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The wizard Gault planned his magical assault on the Six Nations with care. One by one, he deployed the elements of his dangerous trap. At length he was ready, his insidious plan complete. 

Only Tarque and Miralba stood in his way. 
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Aron’s Fear

The wizard Aron stood on the summit of Crystalcrest and gazed at the valley of the River Fleet. The vast green valley stretched out to the horizon as it followed the river that carved it. Dark figures moved along the road that followed the river's course as it wound its way along of the Crystalline Mountains on its way to the sea. The last of the pilgrims were departing and he would again soon taste the flavor of loneliness. Each year the crowds came here bringing with them their ten-year-old children as they completed the Quest of the Covenant. Then each year they departed, leaving Aron, the Guardian of the Covenant, to his solitude.

Crystalcrest glimmered in the setting sun behind him. Arii, his task complete, had vanished back into its recesses. The royal standard came into view far below him. This had been a special Quest, as Prince Karo Vin, son of King Theros Vin, had turned ten. 

His thoughts centered on the boy, Prince Karo, the reminder of his problem. Aron was getting old. He had not married and had no son. There was no heir to the post of Guardian of Covenant. His mind shifted to his nephew, Bernall. The boy was now almost five. It was time to begin his training. But Bernall was far away and the boy's mother, Cyndi, would not allow him to train the boy. 

His brother, Mikal, had deferred to his wife, and the boy remained unaware of his heritage and calling. He and Mikal descended from a long line of wizards, though the skill did not manifest itself in Mikal. Aron had felt the boy’s power. He knew that his essence was that of a great wizard. The legends of their family lore told of a descent from Arii himself that dated to the time of the fall of Gwaum, many generations ago. According to family legend, the stone cottage, Stone Haven, of Aron's boyhood, had been in the family for many generations. Legend said that it had been the dwelling of Arii's mentor and uncle, the great wizard Nerza.

He turned as a slight sound tickled the evening air. Arii had reappeared, the silver mist of his presence shimmering in the golden sun.

"Something is troubling you, Aron?"

Aron bowed his head, and then directed his gaze at Arii. "Yes, Arii. I am worried."

"You have no heir, Aron. Is that your concern?"

"Yes, Arii. There is no one to take my place. In not so many years, I will join the other Guardians in the place of rest. I will leave you unattended."

"Do not fear, an heir will come to you, Aron."

"How is that to be, Arii? I have no wife. I have no issue."

"You have a nephew."

"But Cyndi and Mikal will not allow me to train him."

The silver mist swirled in the setting sun, creating an iridescent halo in its fading light. 

"A time of trouble is coming to Sylvanhaven, Aron. I looked into the soul of Prince Karo Someone has poisoned him against me. I could not take a part of his essence," said Arii.

"How is that possible, Arii."

"That I do not know, Aron. I know only that some wizard is at work in Vintown."

"Who could it be, Arii?"

The mist swirled, reflecting the sun in a dazzling array of iridescence. 

"There is only one wizard that would dare to challenge me."

Aron's mind roved over the possibilities with no wizard coming to mind. "Who would that be, Arii."

The name stirred Aron's interest as Arii said, "Gault."

"Gault? No one has heard of him of for many years. Many think that he is just a legend."

"He is not a legend, Aron. He still lives. He is the same Gault that your ancestor Aris battled so many years ago."

"He would not dare challenge your power. To weaken you is disaster. Gwaum will awaken."

"He thinks he knows how to control Gwaum. He does not know Gwaum's power as I do."

Aron allowed this thought to simmer in his mind as Arii continued, "You must travel to Vintown and visit the king."

"You want me to stop Gault?"

"I fear it is too late for that. If it truly is he, his presence has already poisoned the royal household. If it is not, he then we must discover who it is that dares to meddle with the Covenant."

"It has been too long since I visited Vintown. I will leave tomorrow."

"The more haste, the better, Aron. There are other things happening that will need your attention."

Aron gazed at the silvery mist and asked, “What are these things, Arii?"

"They will reveal themselves to you as needed. There are powerful forces at work, Aron. You have much work ahead of you."

At this the silver mist spun, forming a vortex that descended into a crevice in the Crystalcrest. Aron's audience with Arii was at an end.

As twilight encompassed his mountain home, Aron completed his evening tasks. The feeding of his yuhma birds gave him great satisfaction. The magic of the birds took many years to master, but the rewards were great. He enhanced their homing characteristics with his magic. They enabled him to maintain a communication network around the Six Kingdoms. With a special incantation, he could set a bird aloft and it would find any person that Aron knew. It surprised him that his network of friends in Vintown had not alerted him that there was a problem at the palace.

If he was going to Vintown then he must inform Hale, the proprietor of the Wharf Side Inn that he was coming so he could prepare his quarters. He went in his cottage and wrote a short note. After returning to the cage of yuhma birds, he tied the rolled-up note to one of the bird's legs and sent the bird aloft. The bird cooed, circled, and then flew off to the east, into the gathering darkness.

He walked the short distance to the stable. He patted the flank of his favorite horse as she fed at the trough. Again, he glanced eastward towards Vintown on the coast of the Great Sea. It was a four-day ride on a horse. But this special breed, enhanced by breeding and magic, could make the journey in two days. His ancestor, Aris, had begun the work of breeding this special horse. They were especially sensitive to the spell of the wind that propelled them along. Their special qualities made them able to gallop for long periods under the influence of this spell.  

The horses had their limits, of course, as all magic had limits. If pressed too hard for too long a period, the horses would die of exhaustion. 

However, these horses had rested well. He could make Bridgetown by tomorrow night. After resting in the stables and satisfying their immense hunger, they would be ready for the next day's ride. He would be at Vintown by evening of the second day.

The possibility of Gault at the palace troubled him. No tale of Gault had emerged for many years. He had seized control of the Grand Council, many thought by murdering Grand Wizard Annos. No one had ever proved the charge. 

Aris had known that Gault was seeking immortality. Zerena, of the Order of Solaun, had achieved this. 

He remembered Zerena from his dealings in Niru, the Hidden City. She was old. Many said she had known and been the lover of his ancestor Aris. If so, she would be quite old. Aron did not think she looked old at all. She appeared to be in her mid twenties with luxuriant golden hair and penetrating blue eyes. 

She was the head of her own order, the Order of Solaun, which had become a powerful Order on Six Kingdoms. She had managed to get it represented on the Council. The women of that order used magic to maintain their youth. They worked to maintain the peace by becoming consorts and mistresses of kings and princes. They used the powerful lure of sex to influence their lovers. 

Aron was not sure if it was their influence, or the power of Sylvanhaven that suppressed the warfare among the Six Kingdoms. Maybe it was both. Nothing was ever simple.

His thoughts returned to Gault. If it was he, then he had returned from obscurity and somehow discovered the secret of immortality. His ancestor Aris had driven Gault from power.

It could not be Gault. Of that he was certain.

The encompassing darkness interrupted his thoughts. He glanced towards his dark cottage. He would take his evening repast and sleep. He must get up early tomorrow and begin his journey.
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The sun was pushing the shadows east as it lowered into the western sky. Twilight beckoned when Aron entered Bridgetown. The valley was beginning to fill with shadow. The trees on the eastern side of the River Fleet glowed bright with the last rays of daylight. Aron reined his horse to a stop. The steed was breathing hard from her efforts and beads of sweat flecked its flanks. He felt the wind from his spell die. He rode towards the Wharfside Inn. 

He glanced at the bridge. It was the last one that spanned the river before it changed. After the bridge, it transformed from a rushing mountain river to a placid river. It remained so until it met the sea at Vintown. A cart made its way across the bridge towards the other side. Two riders approached Bridgetown from the vineyards side of the river. 

As he approached the Inn, he saw a familiar figure approaching him.

"Ah, Quinn," he said. "How is my favorite stable boy this evening?"

The boy smiled. "Quite well, Guardian. Do you want me to stable your horse?"

Aron smiled and nodded as he said, "Feed her well, Quinn, and make sure she has plenty of water, then curry her. She has had a hard ride and tomorrow will be another one for her."

Another boy emerged from the stable and walked towards the two.

"This is Myson, Guardian. I am showing him how to do this job and he will be taking care of him in the morning."

"Are you leaving, Quinn?"

The boy nodded. "I just completed my Quest, Guardian."

"I know, Quinn. I saw you among the children."

"When I met with Arii he looked into my soul and found that I am to be a soldier. Father is sending me to the military academy at Vintown. We will leave in the morning for Vintown."

"I am heading to Vintown, also. Perhaps I could take you."

"That would be great, Guardian. Father is inside the Inn. The two of you can talk it over."

Aron nodded and gave Myson the reins and watched as the two boys took the horse inside the stable. He sighed. The boy was growing up fast and the time at the military academy would speed his maturation along even faster. 

He went inside and found his friend Kalen seated near the back of the great room. He supped on a leg of mutton, washing it down with a huge flagon of ale. 

The man looked up as Aron enterer and said, "Ah, Guardian. It is good to see you. What brings you to Bridgetown?"

"I must go to Vintown, Kalen. There are things happening there that I must investigate."

"What sort of things, old friend?"

Aron met his friend's eye with his. Kalen was an old friend. He was one of the chief merchants of Bridgetown and had many contacts in Vintown. 

"Something is awry in the palace, old friend. I must find out what it is."

Kalen swallowed his food and quaffed a bit of the ale. His eyes looked troubled.

"I have heard rumors, Aron."

"What sort of rumors?"

The man inhaled sharply, then he answered, "I have heard of a wizard that calls on the king. There is construction going of which no one speaks. No one talks, or they are not able to."

Aron looked up as the proprietor of the Inn approached the table. 

"I am sorry, Guardian, for making you wait. My daughter is sick and is in bed."

"I hope she recovers," said Aron.

The man smiled as he replied, "Thank you, Guardian; she is under the care Annzel."

Aron said, "Annzel is the best healer in these parts. If anyone can make her well, it is Annzel."

"She is much better today, but still weak. I hope in a couple of days she is back here."

"I would like a leg of the mutton, Duraan. I will also have a bit of greens and a glass of Smoky Rum."

"I will bring it right out, Guardian."

The man strode off.

Aron glanced at Kalen and said, "I saw Quinn outside. He tells me you are sending him off to Vintown tomorrow to go to the military academy."

A sad look entered the man's eyes as he nodded. 

"He has shown no interest in the cartwright shop, so I had him work for the inn in the evenings. He has just undertaken the Quest and Arii revealed to him that he must be a soldier."

"You do not approve?"

"What man wants to send his son off to the military? But that is what the Quest revealed to him, so I decided if he is to be a soldier, he must be among the best. I have a friend in the academy who managed to get him a berth. He leaves tomorrow on the early coach."

The proprietor of the inn approached carrying Aron's platter of food and his flagon of ale. He sat it down in front of the wizard and asked, "Will there be anything else, Guardian?"

Aron shook his head. 

"Thank you. I will need a room for the night. Do you have one?"

The man scratched his chin. "The inn is full, but I can put you up in the spare room in my cottage. It has an outside entrance so you can enter without going through the house."

Aron inhaled the aroma of the food in front of him and said, "This smells delicious."

Then he glanced at the proprietor and said, "That will do. I will be up early to claim my horse."

"I will have Myson have it ready for you."

"Thank you."

Aron cut off a chunk of meat, stuck it in his mouth and chewed thoughtfully, saying, "I can take Quinn along with me tomorrow."

Kalen glanced at Aron. "You would not mind?"

Aron shook his head as he swallowed. 

"Not at all. I cannot take his trunk. I can take him and a few necessities."

"I can still send his trunk by coach. How long will it take you to get to Vintown?"

"I will be there by evening tomorrow."

Kalen whistled. "You must have a fast horse."

"He is a special breed."

"It doesn't hurt to be a wizard. I am sure there is more than a special breed of horse involved."

"There is." Aron said no more.

Kalen finished his meal, pushed the plate away and said, "He will be staying at my brother's house in Vintown when he is not at the academy."

"I will deliver him there tomorrow night, Kalen. You will not have to worry about what might happen to him on the two-day coach ride."

"And for that, my friend, I will buy you another flagon of ale."

The men passed an agreeable evening with more ale and plenty of stories.
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An exhausted Aron and Quinn rode into Vintown late the next day. The spent horse would need several days rest before he could ride her again. He coaxed the tired animal along, following Kalen's instructions. When he arrived at the home of Kalen's brother, he sat for a moment in disbelief. Kalen had said that his brother was a shipbuilder. He had not said that he was such a successful one.

A huge stone house stood before him, the windows shining with lamplight. He reined the horse to a stop and dismounted. Then he pulled the almost sleeping boy from the saddle and the two walked to the door. 

After rapping with the brass doorknocker, a man answered. 

Before he could introduce himself to what he thought to be a servant the man, looking at the tired boy, said, "Quinn. My goodness I wasn't expecting you to be here for another two days."

He glanced in askance at Aron, and then he recognized the Guardian.

"Guardian, it is an honor to have you at my door."

"Good evening, Kevric. I am a good friend of your brother, Kalen. I have brought Quinn from Bridgetown. We left this morning."

"You must have a fast horse, indeed," said Kevric.

"She is fast. Our long ride has tired the boy and the horse."

Kevric took the boy's hand and said, "We have a room prepared for you, Quinn. Your Aunt Darlas will fix you a bit to eat and then you can go right to bed."

Aron watched as the boy entered the house, and then said, "I must go to the Wharfside Inn. A room awaits me."

"Nonsense, Guardian. You will stay here for the night. Darlas and I will prepare the other guest room and fix you something to eat. Then you may rest in comfort under our roof."

"I do not wish to impose, Kevric."

"You are not imposing, Guardian. It is an honor to have such a distinguished guest stay in our home. Besides, we must repay you for bringing our nephew safe and sound all the way from Bridgetown. The prospect of him journeying alone on a coach for two days worried me."

"His trunk will still arrive on the coach. I could not bring that," said Aron as he stepped inside. 

Kevric turned and called out, "Darlas, come. We have visitors."

A moment later, Darlas stepped into the room. When she saw Quinn she stepped towards him, her arms opened wide. 

"Quinn, you have come early. It is so good to see you." 

A moment later her arms engulfed him as the woman laughed and hugged him.

She released Quinn and straightened up; her eyes lit on Aron.

"The Guardian of the Covenant," she said, surprise painting her voice. 

"He has brought Quinn from Bridgetown, Darlas. They left this morning."

"My, you must ride on the wings of the wind."

Aron smiled as he thought of just how close to the truth she spoke. 

"She is a fine horse," he said.

The woman turned and called out, "Dyna and Caen, come. Your cousin Quinn is here. Come quickly."

A moment later two children, a boy and a girl, ran into the room. Their voices rose as one, "Quinn, your here."

A moment later, the children were talking and laughing as they hugged. 

"Caen, take care of our visitor's horse," said Kevric. "Stable him and make sure she is fed and curried."

"All right, father," said Caen as he opened the door and ran outside. 

"Dyna, you and Quinn run upstairs and get the other guest room ready."

The children ran off, laughing as they went.

"I will prepare something to eat," said Darlas. "I am sure that the two of you are hungry after your long trip."

"Indeed, we are. I did not stop anywhere to eat along the way. I have need of haste and wanted to get here as fast as I could."

"Then the two of you are both famished. I have some cold meat left from supper and some other things. It will just take a bit to heat the food over the hearth as I still have a fire. I will leave you two to talk."

The woman walked from the room.

Aron glanced around the room. Beautiful furniture and tapestries adorned it. 

He said, "Kalen told me you were a shipbuilder, but he did not say that you were doing so well."

A smile crossed Kevric's face as he answered, "Fortune has smiled well upon me. Let us retire to my study. It is much more comfortable in there and we can have a pipe before we eat."

Aron followed Kevric as he stepped out into a hall behind the entry and walked through another door. He waited as Kevric lit a lamp on his desk then sat down on the chair indicated to him by Kevric. 

He chose a pipe from a case on the wall, then offered Aron one. It was custom in Sylvanhaven for a homeowner to keep a few pipes for use by their guests.

Kevric offered Aron a humidor filled with the fragrant weed. He packed his pipe and allowed Kevric to light it. When both pipes emitted a fragrant cloud of smoke, the men retired to comfortable chairs placed along a wall. A comfortable fire blazed in the fireplace.

Kevric drew on his pipe and blew out a lazy wisp of smoke, a content look on his face.

"We shipbuilders are doing quite well the last few years," he said. "Ever since we developed the new style of ship with better sails and rudders, shipbuilding has been lucrative. Slaves as rowers are no longer necessary. We are building them for all the Six Kingdoms."

"That will put pressure on the pirates," said Aron. "There will be less need for slaves."

A sad look passed over Kevric's face as he answered, "There is still a large market for slaves, Guardian. The mines of Naul and the plantations of Astralphalia still require them. It is easy to recruit a crew for these new ships. However, the owners of the dark, dangerous mines and hot, blood fly infested plantations have a hard time getting workers."

"I have heard of these new ships but have spent little time in Vintown the last several years."

Kevric indicated a model that was in a glass-lined case above his head.

"That is a model of the new style. It has more and better designed sails and a completely new type of hull."

Aron rose and studied the model. 

"This is a beautiful ship, Kevric. You say you are building them for the other kingdoms also?"

Kevric nodded. 

"Yes, and it has caused all the shipbuilders approved to build them to become quite busy and prosperous."

Aron sat back down and rubbed his chin. 

"It is surprising that the King would allow you to build them for the other kingdoms. They will soon copy the new design and build them themselves."

A puzzled look drew over Kevric's face as he said, "The King has taken care of that. When we finish a ship, he has a wizard that comes and places an enchantment of some kind over the ship."

It was Aron's turn to look puzzled. 

"Wizard? Who is this wizard," he asked?

"No one knows. When the ship is ready to sail, they banish the workers from the ship. Whatever happens always occurs late at night. This wizard either visits the ship and lays his enchantment under cover of darkness or sails it away for the enchantment. No one can tell which."

Aron's mystification grew. 

"Where do they sail it?"

Kevric answered, "No one knows. It must be close because the ship always returns a couple of days later. After that, the ship's new owners take delivery. To my knowledge no one has ever been able to copy the ship's design."

Aron sat back in his chair and puffed on the pipe, a fragrant cloud of smoke almost obscuring his face.

"It is plain that there are many things happening here in Vintown that I must investigate, Kevric. I must turn down your offer of hospitality tonight. It seems that I must go to the Inn to consult with Hale. Please tell no one that I am here in Vintown. I must remain here in secret to investigate what is going on here."

At that moment Darlas stepped into the room and said, "The meal is ready now, Guardian."

Aron and Kevric arose from their chairs and went to the dining area where a table was set with several covered dishes. Aron supped, then left for the Crystalcrest Inn. There were many puzzles to ask his friend Hale.
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The last of the patrons had gone home, leaving only Aron and Hale. The fire in the hearth blazed, casting a shower of orange sparks up the chimney. The men watched the fire in the hearth, basking in its warmth. The great room of the Crystalcrest Inn was quiet now, leaving the men to their thoughts. Hale's son Darel had gone to bed in their quarters above the inn leaving the two men to their ale and leftover roasted meat. 

Aron quaffed his flagon of ale and tore off a strip of meat. He plopped the strip in his mouth and chewed, savoring the smoky flavor of the morsel. 

"Ah, Hale, you have the best roast goat in the kingdom," he said. "I ate earlier at the shipbuilder Kevric's house. But magic consumes energy and now I have the appetite of four men."

Hale smiled as he downed a tasty morsel, washing it down with a generous pull at his ale. He said, "It was my father's recipe, developed through many years of practice."

"Your father was the first proprietor of this Inn, wasn't he?"

"He bought it from a man named Dra Voon. My grandfather ran the place but was too old to buy it when old Dra was ready to sell it. Dra had no children and none of his nephews wanted it. So father bought it and handed it down to me. I expect that Darel will someday take it over."

"Is that what Arii saw in his heart at his Quest."

Hale nodded and replied, "It was. The boy is happy with his fate and has been working hard to learn all he can learn."

Aron got up and threw the bones from his repast into the fire, watched as the fat crackled and popped, and sat back down. He glanced at his friend. 

"I have heard rumors of a strange wizard in the palace. Have you heard anything, Hale."

His friend's face clouded. 

"I wondered when you would get around to asking about that, Aron. I have heard tales, yes."

"What sort of tales."

Hale got up, tossed of the bones on his plate into the fire, and stood watching them catch fire before returning to his seat. 

"Bad things are happening, Aron, and that is not the least of it. The rumor is that the king took a mistress."

Aron cast a sharp glance at his friend and asked, "One of the Order of Solaun? Has Zerena finally gotten her fingers into the court of Sylvanhaven?"

"I don't think so. She does not have the bearing of one of that Order. This wizard appeared sometime after the woman gained access to the king."

"Who is this wizard?"

"I have not heard his name, Aron. No one has. There are only rumors and tales."

"How can a wizard be at the court of the King of Sylvanhaven and no one knows his name."

"He comes in the middle of the night on a boat. No one sees him enter the palace, no one even sees him pilot his small boat. It appears empty when it arrives."

Aron's eyes rose. The wizard, whoever he was, could use an invisibility spell. He was a Wizard of the Golden Star, as that bit of magic was far beyond that of any other order.

Hale watched Aron's eyes. 

"You do not seem surprised that someone could be invisible."

"It is a particular skill of my Order, Hale. Only a Wizard of the Golden Star can manage it."

A worried look crossed Hale's face as he studied his friend. 

He said, "There are many things about you that I do not know, it seems."

"We try to use magic only at need, Hale. I have never had any need within your walls."

Hale managed to look relieved. 

"That is good, Aron. If I ever saw your powers, it might make me fear you rather than think of you as a friend."

"I will never use magic around you, friend, unless there is a terrible need."

"I hope that need never arises."

"So do I, my friend."

After sipping a bit of ale, Hale said, "There is more, Aron."

"I thought there might be. You hinted as such."

"There has been a tower added to the palace."

"I saw it when I came here today. What is its purpose?"

"No one knows. Those that built it are not talking. It appears that they are under some enchantment that keeps them from talking."

"What makes you say that Hale?"

"There was an incident a few weeks back, Aron. It was a terrible thing."

"What happened?"

Hale glanced towards the door as if fearing someone that might be listening.

"If the wizard you fear is near, I would know, Hale. We can sense each other."

Hale's eyes darted back to Aron. 

He dropped his voice to a whisper as he spoke, “There are other spies about, Aron. The king is becoming suspicious."

"Suspicious of what, Hale?"

"No one knows. People have disappeared."

"What of this incident, Hale?"

Hale's eyes met Aron's eyes. Aron could see fear behind those eyes.

"It was about three weeks ago or so. Some of the workers from the palace were drinking ale and being merry. I was serving them their food when I overheard one of them say something about the new tower. He said it was to hold something of great power."

Aron leaned forward and asked, "What is the tower designed to hold, Hale?"

Hale closed his eyes and continued, "That is the horrible part, Aron. As soon as the man uttered those words, he began to sputter. His skin turned fire red, and flames started spewing from his mouth. He jumped up from the table and ran outside. The man leaped into the horse water trough in front of the Inn. The water did not help. The flames increased. He writhed and screamed until the flames killed him, which took a long time. He burned so long that all the water boiled out of the trough and the wooden trough caught fire. When the fire went out there wasn't even any ash left."

Aron sat back, digesting what his friend Hale had just told him. 

"Why did you not send word to me, Hale."

"I was afraid, Aron.  This wizard walks about the city, and no one sees him. No one knows his name. We only know when he is in the city because his boat is at the wharf. But some say there are spies about, taking word to the king of any that discuss the happenings in the palace."

"Is his boat there now, Hale?"

"They tell me it docked this morning, Aron."

Aron cast a troubled look towards his friend. 

"You must tell no one that I am here, Hale."

"I thought that you might want to consult with the King."

"If what you say is true, the king will tell me nothing. Indeed, it will only reveal to this mystery wizard that I know about him. He will move to isolate me and further turn the king against me.  The ride and expenditure of so much magic has exhausted me, but I feel I must investigate this boat. Perhaps I can gather some idea through an examination of it this wizard's identity."

"Your quarters are ready, Aron. You may use either the street door or the one in the hall behind the bar."

"I will use the one behind the bar now, as all the help has left. Do not expect me back until morning. I shall sleep all day and use the night to do whatever I must next do."

Aron stood up and went to the door that led to his room. Using his wand, he cast the opening spell, and the door opened. Hale was the only other one that had access to the room using the special key devised many years ago by an earlier Guardian. 

As he entered, he cast a covetous eye at the waiting bed. He longed to undress and slumber. But there was work to do and he must do it under the cover of darkness. 

He washed the travel dust from his face at the washstand. Then he glanced towards the outer exit. He would have to walk. His horse, at the limits of its strength, he would allow to rest. It was not far to the wharf and the short walk might revive him. 

As he exited, he paused, worrisome thoughts flitting through his mind. There was a mysterious Wizard of the Golden Star at work. The wizard used a forbidden magic spell to consume the worker. This wizard was not afraid to use forbidden magic openly and he was about to bring something of great power to Vintown. He had turned the prince away from Arii and the king had taken a mysterious lover.
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