The little town of Accardi-by-the-Sea was deep in peaceful slumber, save for a lone character bent on mischief! 

Moog headed for a lonely house on the outskirts of town. Using tricks learned in a correspondence school course in magic, she plotted a dastardly crime. She would steal a most precious object right from under the nose of an ailing old woman! The book would give Moog power beyond her wildest dreams. And the Kingdom of Quendor would never be the same again...

ZORK QUEST II: The Crystal of Doom

The book Moog had stolen was inscribed with ancient Zizbit runes. A revered circle of wizards, the Zizbits were destroyed in the sacking of Pheebor in 396. Their fabled magic spells and paraphernalia were lost with them, or so it was thought. Now these powerful spells were in Moog’s hands!

Unbeknownst to Moog, four travelers elsewhere in Quendor would play an important part in her future.

* * * * *

Far from Pheebor, a caravan was journeying to Accardi-by-the-Sea. Egreth Castle was free at last from centuries of evil domination. Having defeated the Evil Magician Radnor, the small caravan continued on its way. They left behind two of their number: Dirinthrax and Lia, kind and brave, the new rulers of Egreth. But theirs is another story…

Now the others journeyed on to Accardi-by-the-Sea. Among the travelers were a wizard called Frobwit the Fair. He was somewhat past his prime and was traveling to the Enchanters and Sorcerers Convention. Acia, a rich and beautiful maiden, was journeying to the bedside of her ailing grandmother, hoping to inherit the old woman’s fortune. Ryker, a brave and handsome scout, had been hired by the caravan for guidance and protection. And the merchant Gurthark the Stout, employed by his brother-in-law Mirik, was transporting silks to market.

Unknown to the caravan, the crystal ball Gurthark took as a souvenir of Egreth was not what it seemed. The sphere was the very one in which Frobwit had imprisoned Radnor’s evil essence. The sorcerer’s malevolent force, concentrated in this small sphere, would burst out in fits of rage, wreaking havoc upon those around him.

RADNOR: That fool Frobwit! I shall make him pay dearly for my imprisonment!

* * * * *

Moog was meeting her pal Slye at their childhood hideout. They still spend a lot of time there. Slye was waiting in the cave. 

SLYE: Who goes there?

MOOG: Yo, Slye!

Although Moog and Slye both showed magical aptitude, Moog was the more skilled of the two. After all, she’d earned a diploma from the Frobozz Magic Magic Correspondence School. 

MOOG: Hey, I used the Gorch spell to break into the old lady’s house!

Slye was a good accomplice, always willing to do the dirty work.

SLYE: You should’ve brought me along to knock her out!

Up to then, their magical escapades had involved little more than tricks played on their friends. But now…

MOOG: Well, Slye, that nursing job paid off after all!

SLYE: Yeah, you earned the money for magic school!

MOOG: It paid more than money… Right from the start, I knew the old dame was hiding something. She wouldn’t leave me along for a second!

SLYE: She didn’t trust you with her knick-knacks? HAW! HAW!

MOOG: No. She was guarding something much more valuable, the Zizbit spell book! With this book, we can break the magic circle around the ruins of Pheebor. Then the Zizbit treasure will be all ours!

In the wee hours of the morning, Moog and Slye neared their destination, the crumbling ruins of Pheebor, standing guard over the conflux of the Rivers Phee and Bor. Moog stood in awe. On the high plateau rising from the ruined city stood the vestiges of an ancient temple, the Temple of Zizbit! According to legend, the fabulous wealth of the Zizbits lay within! The ruins were guarded by a protective spell cast by the wizards as the city fell.

MOOG: That spell can’t keep US out!

Beyond the entrance, they could see a grand staircase snaking its way up the plateau. Moog consulted the Zizbit spell book.

MOOG: Ah! Here it is! The Protective Circle Undo Spell! Zeemala pocar rabolar; meera feebler modar!

MOOG: Nice… Very nice indeed!

The grand stairway lay ahead, leading to the sacred temple of the Zizbits!

SLYE: Yahoo! Where’s the treasure?

No doubt inside that impressive-looking building up ahead! But once inside…

SLYE: I don’t get it. Even in this dump, there’s no treasure.

But Moog had noticed a strange, glowing pool set into the stone floor of the temple. They peered into its murky depths…

SLYE: IF you want to know what I think, Moog; I think you’ve brought us on a wild minx chase!

MOOG: Hold on, Slye. The book may give us some clues.

Moog opened the book. It was inscribed with strange symbols.

SLYE: Aw, we can’t even read it!

MOOG: I can! They’re Zizbit runes. I had to learn them to get my diploma.

Six eyes and six hands for the Triax,

Inscribing the arc spell in the sand.

The runes foretell the fate of Quendor:

A reign of darkness upon the land.

Two eyes, two hands have mother’s form,

Two hands and eyes were backwards born.

The last pair for one skilled in sorcery,

Who, imprisoned by mage, by that mage is set free.

When these three twos join at Phee and Bor,

The Triax will rule from shore to shore.

SLYE: Huh?

But the light began to dawn for Moog. She eagerly turned the page.

Arc Spell – 

Inscribe in runes upon the sands where the great rivers meet:

Moog was puzzled.

MOOG: These last three runes don’t look like any I’ve ever seen before.

SLYE: None of its makes sense to me.

The part that DID make sense to Moog was the bit about “six hands form the Triax.” She was the one with her mother’s form. And she remembered that Slye had been born feet first. Then there was a magician who had been imprisoned by another magician. If they could find him, his two hands would join their own four to rule all Quendor!

MOOG: Hmmm… How do we find this magician?

As if in response to Moog’s question, an image began to form in the pool.

SLYE: Lookie there, Moog!

MOOG: Huh?!?

Moog and Slye had discovered the legendary oracle of the Zizbits! What did it mean?

MOOG: Very good Slye!

* * * * *

Leaving Egreth Castle behind them, the group traveled on along the western shore of the Flathead Ocean. They came to a fork in the road. One sign pointed down the coast to the Borphee River Delta. The other directed them inland to the city of Borphee. 

RYKER: Let’s take the inland route. It will save us a day’s journey.

FROBWIT: Finally, we are on our way to Accardi. The Enchanters’ Convention is only three days away!

* * * * *

SLYE: See, there’s your magician!

MOOG: It is a magician. But he’s not imprisoned!

They looked back into the oracle.

MOOG: Now, THAT is a trapped magician!

SLYE: That fat guy by the ball must be the one who put the magician inside it!

MOOG: Impossible! Only a powerful mage could do something like that! It must be that old wizard in the group. The prophecy didn’t say anything about the magician being trapped in a crystal ball. Hmmm…

Moog took another look at the spell book.

In crystal ball, magician trapped

Avoids for now intended death.

His vile soul at random spills,

And taints the air with dire breath.

Seven spills of power, then all is sapped.

Seven bursts count the fatal trend.

For if not yet freed from his prison –

The mage then meets his end.

MOOG: We’ve got to get that crystal before the seven spells are used up.

SLYE: Let’s tell them the crystal is dangerous. They they’ll ditch it and we can go get it!

MOOG: You idiot! If we warn them that the crystal ball is dangerous, they’ll destroy it on the spot! We must lure them here before the crystal has expelled all of its power. But how?

SLYE: We don’t even know where they are!

MOOG: Since they’re heading south on the coastal road, they must be going to Borphee. If my memory serves me well, they’ll be coming to the old Pheebor roadway. Hmmm…

SLYE: Hey, what if we changed the road sign?

MOOG: That plan is so simply it just might work. Luckily, I took a correspondence course in road sign changing. 

Moog chanted the ancient spell to reverse the signs to Borphee and Pheebor. 

MOOG: Kolmeer vool lat ferra kit tutu.

The spell was cast into the rippling waters of the oracle. Before their eyes, the sign changed! The spell had worked, but would the travelers take the bait?

* * * * *

The travelers were illuminated by brilliant flashes of lightning. It seems to have struck a little farther up the road. 

GURTHARK: Whoa!

The mules were acting strangely. 

FROBWIT: A summer storm needn’t frighten anyone!

ACIA: I don’t like this.

No sooner had the clouds appeared when they abruptly disappeared. The storm had passed. Ryker led the travelers onward. A short while later, the caravan came to a country lane leading off the main road.

RYKER: That’s strange. I can swear Borphee is the other way.

ACIA: Oh, come on, Ryker! I’ve got to get to Grandmummy’s house! If the road says Borphee, let’s take it!

Against Ryker’s better judgment, they followed the sign.

* * * * *

SLYE: Hey Moog, I thought up a pretty good plan, huh?

MOOG: You did well, Slye. And not a moment too soon. They’re at the sign now!

SLYE: Hey, Moog, I think they’ve fallen for it! They’re on the road to Pheebor!

MOOG: Come to us, my friends. Moog had plans for you all. Yes, Moog has plans!

* * * * *

The caravan set a leisurely pace along the quiet lane. It was sweet with wildflowers and meadow grass. Gurthark’s crystal ball lay in the back of the wagon, where one small bump could knock it off. The strange sphere barely moved. It almost seemed to have a mind of its own.

But later that day, an eerie light emanated from the ball. Suddenly, a flock of giant corbies appeared from nowhere! The huge carnivorous birds terrified the donkeys, pushing them on to dangerous speeds. Frobwit was overwhelmed by a sense of foreboding. The travelers’ peril did not go unnoticed.

* * * * *

Moog and Slye saw another image bubbling in the pool. They watched the travelers through the oracle in the ruins of the Zizbit temple. The oracle revealed that the caravan was in trouble! 

MOOG: Drat! There’s the first peril!

* * * * *

Frobwit’s fears were justified. A corbie was swooping toward him, ready to snatch him out of the wagon! The corbie’s sharp talons dug into Frobwit’s flesh as the wizard was carried high above the meadowlands.

Grabbing his long bow, Ryker bravely fought off the winged aggressors. The scout took careful aim. A final arrow hit home.

GURTHARK: Whoa, boys, whoa!

Gurthark was giddy with relief.

GURTHARK: Good shooting, Ryker! I think you got them all! Our journey will go well, eh, Frobwit? Frobwit?!? He’s gone!

ACIA: The birds must have gotten him!

RYKER: We must go back and find him!

GURTHARK: But the birds are back there!!! They’ll get us, too!!!

Despite Gurthark’s protests, the caravan retraced its steps. The birds were nowhere to be seen and neither was Frobwit. 

RYKER: We’ve done all we can.

ACIA: Poor Frobwit.

The caravan resumed its journey. To reach safer territory, they traveled through the night, taking turns guiding the donkeys. 

* * * * *

When Moog and Slye looked back into the oracle, they saw a terrible sight! A giant corbie had dragged the wizard away from the caravan… and the crystal ball!

MOOG: We’ve got to keep him alive! Maybe there’s something I can do…

In her correspondence class on Getting Out of a Pinch, Moog had learned a handy spell. Summoning every iota of her fledgling powers, she cast the spell into the oracle. What would happen?

* * * * *

FROBWIT: Well, this is a pretty predicament…

Frobwit must find a means of escape! The next stop was undoubtably the open mouth of a corbie chick. But before he’d determined how to save himself, he found himself transformed into a porcupine! The corbie released its hold, sending Frobwit plunging toward the ground! Luckily, he landed on a soft thatched roof. 

Before he could catch his breath, Frobwit resumed his human form. What had happened? His ordeal so disoriented him that he barely noticed the figure standing before him. 

GUMBOZ: What have we here?

FROBWIT: Huh? Who… who are you?

GUMBOZ: Who am I? A porcupine crashed through my roof, changes into a man, and asks who am I? I think you are the one with some explaining to do! After all, it’s clear that you’re almost as dangerous as I am. Hee hee hee! Allow me to introduce myself. I am Gumboz the Magnificent, wizard of the central regions, owner of this hut. And who may I ask, are you?

FROBWIT: I am Frobwit the Fair, wizard of the northlands! Was it you who changed me into a porcupine?

GUMBOZ: No, indeedy! I can see that there is much to explain. But first, we must tend to your wounds.

GUMBOZ: There you go! What caused these grievous injuries?

FROBWIT: Giant corbies, cruel of beak and claw!

GUMBOZ: But there are no giant corbies in these parts!

Frobwit recounted the caravan’s adventures. 

GUMBOZ: Very interesting! I suspect those corbies were created by black magic. 

FROBWIT: Ah! That would explain many things.

GUMBOZ: You will need some protection as you journey onwards. 

From its resting place, Gumboz removed a sword forged in the fabled workshops of the elves. 

GUMBOZ: Take with you this elfin sword. It will glow with a bright light to warn you of danger and its razor-sharp blade will fell the fiercest foe. 

FROBWIT: How can I thank you?

GUMBOZ: Think nothing of it.

* * * * *

It looked as though the magician had vanished, but the image dissolved before Moog could make sure!

SLYE: That was sharp thinking, Moog! I hope it worked! Now we’d better keep an eye on that wizard. 

MOOG: We need to follow the crystal ball! Or we’ll never know how close the magician is to losing his power!

SLYE: I’ll go steal the crystal and bring it back here.

MOOG: Fool! The crystal is already on its way! It’s the wizard we need! He’s the only one who can release the magician from the ball! You go get him, Slye! You should find him just south of Castle Egreth. 

Before Moog could change her mind, Slye had slipped away on his mission. Would he succeed? 

* * * * *

Finally, Slye had a chance to prove that he could be just as clever as Moog! Slye’s faithful horse, Dobo, was waiting for him. This was the first time Slye had set out on an adventure without Moog. He felt a strange thrill of excitement. 

* * * * *

Moog was sleepy, but she knew she must watch the crystal ball. It was creepy to be alone in the dark temple, but Moog kept her guard. The next morning, her diligence was rewarded. The crystal ball had sent out another deadly burst of evil! How would it affect the caravan?

* * * * *

The next morning, the caravan stopped for breakfast. It was hard to eat without their friend Frobwit. An eerie glow emanated from the crystal ball. 

ACIA: This breakfast isn’t agreeing with me!

RYKER: Sweetheart, what’s wrong?

ACIA: Oh…..I feel awful!

Acia stared blankly. She seemed to be slipping away!! 

* * * * *

Acia’s sudden illness caused panic to those who watched her in secret. Moog watched the crystal ball release more of its precious essence. 

MOOG: Five more bursts from the crystal ball and the last magician will be lost forever!

* * * * *

The crystal ball had caused the lovely Acia to become desperately ill!

RYKER: Acia is deathly ill.

GURTHARK. Gasp!!! WE must find a doctor!

RYKER: No doctor can help her. I’ve seen that strange palor before; some deadly magic had caused this illness. 

GURTHARK: Oh no!!! What can we do?!

They laid Acia gently upon the ground. She looked worse with every passing moment. 

RYKER: Only one thing can save her… the magical gumpwort fungus. It’s an incredibly difficult job to get it… but I will risk anything to save Acia. 

RYKER: Keep Acia warm and dry. I’ll return as soon as I can. 

GURTHARK: Take care of yourself, Ryker! 

Ryker set off on his dangerous mission. Gurthark watched as he rode away. Now he was left all alone to take care of Acia. Gurthark made up a soft bedroll for Acia. All he could do was wait. 

* * * * *

By the next morning, Gumboz’s soothing potions had healed Frobwit’s wounds. Armed with his elfin sword and a bag of provisions, the old wizard continued on his way to Accardi. 

GUMBOZ: Good luck, Frostbits!

FROBWIT: That’s Frobwit! Farewell, Gumboz! Thank you for your hospitality and especially for the sword!

Gumboz watched as Frobwit walked away, wishing that he still had the strength to make such a journey. 

Although he walked all morning, Frobwit met no other travelers on the lonely inland road. Eventually he came to a junction in the road. A path led east, with a sign pointing to the Delta Highway. 

FROBWIT: On a better-traveled road, I will surely find transport and shelter. 

The path led to a giant forest. It was dark and creepy inside, thick with cobwebs and glittering with large bright eyes of unknown animals. The wizard, Frobwit, was indeed in the forest – and not far away…

* * * * *

An image of Slye shimmered into view!

MOOG: Maybe he has found the old wizard!

As quickly as he had appeared… Slye disappeared! What was he up to?!?

MOOG: That fool! I should have gone myself and left him here to sit by the oracle!

* * * * *

Slye had ridden all night. He didn’t even feel tired! The next afternoon, he traveled until he came to the edge of a great forest. He could see a pale figure moving within. Maybe it was the wizard! Slye disappeared into the forest. Its gloomy darkness didn’t frighten him. In fact, he thought it was the perfect place for an ambush. He urged Dobo on toward the spot where he’d seen the pale figure. Suddenly…

Slye wasn’t scared by a pair of eyes. Moog had taught him that old trick long ago!

SLYE: Come on out! Ol’ Slye’s smarter than to fall for that!

But this was no wizard’s trick!

SLYE: YIKES!

WOODDEVIL: You’ll make a fine stew for the cauldron, my delicious morsel!

SLYE: A…a…a… wooddevil!

WOODDEVIL: ARRRRG!! You are a smart one. Your brains will be extra tasty!

Slye was doomed: there was no escaping a hungry wooddevil. Or was there?

* * * * *

The elfin sword began to glow, warning Frobwit of danger. It could be anything!

FROBWIT: I’m getting out of here!

Fleeing down the dark path, he came upon a terrible sight! A lad on horseback was about to become a wooddevil’s dinner! [A young man named Slye had come to trap Frobwit. But instead, Slye was trapped by a dread wooddevil!] Before the beast could strike, Frobwit’s elfin sword flew out of his hand. From the depths of the forest, Slye saw a strange glowing sword suddenly appear. It flew toward the wooddevil, slicing deeply into his chest to hack it open…

WOODDEVIL: ARRRRRRR…

…and spilling[gushing] the beast’s vile blood upon the undergrowth. 

Slye could hardly believe his eyes. The wooddevil lay dead and the wizard stood before him! The old coot had saved his life!

SLYE: You saved my life! How can I thank you?

FROBWIT: Let’s get out of here – there may be more!

SLYE: Hop on my horse and I’ll take you anywhere, pal! Just get me outta here in one piece!

The black horse, Dobo, carried them swiftly through the forest and out onto the open road. At last they drew to a halt and finally paused for breath.

FROBWIT: Allow me to introduce myself, my lad. I am Frobwit the Fair, wizard of the Northlands!

What a peacock! Even though he owed his life to the geezer, Slye couldn’t resist a snappy reply.

SLYE: Pleased to meet you! I’m Slye the Stupendous, magician of the Southlands. 

But the old coot was pretty sharp after all. He saw right off that Slye was bluffing. 

FROBWIT: Ho ho, my boy! I’d know a magician if I saw one, and I can tell you’re no magician. 

Sly was forced to admit that he really didn’t have much magical experience at all.

SLYE: Well, I’d like to be. I haven’t had much chance to learn anything. 

But it didn’t seem to matter to the wiz. In fact, this was perhaps Frobwit’s chance to get a ride to Accardi and a new apprentice in one fell swoop!

FROBWIT: If you take me to Accardi, I’ll teach[give] you some pointers. 

SLYE: You’d really teach me magic?

Wow! Not even Moog would do that! It had been a long time since anyone had been this kind to Slye.

SLYE: It’s a deal! Hop on board!

Frobwit and Slye got on famously; the two got along just fine. What luck for Frobwit that the young man was willing to take him. Too bad Slye had to bring the old fellow back to Moog. Who knew what she would do to him!

* * * * *

Ryker knew he’d have to hurry. He didn’t trust Gurthark to care for Acia, but there was no alternative. He could only hope that she would still be alive when he returned. Ryker’s stallion carried him swiftly toward the mountains. The mesa where the gumpwort mushrooms grew was some distance from the campsite. It was no easy take to ford the swiftly-running river at the base of the mesa, and more difficult still to scale the steep slope. But for Ryker, no difficulty was insurmountable. 

RYKER: Acia, I hope you appreciate this…

Guarding the mushrooms was a giant lum ox. A mythical creature with ivory horns, the lum ox was fiercely protective of the mushrooms. Ryker had come across such creatures before. They did not intimidate him. 

Why wasn’t this human fleeing in terror at the mere sight of his massive form? Ryker’s lack of fear made the lum ox wild with anger. So wild that he didn’t see the trap Ryker had set! 

The lumx ox’s fury centered on the billowing cape. He recklessly charged toward it, plunging headlong over the edge of the mesa! The beast met his end in the swiftly-running river. 

With the lum ox out of the way, it was an easy job to pick the gumpwort. 

RYKER: Now Acia will live!

Ryker didn’t think anyone would mind that he’d taken the mushroom. He tucked the gumpwort into his leather pouch. Soon the tall mesa lay behind him.

* * * * *

The mystery crystal ball lay in its bed of quilts. While Gurthark slept, someone else kept watch over his possessions.
* * * * *

All day long, and well into the night, Moog watched the oracle. She dared not look for Slye again. She must keep track of the crystal ball! 

Late that night… The crystal ball glowed with a fiery brilliance. Moog could see what was happening in her oracle, but she couldn’t prevent the catastrophe that followed. Just then, the crystal ball caused a fire in the caravan wagon! The silken coverlets Gurthark was taking to market were all in flames! Moog was horrified to see the third burst of evil!

* * * * *

Gurthark was dozing by the embers of the campfire. 

GURTHARK: Fire!!! Oh no! My coverlets!

Gurthark managed to put out the fire. But… 

GURTHARK: Mirik’s going to kill me! More than half the cargo is destroyed! And Acia seems weaker than ever! Oh, I wish Ryker were here!

* * * * *

Swept along by the current, the body of the lum ox traveled downstream. The stream joined the Bor River, carrying the ox more swiftly toward the vast expanse of the sea. At the junction of the Bor and Phee Rivers, the ruins of an ancient city glistened in the moonlight.

On the plateau high above the ruined city sat the temple of the Zizbits. Hiding out in the temple was Moog, a seedy magician plotting the formation of an evil triumvirate. There was only one problem. The magician Moog needed to from the Triax was imprisoned in a crystal, and he was slowly losing his power!

She forced herself to stay awake through the night, her fears growing as the hours passed. Shadowy figures flickered overhead. Was Moog hallucinating from lack of sleep?

* * * * *

But Gurthark had several more hours of worrying ahead of him until Ryker at last made his way back to the campsite where Gurthark and Acia awaited him. 

RYKER: Gurthark! How is she?

GURTHARK. She’s almost gone, Ryker!!! Did you get the mushroom?

RYKER: It wasn’t easy… but I got it.

GURTHARK: Thank God!

* * * * *

Acia could feel herself being drawn out of her body to someplace strange and sinister. Was it a nightmare? It didn’t seem like one. The heat and small around her were all very real. 

Radnor – or what was left of him – had summoned her into his hellish reality! 

ACIA: Wh… what do you want with me?

RADNOR: How soon we forget! You are my queen, Althea! And you shall help me escape from my vile prison!

ACIA: I… I’m not Althea! And I’m not your queen! You tricked me, with your crown and your jewels!!

RADNOR: You dare to defy me?!?  HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA.

As Radnor’s maniacal laughter filled her ears, Acia suddenly found herself being drawn away…

The gumpwort fungi swiftly did its work. Acia was saved!

ACIA: Ohhhh… 

GURTHARK: Acia, are you all right?

ACIA. Yes… I think so. 

RYKER: My darling!

Acia soon felt much better and the caravan was once again on its way. 

RYKER: The mushrooms were much closer than I expected. We must be off-course. 

* * * * *

That evening, Frobwit and Slye had a great time around the campire at night. Frobwit had some awesome stories to tell. He entertained Slye with tales of his magical escapades. 

SLYE: Tell me more about the hobgoblin harem!

FROBWIT: Well, they were planning a virgin sacrifice, and only needed some spider’s legs for the cauldron…

The old man was really something! Slye couldn’t help but be impressed by all he’d seen and done.

SLYE: Tell me again how you avoided the night gaunts!

FROBWIT: Gladly! Since the night gaunts were already enchanted, I cleverly…

* * * * *

As dawn broke over the ruined city…

MOOG: We must get this over with! Perhaps Slye has found the wizard. He’s our only hope!

Moog felt better. It looked like Slye was doing his job.

* * * * *

The next day, early in the morning, they were back on the road. Frobwit entertained Slye as they rode along. But the pleasant comradery only made Slye realize how much he had missed. He had always thought of Moog as his best friend, but now he realized he was little more than her slave. If only he could have a friend like Frobwit!

* * * * *

As dawn broke, the caravan came upon an overgrown path heading southeast. Ryker promptly turned down it. 

By mid-morning, the travelers had reached the shore of the great Borphee River. 

GURTHARK: How will we get the cart across the river?

RYKER: Fear not, Gurthark. You’ll get your quilts to Accardi!

Ryker gestured to a ferryboat docked by the river. An enormous bearded fellow napped alongside it. Ryker approached the ferryman. 

RYKER: Wake up, you hairy brogmoid!

GURTHARK: Watch out, Ryker! That fellow is rather large!

The crusty old fellow flung his arms around Ryker!

Gurthark was relieved to see that the embrace was a friendly one. 

OZARK: Haw! If it ain’t me ol’ nephew!

RYKER: Uncle Ozark!

OZARK: What kin I do fer ya!?!

RYKER: Can your sails take us to Accardi?

OZARK: ALL ABOARD! Woooo! Ya didn’t tell me ya was escortin’ royalty!

Now Acia saw the family resemblance between Ozark and Ryker. 

OZARK: She’s a fine catch! Ya lucked into this one, matey!

RYKER: Some call it luck, others call it skill!

OZARK: Haw haw!!

ACIA: MEN!

The ferry set sail for Accardi.

* * * * *

Later that afternoon, Frobwit made good on his promise to teach Slye some basic spells. He tested Slye’s magical aptitude under the guise of teaching him some basic spells. 

FROBWIT: Alright, Slye, I want you to concentrate very hard and think of a person or place you know well. 

All sorts of images flew through Slye’s mind. He couldn’t decide which one to choose. Suddenly, one of the ugliest women Frobwit had ever seen appeared before them. It was Moog’s ghostly face. Slye hadn’t even thought of her! What had happened?!? Little did Slye know that Moog was watching him in her reflecting pool at that very moment!

The kid was a natural! Without further hesitation, Frobwit offered him the apprenticeship. 

FROBWIT: Very good, Slye! You’re a natural! I have just lost my apprentice. Perhaps you’d consider taking his place.

SLYE: Wow! You’ll teach me everything you know? I’ll be a REAL magician then!

FROBWIT: So it’s agree! You will accompany me to the convention as my apprentice.

Moog would have been horrified to know that Slye was growing genuinely fond of the old wizard. 

* * * * *

MOOG: Maybe everything will be all right, after all. And we’ll have power over all Quendor!

Moog thought it would be fun to rule the kingdom. She’d show everyone who was boss! She’d be rich, too! No more drudgery for Moog! The Zizbit spell book called the Triax an evil force. And the trapped magician was evil, too. Moog didn’t want to be evil. She just wanted the riches and power she deserved. Now she had to steal and fight for that wealth and power. But as ruler of Quendor, it would all be hers! She could worry about the details later, but now she must see to it that they form the Triax!

MOOG: I wonder where the caravan is now?

The caravan had boarded a ferry, which was gliding smoothly down a river. 

MOOG: Hmmm… they seem to be all right. They must be on the Bor River, upstream from Pheebor. 

* * * * *

Later that day, Frobwit and Slye arrived at the shore of the great Borphee River. But Slye had bigger things on his mind then pleasant views. How would he tell Moog about Frobwit? 

How pleasant it would be to go boating! Frobwit idly wondered who was on that ferry boat. If only he knew that the passengers were Ryker, Acia, and Gurthark!

* * * * *

It was wonderful to bask in the warm sunshine. Gurthark relaxed by doing a little fishing. 

GURTHARK: Oh boy! A bite!

Gurthark hoped a tasty blue thrub was on the end of the line. Gurthark was in luck! Suddenly… Gurthark was pulled into the dark waters of the river!

RYKER: Hey, Gurthark, keep it down! We’re trying to get some sleep.

OZARK: Man overboard!!

ACIA: Oh, my god! He’ll drown!

Ryker searched frantically through the murky waters! Sadly, he realized that he was too late. 

* * * * *

MOOG: Oh my! What now?

The crystal ball was once more threatening the travelers. One of them had been dragged off the ferry.

MOOG: The fourth spell has been released! Only three remain!

* * * * *

OZARK: I’ve seen many a lad go to his watery grave, mate. Gets yer every time!

Ryker stood exhausted by the bow, stricken with grief and defeat. Ozark was proud of his nephew’s bravery and loyalty. Acia was proud, too. 

OZARK: Poor lad. ‘Tis a shame.

Ryker and Acia could only mourn the loss of their friend. Ryker felt particularly bad. He had been hired to protect the caravan; now two of its members were gone. 

OZARK: Come. I got some ol’ grog stowed away. ‘Twould fix what ails ye. 

But even Ozark’s grog could not comfort them. Their only solace was in each other. 

OZARK: I’ll be goin’ below now. 

Acia and Ryker did not hear Ozark’s words. They could hear nothing by the pounding of each other’s hearts. They could feel nothing but the warmth of each other’s bodies as they drew close together. 

* * * * *

Gurthark held his breath as the monster dragged him far downstream. He was yanked forward as the serpent came to an abrupt halt. Gurthark hoped the beast wasn’t hungry. 

GURTHARK: Aarrrgle!

In a final, desperate attempt at survival, Gurthark blinded the beast. Fleeing the wounded monster,  he was caught up in the swift undercurrent. 

The two rivers flowed into the great Borphee River. The body of the lum ox floated on into the dawn. After a thousand years of guarding the sacred mushrooms, the lum ox had met his senseless end. He might have felt some consolation in knowing that he could still offer protection to someone in need…

An immense, hairy object loomed before him. Gurthark clambered up it, gasping for breath. He had reached the surface just in time. He had endd up on the decaying body of the lum ox! The smell was disgusting, but it was better than risking his life in the perilous waters of the river. 

GURTHARK: HELP!!!!

The river was wide and swift, and the ferry carrying Ryker and Acia was nowhere in sight. 

GURTHARK: If I could only reach the shore… Ryker and Acia are sure to come by sooner or later!

Suddenly a strange fog followed across the river…

GURTHARK: Good heavens! What…?

A figure in a fantastic boat materialized out of the fog. Who could it be? It was an elfin princess named Myla, who had been sent forth on an important mission! She had been sent to find someone who could defeat the Cyclops threatening the Elfin Kingdom. And here was a handsome warrior not lacking in courage! He had defeated the legendary lum ox!

Gurthark could hardly believe his eyes. It was a beautiful elfin female! At Egreth Castle, Gurthark had experienced bravery and courage for the first time in his life. How an equally unfamiliar emotion swept through him!

MYLA: Heti, galgin! Hom fyn ber bargon! Kyr min hantak? (O brave one, we have great need of a warrior such as you! A deadly foe threatens my kingdom! Will you help us defeat it?)

He did not know elfin language, but she seemed to be offering him the safety of her boat. 

GURTHARK: Thank you! If you’ll take me to the shore, I can wait for my friends there. 

Myla could not understand the warrior’s garbled tongue, but he seemed willing to help.

MYLA: Mekla shin! Bog ty hurtak med vizzy tooh! (You must bring the lum ox horns as proof of your bravery. My father will be much pleased to see them.)

The woman gestured toward the ivory horns. It was thoughtful of her to remind Gurthark to bring them! With a great show of strength, the warrior Gurthark tugged at the ivory horns, wrenching them from the beast. The rotting flesh easily gave up the prize.
ELF: Medla hyr ty mizzy! Ber galim karnon. (Perhaps you will decide to remain with us as husband to one of our maidens. Many of our men have been killed in battle.)

She welcomed Gurthark aboard her boat. He had never seen such a sweet smile! The brave one stepped into the boat. Myla was glad that he had agreed to come. She herself was of marriageable age, and there were few men worthy of a princess. But all this must wait…

The boat disappeared into the very mists whence it came. Great battles lay ahead, and much hardship, before the Kingdom of the Elves would be free from peril. Many seasons would pass before Gurthark saw his friends again. But where he went, and what he did there, is a story for another day!

* * * * *

Night fell over the land. The elfin boat had long since departed when Frobwit and Slye neared the Borphee River Bridge. 

SLYE: We are not far from Accardi!

FROBWIT: Our long journey is nearing its end.

* * * * *

Through the day and into her fourth sleepless night, Moog watched the rippling pool. Every now and then, she looked out at the Bor River, but the ferry was nowhere to be seen. It was visible only in the waters of her oracle, where she could follow the course of the caravan. There were only two travelers now… and the crystal ball was still with them! The hussy seemed to be having some luck with the handsome fellow. If only Moog could be so lucky! As if in answer to Moog’s wish, a strange rumbling came from deep inside the oracle. The rumbling grew louder, as though some dread being was struggling to the surface. 

An enormous bubble appeared in the pool. It heaved menacingly and shot right out of the oracle, forming an immense luminous mass. The mass transmogrified into a cloaked figure. 

MOOG: Oh my…!

The apparition hovered before her.

PHANTOM: Who dares to disturb these sacred grounds?!

MOOG: Uh… I… er…

PHANTOM: Answer me!

MOOG: Er… I am Moog. I… um…. I was sent to guard this temple.

PHANTOM: You lie! The enchanted circle was our protection!

Moog ran as fast as her stout body could manage! She waited outside in the chilly night air. She HAD to get back in there! Otherwise, she would never know when it was time to form the Triax!

Hours passed…

* * * * *

When day had turned to dusk, the gumpwort who Ryker had picked came to life. Ryker hadn’t realized that the mushroom was part of a fairy council circle, as sacred as it was magic!

FRIPP: Owww! Someone ripped my wings off!

Xina, the leader of the fairies, looked around for the lum ox. 

XINA: Where is our guardian?!?

FRIPP: He’s gone!!!

Xina flew to the edge of the cliff. Their precious guardian was nowhere to be seen!

XINA: He would never leave on his own! What harm has come to him!?! A curse upon the demon who has violated this circle! We’ll take his soul and set it spinning forever in the void!

The fairies set off in search of the fiend who had harmed their guardian! Wingless, Fripp could not join the search. The bright-plumaged bird who was Fripp’s special friend flew down to him. 

FRIPP: Keeto!

The bird watched over the mesa during the daylight hours when the fairies were asleep. Keeto told Fripp the terrible news: a mortal had stolen his wings and driven the lum ox over the cliff!

FRIPP: Did you see where he went?

KEETO: Yes, but many hours have passed! If we hurry, we may catch him!

FRIPP: Keeto, you are now my wings!

There was no time to wait for the others. Fripp and Keeto set off on their quest for the villain. But it would be many a long day before they found him. 

* * * * *

By nightfall, Slye and Frobwit had passed through Borphee and were once again on the coastal road. They would make camp and resume their journey in the morning. Slye looked forward to hearing more of Frobwit’s stories. Frobwit told Slye about his adventurers at Egreth Castle. 

FROBWIT: …and then I said ‘Buzmuz Mugwart Fooblart’ and trapped the evil magician forever in a crystal ball…

Slye was horrified! He’d planned to trick Frobwit into reversing the spell, thus releasing the magician. But now this was the last thing he wanted. Moog would use the magician and himself to form the evil Triax!

SLYE: You’d better not say that spell! You never know what might happen!

FROBWIT: Don’t be absurd, Slye, there’s no danger in repeating a good tale. But now we must rest. Tomorrow’s the big day.

* * * * *

The next day, their long difficult journey reached its end. Acia and Ryker arrived at Accardi-by-the-Sea. Ozark bid them a final farewell. He could only wonder who his next passengers might be. 

OZARK: Good luck!

A festive air pervaded the little town, which was gaily decorated for the Enchanters’ Convention. A pleasant lane led out of town to where Acia’s grandmother lived on a knoll overlooking the harbor. 

ACIA: Oh, Ryker, I hope she’s still with us!

RYKER: May the Implementors provide her with many more years. 

ACIA: Oh… oh, yes… many years…

Why did Acia seem to hesitate? Silence fell between them. 

I hope she lives long enough to make a will in my favor. Grandmother’s wealth would give me the freedom to live in the grand style I deserve. It’s a shame that Grandmummy didn’t like closer for if she had, we may have been great friends. 

* * * * *

Later that day, three strangers appeared on the dock. They stood staring at Ozark’s ship. 

OZARK: What kin I do fer ya, fellas?

The tall one spoke in a strange voice that seemed to come from another world. 

FIGURE: We require the use of your vessel. 

OZARK: Haw! That’s rich! Only Ozark controls his own vessel. Now, be gone with ya!

The group stood in silence, their gaze seeming to pierce through him. Ozark felt incapable of turning away. Suddenly he heard himself saying…

OZARK: Well, get on board! I ain’t got all day!

The strange trio glided up the ramp. Ozark didn’t understand why he’d agreed to take them on.

* * * * *

Slye and Frobwit were on their way to the Convention of Enchanters and Sorcerers at Accardi-by-the-Sea! The day was waning when the travelers finally arrived at the city. Slye was glad that Moog was hiding out in Pheebor. He didn’t want to risk running into her on the street. Frobwit hoped he hadn’t missed the opening ceremony!

They stood at the portal of the Enchanter’s Guild Hall. It rose majestically before them. It had been some years since Frobwit was last there, but Slye couldn’t wait to get inside. The hall was a sacred place, and Frobwit could not help but feel proud to be a magician.
The Hall was filled with magicians. For the first time in his life, Slye felt important. 

* * * * *

A full moon was rising over the Great Sea as they drove up to Acia’s grandmother’s house. The house was not as grand as Acia had imagined it to be. But it was still quite pretty.
ACIA: Here we are. Will you come in with my, Ryker?

RYKER: There is one thing I must do first. Gurthark hired me to protect his goods and passengers. I couldn’t save Gurthark, but I can deliver his goods to Mirik. 

ACIA: Oh, Ryker, you’re so noble!

RYKER: We’ll take his personal things back to his family up North. Here’s his sack, Acia. Why don’t you take it into the house? 

As Ryker handed over the sack, a mysterious glow emanated from it. A strange tingle spread from his fingertips to his toes. 

ACIA: Take care, my love!

RYKER: I’ll be back as soon as I deliver the quilts to Mirik.

Ryker hoped that Acia would be all right. As she slipped into the house, Ryker felt his insides writhing in pain!

RYKER: I’d better hurry before I feel even worse!

He left Acia behind in the darkened house and headed into town.

* * * * *

Acia half-expected the door to be bolted. But it swung open at her touch. 

ACIA: Hello! Anybody home?

She tried to look as sweet and angelic as possible. 

ACIA: Grandmummy!

Her grandmother looked terrible! Acia wondered if she recognized her. 

ACIA: Grandmummy!

ALTHEA: Who’s there?

ACIA: It’s Acia.

Acia’s grandmother, Althea stared at the shadowy figure at the foot of her bed. It was a young woman… she looked vaguely familiar. Perhaps it was her new nurse. 

ALTHEA: Are you my new nurse?

ACIA: Grandmummy, it’s me!

Althea strained to hear the girl. She sounded helpful and friendly. She seemed to be offering Althea some tea. But Althea was too tired to have any right then. 

ALTHEA: Thank you, I would love some tea. But now I must rest. Goodbye!

The old woman slipped off into a deep sleep filled with memories of times long past…

ACIA: She didn’t even recognize me!

Acia took the opportunity to see if she could find Grandummy’s will. It seemed that she was just in time to cash in on it. Acia rummaged through Grandmummy’s things, but she was unable to turn up either the will or the fortune. If she couldn’t find a will, everything would go to the kingdom! 

* * * * *

Althea had once been a carefree beauty, with many handsome lovers and a gift for magic inherited from a Zizbit ancestor. She graduated from the Borphee Magic School, where she had flirted with all the boys. Her favorite had been a bold young magician named Radnor, who was always teasing a homely by likeable fellow named Frobwit. 

But like swept her along on its strange, twisting path. She married a sea captain and settled down. But her marriage did not last long. Her husband was reported missing after a treacherous gale. Now a widow, she had not practiced magic in many years. Her strength and beauty had deteriorated along with her spirit. 

Three days ago, Althea had awoken at night to find an intruder in her room. The shock was a blow to her already perilous health. To make things worse, she had not seen her nurse since!

* * * * *

Her dream faded. Acia returned to the bedside just as Gran was waking up. When she looked up, she saw that the girl had stayed by her side. It was nice to once again have someone to care for her. The only people who had visited recently were greedy relative after her life savings. 

ALTHEA: Who’s there?

ACIA: It’s Acia! Oh, Gran, please remember me!

Gazing at the lovely girl, Althea with sudden joy realized who she was! It was Acia, her favorite granddaughter from the Northlands!

ALTHEA: Acia? Oh, my dear! Is that you?

ACIA: Yes! Now, before it’s too late… where is your will?

ALTHEA: My will grows weaker by the day, I’m afraid. 

Althea’s thoughts were interrupted by a loud unnerving noise coming from the sack at Acia’s feet. A strange glow filled the room. An electric sensation coursed through Althea’s body. Without warning, Grandmummy miraculously regained all the loveliness and vigor of her youth, while her granddaughter Acia became as weak, withered, stooped and wrinkled as a woman many times her age!

ALTHEA: Acia!

Her decrepit granddaughter rushed to the looking glass! The mirror revealed the terrifying truth! Acia’s tormented screams filled the house. 

ACIA: Aaaaaaaaahhhhhh!

Her fabled beauty was now no more than a legend! Grandmummy looked on with concern. Acia had not only lost her beauty and strength, but also her spirit. She was fading fast. Acia seemed to feel as weak as she looked. Althea persuaded her to lie down. 

ALTHEA: Lie down, dear. 

There must be sorcery behind this. And she thought that she might know how to dispel it. Althea went directly to a hiding place in the corner of her room. It was empty! She was stunned! Where was the Zizbit spell book?

* * * * *

The book was in the hands of the very person who had stolen it from Althea’s house several days before! From the book, the thief, Moog, had learned how to form an evil force called the Triax. She’d been hiding out at the Zizbit Temple in the ruins of Pheebor, waiting for the right moment. But now the Zizbit phantoms had forced her out of the temple and away from her magic oracle!

Moog had fallen asleep in the warmth of the sun. Hours passed… It wasn’t until night that she reawakened. What had she missed? Had the crystal ball released all seven of its spells, ending Moog’s hope of forming the Triax? 

It seemed that the Zizbit phantoms had returned to their resting place. Moog knew that she must venture back into the temple. She arrived just in time to see an image shimmering in the oracle. It was Slye, smiling with the wizard as though they were old chums! He was supposed to have brought the wizard back to the ruins! Where were they now?

MOOG: That good-for-nothing! I never should have trusted him! Dare I stay here by myself?

Moog though she had better check up on the caravan and the crystal ball. The oracle showed only the old lady’s house where she’d stolen the spell book! What was going on?

* * * * *

The house belonged to Acia’s grandmother! Acia lay within, magically changed into an old woman! Althea knew that she might find help at the Convention of Enchanters and Sorcerers. I must leave at once! Perhaps I can find something suitable to wear in Acia’s trunk.

Grandmummy slipped out of the room. She reappeared in a stunning silk dress she had found in Acia’s trunk. Before leaving, Althea took one last look at her ailing granddaughter. Acia looked fragile and terrified. The Zizbit book could surely help her. But where was it?!? Well, there were other ways to break evil enchantments.

ALTHEA: I’ll be back as soon as I can, dear. And don’t worry… I’ll find a way to help you!

She bid farewell, trying to appear cheerful and confident. But things looked grim…

Althea hurried into the night in search of help. The dark streets were no place to be alone, with thieves and hooligans preying on the conventioneers

* * * * *

Ryker was in luck: Mirik’s was still open. He could deliver Gurthark’s quilts… and the bad news. Ryker stepped into the ship. The proprietor was busy with another customer. 

RYKER: Eeergh!

The pain kept getting worse. It was even hard to speak. 

RYKER: MIRIK!

KEEPER: May I help you, sir?

RYKER: Eeergh!! You take news good!

KEEPER: That’s because I’m not Mirik; I simply run his Accardi store. And luck for you, too! He’s furious! The shipment of coverlets is long overdue!

RYKER: Mirik relax! Quilts in wagon!

They went out into the damp night. The distant sounds of revelry came from the Enchaters’ Guild Hall.

KEEPER: Mirik will be quite pleased to learn the quilts arrived! What’s this…? Two quilts and a Pile of ashes?!? What have you done, you monkey grinder?!!

Ryker felt a rage building inside him…

RYKER: Uuurgh!

…making the pain worse…

RYKER: Aaaarhhh!

KEEPER: Hey! Don’t growl at me, mister!

KEEPER: Forget the quilts! Please…!

RYKER: Aaarrrggghhhh!!! Grrghh!

KEEPER: Ahhhhhh!

RYKER: AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAARGGGHHH!!!!

KEEPER: No… please…!

KEEPER: Don’t think you can get away with this! We’ll put an end to you!

RYKER: Rrrggghhh!

Ryker fled from the mercantile shop, running blindly through the dark streets of Accardi. Suddenly, a cloaked figure suddenly materialized out of the gloom. Althea was knocked to the ground by an immense half-naked creature!

RYKER: Grrrrr!

ALTHEA: Please don’t harm[hurt] me!!

He had slammed right into her, knocking her to the ground! Was she all right? It was a beautiful maiden! She didn’t seem to be hurt.

ALTHEA: Wh…who are you?

Ryker tried to tell her. 

RYKER: Uhhhnnnn arrghhhh…

As the creature seemed about to speak, he was suddenly interrupted by pounding footsteps and the glimmer of torches.

VILLAGER: There he is! Let’s get him!

RYKER: ARRRRGH!!!

Ryker cast one last glance at the beautiful woman as he stumbled past. Who could she be? It was Acia’s grandmother, Althea! That very afternoon, she had magically regained her youth, while Acia had been transformed into a feeble old woman!

Althea watched as the beast ran over the hill. They chased him. Where was he headed? Oddly, she had felt compassion for the creature. But now she had her own troubles to worry about. Despite the creature’s fearsome appearance, he seemed gentle. Althea hoped he would escape the mob. But she had no time to worry about him. She must hurry on to the Enchanters’ Guild Hall.

* * * * *

Althea would have been shocked to learn that the creature was heading straight for her own house! It was Ryker, her granddaughter’s boyfriend, who had been transformed by sorcery into a grotesque form!

VILLAGER: We’re going to skin you alive!

Ryker easily outran the villagers. He had to get back to Acia!

No one was in sight when he reached Acia’s grandmother’s house. The massive oak door was locked shut.

RYKER: Ggggrrrrhhhhhhhhhh! Aaaaarrrrowwwwgh!

It was no match for Ryker’s monstrous strength… Ryker stormed through the house, desperately seeking the only one who could comfort him. 

* * * * *

Acia was left alone in the quiet house. She was horrified at her plight! How could this have happened? If only she’d been able to go with Grandmummy! The crystal ball had rolled out of its sack. Acia’s gaze fell upon it. There was something weird about it. She had seen it turn that same strange color many times in the past few days. Was it sending out some sort of evil rays? Acia wanted to flee the vile thing, but her ancient body hadn’t the energy to run! She was trapped! To make things even worse, she heard a loud crash, followed by the sound of heavy footsteps on the stairs!

A monstrous creature appeared in the doorway! It crashed through into the room and came upon the old woman lying in bed. Acia was terrified! He wanted Acia!

RYKER: Arrgghh!

ACIA: Eeeeeee!!!!

RYKER: Mmmmnnnnh. Hhhmmm. Rrrroowwwwghhhhhgggggt!!!!!

ACIA: Ryker?!?

RYKER: Aaaayyyshha!!!

ACIA: The crystal ball did this! I know it! Remember how it glowed`? It was sending out some evil force!

RYKER: Mnnnhhh?

ACIA: I’m sure that’s what made me sick, too! But you cured me!

Ryker paused. He remembered what he had hidden in his pouch. Half a mushroom… a magic mushroom. It was worth a try! Acia took a bite of the strange fungus, praying that it would give her back her youth. Ryker hungrily devoured his portion.

RYKER: Errrghhhh!

He felt a painful writhing within his bulky frame. Could this be his end?

ACIA: Oh, it hurts! Ohhhhh! Oh my! Ryker! We’re saved!

RYKER: Grrghhhh! It worked!

ACIA: Oh, Ryker! I thought we’d never be together again!

Acia looked more beautiful than ever. Her ordeal had changed her, gentling her features and manner. Gazing into each other’s eyes, Ryker and Acia realized that they were destined to be together.

* * * * *

Moog was in a panic. Everything seemed to be falling apart! Was there nothing she could do? In desperation, she consulted the ancient runes of the Zizbit spell book.

MIRROR SPELL – As the mirror reverses an image, so shall this spell reverse another.

MOOG: If I cast this spell on the wizard, it might make him reverse the essence-entrapping spell! And when the essence-entrapping spell is reversed, the evil magician will be released from the crystal!

Moog sought the wizard in the oracle. As his face floated into view, she cast the mirror spell into the waters. Would it work?

* * * * *

Althea hoped that someone within would be able to help her. It had been a long time since she had attended the Convention of Enchanters and Sorcerers. Her youthful joy in her magic skills flooded back. Never again would she lose touch with her Zizbit ancestry! 

Suddenly she saw someone she knew! It was Frobwit, a fellow student at magic school so many years ago. He was recognizable even with his long white beard. He had wooed her, but she’d chosen Radnor.

At the Convention of Enchanters and Sorcerers, Frobwit was telling about his adventurers at Egreth Castle. Frobwit and Slye were mingling with the other enchanters, when he was stunned by the sight of a familiar face. The beautiful young woman looked just like Althea, whom he had loved from afar in his youth. He felt a pang in his heart. Radnor had won her love, along with the coveted apprenticeship to Thorman.

FROBWIT: Excuse me a moment, Slye.

Frobwit made his way over to a woman standing on the sidelines. Slye understood: she was a real knockout.

FROBWIT: Althea? Is it really you?

ALTHEA: Do you remember me, Frobwit?

FROBWIT: Althea?!

It was she! But…how could it be? She looked as young and lithe as she had in their student days!

ALTHEA: I grew old as you did, Frobwit. But strange sorcery is in the air. Today I regained my youth, while my granddaughter aged far beyond her years! I’m hoping someone here can help her!

Althea explained her predicament. Radnor was defeated. At last Frobwit had the chance to prove himself worthy of Althea’s admiration. Frobwit seemed to have grown in confidence. Perhaps he could help!

FROBWIT: I… I gladly offer my assistance!

Slye felt a little lost without Frobwit. 

SLYE: It looks like someone’s going to give a speech. This could be good.

An aged sorcerer stepped up to the podium. The great hall became quiet. The Guildmaster was about to speak.

GUILDMASTER: A Great Danger lies in wait. From what we know, it is now powerless to harm us. If it joins with another great evil, the depth of its dark destruction would be measureless… We must find and eliminate the Great Danger before it is too late. 

He spoke of the coming of darkness. And of an unknown evil they must all fight to prevent. He must be talking about the Triax! Should I tell them about Moog?

FROBWIT: Just let me get my hands on this Great Danger! Why, I defeated the Evil Magician of Egreth! I just said FOOBLART MUGWART BUZMUZ…

ALTHEA: Great Implementor! That’s the essence-RELEASING spell, Frobwit!

FROBWIT: GADZOOKS! What made me say that? Radnor has been freed!

* * * * *

ACIA: Come and lie by my side, Ryker. You must be exhausted.

RYKER: Not completely. 

ACIA: Oh no! The crystal ball! Get it out of here!

RYKER: Fear not, Acia!

But as Ryker grasped the crystal, a fantastic being fought its way out of the crystal ball! It darted straight at Ryker and leapt into him. Then a phantasmic shape floated out of Ryker and into the crystal. The crystal ball lay discarded on the floor.

Something terrible had happened, but Acia did not yet understand exactly what it was. Ryker’s face looked strangely different.

ACIA: Oh no!

RADNOR: I am free… free at last! And look who’s here to greet me!

ACIA: No! NO, it can’t be!!

RADNOR: Yes, it is Radnor, king of darkness!

* * * * *

Moog stared into the shimmering pool. To her horror, the waters once more began to bubble. But they revealed a most amazing sight! The mirror spell had freed the magician from the crystal ball! The time had come to fulfill the Zizbit prophecy. Moog hurried out of the temple and down the long flight of steps that encircled the plateau. Her destination was the sandy shore at the junction of the Phee and Bor Rivers. 

The Arc Spell… 

inscribe in the sand… 

where the rivers meet…

Moog had done an artful job of inscribing the runes into the sand. Suddenly… Nature summoned forth all its fury in response to Moog’s call for the forming of the Triax.

* * * * *

Again, on Ozark’s ship, the tall one spoke.

FIGURE: We need your assistance, my man. We have foreseen... 

OZARK: Haw! And just what kin ya see with them hoods over yer eyes?

Ozark’s face grew pale. He sensed danger in the sudden darkness. A shudder ran up his spine as the tall one completed the sentence.

FIGURE: …the coming of The Eternal Night. But do not fear. We have come to set things aright. And you have good reason to help us.

Ozark would help them. But many days and much hardship would pass before tranquility returned to Quendor. What chance would Ozark and the strangers have against such a great evil?

* * * * *

ALTHEA: Radnor?!? Are you telling me Radnor is the Evil Magician of Egreth?

Before Frobwit could reply, a loud voice commanded everyone’s attention. 

SLYE: Attention, attention everyone!

It was Slye! The great hall quieted, as all eyes fell on Slye. He’d better have something important to say!

He had decided to tell everything. He was one of them now, working to defeat evil.

SLYE: It’s Moog! She’s trying to…

But before he could say another word, Slye vanished before their eyes. What did it mean?

FROBWIT: Slye!

SLYE: Oh oh. I’m in trouble now!

* * * * *

ACIA: Bring back Ryker at once!

RADNOR: Fear not! He is safe… inside the crystal ball!! Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha!

ACIA: NOOOO!!!

Before Acia’s horrified eyes…

RADNOR: And now, I shall take you as my queen

ACIA: NO!!!

But as he moved towards her, he suddenly disappeared. 

* * * * *

Strangely familiar shapes appeared in the flickering light.

MOOG: Oh my!

Slye took his place alongside Moog as the second member of the Triax! Then the third member presented himself. It was the evil magician freed at least from his crystal prison! He looked ready and eager!

Radnor found himself at the ancient ruins of Pheebor at the junction of the Phee and Bor rivers. He must have been summoned to participate in the ultimate evil union… the TRIAX! A stout woman cackled with joy! No doubt she was behind this. To his left the third member of the Triax. He seemed a rather awkward choice. Radnor could see that it would be easy to dominate over these two. It was the moment he had been waiting for all his vile life.

Moog was ecstatic! The three magicians needed to form the Triax were all there on the river bank. The prophecy was fulfilled! 

* * * * *

Acia didn’t care. She tenderly reached for the crystal ball and cradled it in her arms. It had changed from an object of horror to one of deep value. Ryker was inside it!

Outside the cottage, an eerie thunderclap shattered the stillness of the night as dark forces cast their evil shadow over the Kingdom of Quendor. But Acia, lost in sorrow and yearning, thought only over Ryker, trapped in the crystal ball.

* * * * *

Without warning, a black pall settled over the Guild Hall.

FROBWIT: It’s the Great Danger!

ALTHEA: Oh, Frobwit, I’m so scared!

FROBWIT: So am I.

A thin wind whistled in through unseen cracks in the old walls as an ominous thunderclap proclaimed the onset of a new reign of darkness.

* * * * *

The Triax began its reign of darkness, a grim tyranny that would take many seasons and much valor to undo.

The rivers and the sea turned to blood, as the charred land gave up its nurturing spirit. 

What would happen to Acia? How would Frobwit and Althea face the devastation that followed? Could anyone save Quendor?

