbow quarrel could hope. Armor of whichever material currently known

does not prove effective protection; the beam pierces it easily upon entering and exiting the target.

“Methods of defense: None have been finalized, work is still proceeding. Reports seem to indicate

that reflective surfaces such as mirrors are able to deflect the beam, although this depends on the
intensity of the beam. At high force, the beam will burn off all reflection before any noteworthy
deflection takes place. Better materials, perhaps with magical enhancement, will have to be

developed.

“Origin: Clearly the dragon rod is a product from the land of Modayre, located at the
northernmost tip of the continent. Little is known about Modayre, secluded in a circular mountain
the walls of which are difficult to scale; furthermore it is surrounded by a barely penetrable jungle.
The Modayreans are evidently master wizards and have produced a large variety of magical
appliances that range from mundane items such as the widely available firelighters to those high-
powered ones that are available only to a very select group. Dragon rods appear to be among the

most treasured and guarded items; their like has only rarely been witnessed outside of Modayre.

“Known locations: (1) Modayre itself. Rumors abound that dragon rods are commonplace
weaponry there, yet no substantiation has been achieved. (2) Chazevo: A merchant by the name of C.

Tangrain has close ties to Modayre and equipped his bodyguard force with two dragon rods.”
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From a report by the Dragonrider Corps, 3166 A.I.
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THE MIRROR GATE

“After years of studying old texts I am convinced that more than two millenia ago, there used to
be a system of gateways on Gushémal that allowed a traveller to instantly jump across hundreds or
thousands of miles to any place he desires. I cannot say who built this sytem, or even who operated

it, but all indications agree that it did exist.

“Every major city had at least one such gateway, and all looked like oval mirrors about six feet
high and three wide. They had a bejeweled rim of varying colors; perhaps representative of the
nations where they were placed. By saying certain command words, a specific receiving gateway
could be selected, and the rim began to glow as a sign that the gate was active. The traveller only

had to step through the mirror, and he emerged at his destination at the very same instant.

“There are several legends that imply such a system of gateways. The writers clearly assumed
that any reader would be familiar with the principle when their heroes leaped to the other side of the

continent in moments, to join a battle or for some other purpose.

“I must admit that I have found no direct proof — but, after all, there are very few remains of that
time. The centuries after the Elven Empires were destroyed are a dark age to us. Although from
various later information we know that the races of Gushémal still flourished and repaired the
damage of the Elven Flood, few if any documents have survived into our day. There are ruins, stone
inscriptions, statues, yet thus far, no-one has been able to decipher the writing of those days, despite

the best attempts by many of my colleagues.

“Since we lack direct evidence of those times, we have to consider the legends and fables that date
back to that time. There are always kernels of truth within these legends, and they tell of realms and
empires that were well versed in the arts of magic. (According to our best calculations, the tides of

magic were at their climax two thousand years ago.)

“A number of the legends specifically mentions magical mirrors, although in varying
circumstances. Mirrors appear to have been of great importance during that time, or else the
memory would not have remained alive in the tales. Considered together with the instantaneous

travel, I find it most likely that both come from the same source.

“Not least of all I base my conclusion on the fact that we do know of some mirrorgates in our
present day. As far as we can tell, all of them are some two thousand years old. (There are two or
three exceptions, but they work differently from the others and therefore can be excluded from this
discussion.) All work by a specific series of command words and function as described above. Many
more must have existed a long time ago, yet I suspect that the jewels in their rim were stolen and
sold for their own value. The thieves surely hadn’t known that they rendered the mirrorgates

inoperative — or that the value of a functional mirrorgate far exceeds that of the gemstones.
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“Still, most of my colleagues believe that these mirrorgates work only as matched pairs, meaning
that one mirror leads to only one other and can never be redirected towards another. If that were the

case, my theory would obviously be false.

“Thanks to our great king, all the magical mirrorgates known to exist on Albinavia have been
gathered at Mt. Chayén for me to experiment with. At first, my attempts to redirect a mirrorgate to
another destination have all failed. I tried to use the command words from one matched pair on

another — but they did not activate.

“Only a few days ago, though, I found the solution! One of the command words in each sequence
defines the origin, meaning the gate from which to start. So, when I used the sequence from another
gate, | tried to activate the other pair's gateway. Upon my discovery I exchanged the words that
define the origin — and established a gateway between the first pair’s origin mirror and the second

pair’s exit mirror.

“Unfortunately I understand too little about these command words to extrapolate how to reach

gates outside of Mt. Chayan. Even with the five pairs gathered here I cannot activate all of them.

“Nonetheless it is possible — and that means this possibility was intended by the creators of the

mirrorgates!”
Daneel Shanz,

Research Wizard, Mt. Chaydn, Albinavia
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GAUNTLET OF RESURRECTION

“I'll admit it. I'm envious of those Modayreans. We know next to nothing about this land up
north, ensconced in their circular mountain that none have ever managed to climb — none of those
who have survived the arduous trek through the dense jungle surrounding the mountain, that is. Are

the Modayreans human? Are they elves? Dwarves? Or some other species we have never heard of?

“All we do know is that they are masters of wizardry, at a level far above that reached by any
wizard outside Modayre. Perhaps the great Alwouldiss came somewhere close, but even he would
have been seriously tasked to match even half of the incredible appliances that trickle out of

Modayre.

“Everyone knows the firelighters, the small boxes that reliably produce flames at the utterance of
the command word. The tinder boxes of old have been eftectively replaced by the lighters all across
Gushémal — but who understands how they work? And how one nation, so very small, can produce

the thousands of lighters that are daily used!

“It's even a secret how the trade is handled. There are merchants who have grown fat and rich by
selling Modayrean goods, but they keep persistently silent on how they procure the items and how

they deliver the payments to Modayre.

“T'o make matters worse, there are such appliances that far exceed the mundane lighters. One of
these is the legendary gauntlet of resurrection. It's made of silver, fit for the hand of an adult human
male. Rubies are inset at the root of each finger, jewels that can be pressed in. Instructions in the

rune-like writing of the Modayreans are inscribed on the back of the gauntlet.

“And, yes, as the name implies, it can resurrect a mortal being from death! Within three hours of
death, the deceased is not only returned to life with all his faculties intact — most, if not all, his

wounds are healed.

“A feat that only the highest of clerics, the highest of wizards can achieve, and the spell is
ensconced in a simple metal glovel At least there’s a limit to its effect: Each of the rubies represents
one charge, therefore each gauntlet can perform only five resurrections before it becomes useless. But
I suspect that the reason for that is not that the Modayreans were unable to put more charges in

these gauntlets — rather it is that they wished to maintain a market for these items!

“There are very few outside Modayre, anyway, and they fetch incredibly high prices. A rich man
might spend all his fortune just to get one of these gauntlets. That is, after spending a great deal of
his wealth just to find one that has any charges left. Now imagine if they would function forever! Just
one of them in any army, and it would be unbeatable. That army would rival the elven troops at the
time of the Elven Flood, when each fallen warrior was resurrected and returned to the front line

within minutes!
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“I have spent decades researching magic, and I am completely incapable of pulling anyone back
from the dead. Not even a tiny spark of life such as a rodent’s can I retrieve — but a gauntlet can. So,

yes, I am very much envious of the Modayreans, and how I wish that I could learn their secrets!”
Rhoumoren Maghan,
Master Wizard, Niz, Ibrollene

(from a letter written in 3151 A.E.)
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BRACERS OF LIGHT

“Have you ever wandered through a cave and cursed that ill-smelling torch of yours? Ever had it

go out on you, just when you needed it the most?

“Or do you worry about the streets when, after a good night of feasting, you have to return? Do
you wonder what lurks in the shadows? And do you wish your torch were bright enough to pierce

the shadows?

“Well, if any of that applies to you, worry no more! For herewith I present to you a once in a
lifetime opportunity to acquire one of the most advanced magical appliances ever created! Only a few
were ever produced, by the great and admired Alwouldiss of Daeshael! Yes, by that one and only
wizard of might unsurpassed, the one who so wondrously disappeared around the turn of the century

— only his knowledge and repute remain.
“And his magical BRACERS OF LIGHT!

“I'it one of them over your hand, like any other bracer — and a beam of light will be produced by
the bracer that brightens any darkness. No more fear of the dark! Alwouldiss’ bracer of light will cure
you of that ill — and frighten away all the evil that lurks!

“But not only that, Alwouldiss’ bracers of light are decorative, too, with an ingenious rune-like
design on its top, unique on each bracer! Some say the design is an actual rune, but I say it looks just
splendid on everyone, be it a warrior who needs the light to fight demons of the dark — or a lady who
would like to impress on a ball with her understanding of magic — or the Darawk priest on an
excursion to explore unknown places! Oh, yes, the bracers of light are not only excellent tools, they

also make great accessories to your appearance.
“Just think how one of them would look on you!
“Just think what you could do with them!

“And, last but surely not least, think how it would feel to own an appliance created by the very

Alwouldiss of Daeshael!

“I'or only three gold dragons (3 GD) you can find out how it feels! Hurry up and send your order
in today — the supply is short, and there will never be new bracers! Certainly none that can match up

to Alwouldiss” bracers of light!”
Esojairam Raznal,

Merchant of Arrufat Peninsula (Daeshael)

Note: I could not resist including the text of this leaflet in my book. It was distributed by magtiscribe a_few
weeks ago, and one leaflet was addressed to me. It makes you wonder how much sense this Raznal fellow can

have to send an advertisement such as this to the dean of a college of wizardry!
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It is clearly a forgery in that Alwouldiss never left any such bracers about — and any first-year student of
magic who hasn’t slept through every single lecture knows that they aren’t terribly difficult to produce. In fact,

Alwouldiss was probably too bored by such mundane magic as to involve himself in them.

Of course the authorities in Daeshael aren’t interested in putting an end to the foul business of this Raznal
Sellow. I magiscribed them the very day I received the advertisement, and nearly a month later was informed
that they saw no need for further investigation. I suppose that they have been bribed, as is so often the case with
the officials of the Arrufat Peninsula. They lack good discipline, like our Cayaborean officials possess.

No matter. Let this leaflet be a warning to you that few advertisements of this kind are genuine.

As for the bracers themselves, they require of course a wizard schooled in the creation of magical appliances,
and one who has a bit of thaumaturgical energy stored up. Otherwise there is no trouble at all — certainly
nothing that would require Alwouldiss! If'I properly recall the values of those Arrufat coins, a good bracer
that lasts for some four hundred hours of usage should cost about fifteen to twenty silver lions — less than a tenth
of the price Raznal demands.

While I am on the topic of warnings, I have also seen bracers — or similar light-giving items — on sale_for
only a_few copper coins. They should be avoided at all costs. Most give out after a_few hours, hardly outlasting
the day (but grving the merchant enough time to clean out his stall or shop, I suppose); some unfortunately have

more serious side effects.
Arinesse Sol,
Royal College of Wizardry,

Hallowton, Cayaboré
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THE CRIMSONLANCE

“In the 21315t year after the Ilood of Elves had devastated the world, it was that the kingdom of
Borcume [today the mid-east of Cayaboré] fell in disarray. King Thoralf had died without a proper heir
to succeed him on the throne, and the long work of the king’s reign [only four years, the writer confuses
Thoralf’s with his father’s reign of twenty-one years] was unwrought by the disputes of the earls of the
land who claimed that by descent of royal blood, they were to take the throne and rule Borcume.
Queen Norvaych put forward her own claim, that since none of the candidates to the throne had
better than a grandfather’s brother being monarch, her daughters were the closest to the royal line.
Her eldest, indeed, had a seven-year old son whom Norvaych put forward as the new King of
Borcume. Radnalph, under the stewardship of his father, Earl Cadneywar, should immediately ascend

the throne, to be accepted by every earl of the land.

“Scholars in Dauverre disputed at length the validity of the queen’s proper claim, yet while
discussions were continuing, other earls levied troops, to find an answer by dint of their blades. [Thzs
occurred during 2132, a_full year after Thoralf’s death. It seems that at first the various claims were calmly put
Sorward and judged in more or less due process at the capital. These claims included Earl Cadneywar himself,
but his case was going badly, sine his fellow earls suspected that he would use the throne to plunder their own
lands while fettering his province. Then Queen Norvaych came up with her idea; Cadneywar recanted his claim
and supported his son. Not only was this an insult to the earls, there also appears to have been considerable
support for Radnalph in the populace, which has always favored a boy-king.] In the Battle of Mt. Whyrll,
three armies collided, and twenty-seven thousand men lost their lives for the cause of a new king. [1¢
1s unclear where this battle took place; this area of Cayaboré has no notable mountains.] For two years, the
civil war continued, yet none of the earls nor the forces of young King Radnalph could achieve

victory.

“Then, in the dread fall of the year 2134, when Radnalph and his father sought the shelter of their
vassal, Lord Durbeyn, the traitorous lord ordered the rightful king murdered in his sleep while Earl
Cadneywar was to be executed publicly the following day. [Radnalph was never crowned. Later texts,
such as this, imsinuate that the boy actually was monarch and therefore he did have vassals who had sworn
loyalty to him. In actual history, at best Durbeyn could have been called an ally — an uneasy one at that. Earl
Cadneywar had come to the castle to convince Durbeyn to stay on his side. Radnalph’s presence was supposed to
appeal to Durbeyn’s sense of importance, but the measure backfired.] The gods aided Cadneywar to escape
the trap set by treasonous Durbeyn, armed only with a soldier’s lance, accompanied by a good friar

who had aided his flight from the castle.

“At the friar’s behest, Cadneywar set out to encounter and slay a crimson dragon [which we know
as an emperor dragon] . After a long and toilsome journey, his faith in the gods was rewarded. He
tought the dragon for a day and a night, then the beast’s strength vaned so that Cadneywar’s lance

could strike him down. The earl bathed the lance in the dragon’s blood whereupon the wood took on
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the shine of the dragon’s crimson blood, and with the friar’s blessing, blood and wood became one.
Cadneywar raised the crimsonlance, to call for the gods’ approval. That was given heartily, and the
friar said that the crimsonlance would never miss its target, it would pierce the hardest armor
unerringly and could never be broken while Cadneywar’s and his descendants” bond with the gods
held. [There are several problems in this account, primarily that a dragon’s blood is green instead of red.
Magic could account for that, but not for Cadneywar’s victory over an emperor dragon. It is also unbelievable
that the earl would have ignored the ongoing war for this long; he most probably rejoined his army
immediately, and it was with his soldiers’ help that the dragon was killed. But there is no doubt that it was

from the blood of an emperor dragon that the original crimsonlance was made.]

“To avenge the murder of his son, Cadneywar returned to Durbeyn. Armed only with the
crimsonlance, he brought down the castle walls, then faced and killed Durbeyn in single combat.
Thereafter Cadneywar challenged the rebelling earls to test their own weapons against the
crimsonlance. He struck down all who opposed him, proving to all the realm that the gods had
chosen him as their favorite and the new king. [There is a good kernel of truth in this; the civil war
continued for two years, but Cadneywar’s army did take on one rival after another. The soon legendary
strength of the crimsonlance often decided a battle in his favor, though not always. In most cases, he did kill the

rival earl personally.]

“Rejoining the old queen Norvaych, he brought the crimsonlance to the place where the Three
Rivers join. Here he thrust the lance into the ground, proclaiming that here the new capital and royal
seat would be, the Hallowed Town. Here he would be crowned king, taking the name of the Crimson

Dragon, and from here he would rule.”
Debnar Wyll, Court Historian (ca. 2420 A.E.)

(taken from “An Annotated History of Cayaboré, Taken From the Annals of The Great Nation”, a

collaboration of several authors, published in 3002 A.E.)

Note by Arynesse Sol: The original crimsonlance is said to still be in the Royal Armory of Cayaboré, here at
Hallowton. I cannot vertfy that since no tests of the weapon’s age have ever been permitted by the crown. There
is a crimsonlance stored there, a magnificent weapon — but that alone raises my suspicion. The twenty-second
century was a barbarous time, and this weapon looks too refined to suit that time. It is possibly a later

manufacture which replaced the unseeming and all-too primitive original.

“Crimsonlances make for excellent weapons, but more so in single combat than in any organized
form of warfare. Due to their rarity, it is difficult to place them sensibly in an advancing line of
soldiers. Their disparate strength would make the few bearers of these weapons progress much
faster, thus breaking the orderly line. Therefore they are better suited to the commander’s guard,

since he is not part of any attack line.

“On the other hand, having soldiers equipped with crimsonlances does add to the morale of one’s

own troops while it detracts from the enemy’s. The good tactician must make use of this possibility,
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by spreading the rumor of crimsonlances well before the battle, and then take good care to highlight
their actual presence. Although it may be possible to imitate a crimsonlance’s sheen through paint,
the gleam of one of these weapons has never been imitated. Therefore the commander’s guard should
be placed on horses as well as on a hill (which is naturally a good position for the commander) so
that they can raise their crimsonlances at the beginning of battle, preferably accompanied by a bugle

call.

“I have personally been able to verify the effect during the Thundrous War in 2931. Despite being
outnumbered three to one, my forces were able to scatter the Cayaborean troops at minimal cost to
ourselves. The enemy never came close enough to my position that the crimsonlances had to be put

to real use. This I take as a further sign that crimsonlances have no veritable place in war.”
General Omaher Paru,
Varendon, Topay Coalition

(excerpted from “Discussions of Military Strategy”, 2947 A.E.)

“It’s not difficult producing a crimsonlance. All you need is a priest of modest magical powers, a
lance, and the blood of an emperor dragon. Put the lance in a vat of the blood, have the priest bond
both together with a special blessing, and you have a crimsonlance. It is almost impossible to break,

it seems to burn its way through a target, and its flight is much truer than that of the original lance.

“Alas, the dragon’s blood accounts for the scarcity of these weapons. There are few emperor
dragons left in our world, and they very much mind donating as much of their blood as is necessary.
For a single lance, you would need some five gallons. It is not enough to engage a dragon, stick a
lance into it, and then run away to your priest. The best that the bonding blessing then would

achieve is to change the lance’s color a shade.

“Of course, other dragon blood can also be bonded to a wooden weapon — yet they are vastly
inferior to a true crimsonlance. In the case of some species, such as horse dragons, for instance, the
produced lance is actually brittle, although it looks very much like the real thing. (These versions are
the ones most commonly sold as crimsonlances; the buyer will find out too late that this weapon is

less than worthless.)

“The true weapon is not as perfect as legend has it, though. For one thing, it can miss its target —
it's simply a great deal harder to miss. For another, a crimsonlance cannot pierce everything,
although it does very well on common steel armor. Yet elfwood easily resists it, as do a number of
other extremely hard materials. Obviously there are very few enemies who will be armored like that,

yet one should always rely on fact rather than legend.”
Hestyar Alvion, Seram Priest,

Tyrem Tyrel, Keroull (8044 A.E.)




