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Blow the silver whistle, ring the tarnished bell...










Bartolamus the Sorcerer is dying. His days of adventuring and forging new words of magic are firmly behind him. Or so it seems.



As his trembling apprentice approaches his bedside with a silver whistle in his right hand and a tarnished bell in his left, the ancient wizard shares his history. 






He also reveals his plans for one last quest: an attempt to re-open the doors to the barred and mysterious City of All-Worlds, far away and spoken of only in whispers. 






For the locked City of All-Worlds is rumored to hold a portal at its center that could link other worlds to this one. A portal of immense power and danger. A gateway that once made the world of Subaridon a vibrant and thriving land. 






And the dying wizard has the key...






A novella that mixes fantasy and science fiction, in another world connected to multiple other worlds!
















The City of All-Worlds






The humid night air crept closer, dripping onto the boy like tar as he slipped into his teacher's cave. Young Palapeeter walked on tiptoes, with a silver whistle in his right hand and a tarnished silver bell—its clapper pinched with a thumb and forefinger—in his left. In the cave where his master slept, there would be no excuse for noise. 


Silence was needed, for Bartolamus the Sorcerer was dying.


The old man lay in a makeshift bed at the far end of the long, narrow cave he called home, covered in heavy blankets. As usual, though he was flat on his back with his eyes closed and his breathing shallow and rare, the old man held a pen of constant ink in his left hand, scribbling equations onto a worn scroll. Even at rest, Bartolamus was still working.


Running the length of the cave, illuminated by the flickering light of the globes pressed into the rock walls, stood bookcase after bookcase jammed full of books and papers of all sizes, colors, and shapes. On top of each bookcase, wedged into the few open spaces between books, sat miniature towers, keeps, and bridges, ancient structures untouched by rust.


"Master," Peet whispered, trembling.


One of Bartolamus' bright green eyes opened, though the pen never stopped scribbling. 


"Master. I found your bell and whistle. I beg forgiveness for waking you, but you did say it was important—"


Peet's words failed him when, for the first time since his father had brought the boy to Bartolamus' cave from their family home at the edge of the Bluetip Mountains, his master put down his pen. Even when Bartolamus ate—even when the man used the chamber pot!—he never stopped scribbling out his theories. 


"Boy," Bartolamus said softly, clearly. "Come closer."


"M-Master," Peet began. Surely his master didn't expect him to sit next to him? "I don't..."


"You will want to sit, my boy," Bartolamus said with a strange coughing sound. The old man was laughing. 


"Good," Bartolamus said. "Now, I know you want to know about that whistle and that bell in your possession. That, my boy, is a long, long story."


Peet sat on the edge of his Master's bed and wished he hadn't spent the last two days—without sleep—crisscrossing the dusty streets of Southfort, searching for the old woman who sold him the whistle and the young girl who had bartered for Peet's lunch and his best pair of socks in exchange for the battered metal bell. Under Bartolamus' orders, he hadn't dared blow into the whistle or allowed the bell to ring. 


"Don't worry," Bartolamus said as if reading his apprentice's mind. "I think my tale will keep your head from nodding."


"Yes, Mas—"  


"Hush, now, boy, and listen." Bartolamus picked up his pen again. "Since the start of recorded history..."






* * * * *






Since the start of recorded history, the City of All-Worlds has been the proud owner of a Portal. 


Only a handful understood its workings, of course, but I've been a student of it all my life. This doorway onto other worlds was used to enrich the world of Subaridon with knowledge—as well as visitors—from other worlds. Commerce flowed into and out of the City, originating at the Portal, populating the paved streets with beauty and crime, danger and wonder, steel and flowers. 


The Closure put an end to all of that.


The Closure of the City of All-Worlds began in a tavern, of all places, on the night before I was to begin my career.


From the moment my mentor had released me from my apprenticeship, I began drowning myself, one swallow at a time, in the Horse's Mouth Tavern. I did not want to work. Not even for the Royal Builders, the sole architects of the City. I yearned to do something more, something related to the Portal, though I was too young and foolish to know what I really wanted.


And so, I was in the process of getting properly drunk for the first time, when a petite woman in a purple cloak came over and stared down at me with a smirk on her blue-tinted face. 


"A bit young," she said, crimson lips twitching into a smile, "to be this deep in your drink already, aren't you?"


I sat up and felt the world tilt. "Who's young?" I said, made bold by my drink. "What is age?"


The woman looked at the four empty mugs scattered around me like crooked towers and the half-full mug glued to my hand. Against her purple cloak, her skin was so pale it was almost blue. With a shock of knowledge that I knew I did not hide on my face, I realized she was from the other side of the Portal.


"Why such bitterness, builder?"


I flinched at that label, and then looked down at the inkstains on my hand, the blueprints at my side, and the architect's tool clipped to my vest: a combination compass, pencil scraper, level, and tension gauge all rolled into one. 


"Have a seat and I'll explain it all to you, miss..."


To my shock, the woman gave another twitching of her lips and sat across from me.


"I am called Caution," she said. "Someone around here has to have it."


"I see. I am Bartolamus," I added, trying not to remember that I had to be awake before dawn the next morning to start my new life as Lower Architect for the Royal Builders.


"You are bitter, Bartolamus," Caution said. She placed her short-fingered hands on the table in front of me, palms down. Each finger carried a ring of a different metal, with a stone of different color. Her thumb was as thin as a finger. "Tell like to hear more," she added.


"Because, I am just a mouse. Let me explain," I added quickly. "In the ugly buildings of the Research Quarter, there are rooms of men and women from all worlds, studying rodents. My fool of a former master helped design one of the newer towers on the banks of the Whiting."


Caution glanced away, losing interest. I was babbling. 


"In any case. In this building, these researchers look to mice to find intelligence and theorize about how humans learn. They set the mice in complicated labyrinths, with cheese as a reward at one end, and caustic substances applied to them for every wrong turn. Pain is a wonderful motivator for learning and avoiding mistakes. And so, we are just like mice."


I leaned back against the rough wood of the booth, immeasurably proud of my theory and myself. Caution pushed back her hood, and her dark hair fell from it like a living thing. As she lowered her arms, I could see the crisscrossing scars on the inside of her wrists and the green and blue tattoos on the palms of her hands.
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