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chapter 1

“I need a familiar so I have somebody to talk to, that’s why I need a familiar Mindy! Another ghost even, or my apprentice back. Drivna.”

A familiar shout came from the front room, interrupting Henna’s magic bottle-yakking with her distant friend. Aaron’s bellowing got clearer as he went on.

“But it’s a dragon-sword and this is a dragon-tower! You’ll get about six steps down the road before something jumps you. The first dwarf that wanders by, or bandit, knight or noble will take it from you.”

“It’s crap anyway. You don’t have enough bronze left there to make a new fork, let alone a decent sword.”

Henna cringed a bit at the shouting. “Drivna’s out on a troll-colony delivery watching Sally. There’s a boy out that way too. Hear that? I don’t like arguing with dwarfs about metal-work either. I need another witch here.” Sighing regretfully, Henna patted the magic-bottle; her friend giggled on the far end of the spell giggled and asked a question.

“Babysitting duty, mostly. Third sons trying to get an inheritance working for free or empty promises.”

There was a crash from the front of the tower and Henna looked nervously in that direction. “Whoa. Mindy, it sounds like I have to go break up a fight between my kids again.”

“No, the big ones. Aaron had another broken sword come in. Yes, a magic one. The owner really doesn’t want to waste the whole trip here. A third son.”

“We don’t have the cash to buy metal; this guy is already avoiding cities and towns, and looks it. Bandits get wind of a wandering sword and they’ll get after him for the copper in it, old magic or not. Bronze can be turned into coin, right?”

“Yes, the magic is broken, he’s broke, Aaron’s broke and the sword is a shattered mess. Rusty, cracked, dull. That’s why these kids come here, for reforged magics. Cheap wizardry, refurbished witchery. This one sounds newly desperate and you know how they get. Fresh from a funeral and hasn’t travelled much before. Gotta go, or we’ll have to bury someone in the secret garden.”

“No, the tower burns them; or Aaron does. He says burying them is about the same amount of work as leaving them in the hedge.” Henna listened to the bottle for a moment more, giggled, then put it down, hurrying to the stove where she had teas prepping. She took the tray of cups into the front room and saw Aaron and the drifter stand toe to toe and arguing with one another.

“Tea, gentlefolk?” The redheaded witch chirped out in loud voice, interrupting them. Aaron closed his eyes and sighed as the noble blanched and turned to look at Henna carefully. The wizard was not yet angry enough to turn dragon, but his ears were starting to look scaly and Aaron was leaning down enough on his staff to glare into the boy’s eyes.

You learned the signs, if not what the wizard would do when Aaron got upset.

“Please.” The noble-son finally said weakly, looking a little disturbed. Henna was known to be a tea-witch; she’d been introduced that way. Anyone who drank her preparations should be warned of that first, if only to be courteous. He looked dubious and hungry.

Henna winced as the boy hesitated, then finally turned and sat down, accepting a mug of tea as he did. The dimmer noble sons really did believe they were born to rule; some had a very hard time understanding why people refused to obey them, wizards included. That was right about the time Aaron started growling and offering to rip arms and legs off.

Or thump them with his staff. Handing out brews specially prepared for each person, Henna smiled at one and all, trying to ease the pain in the room.

“Heavens, bargaining is such thirsty work, yes?” The witch nattered as Aaron headed to a chair and settled in with his staff in one hand beside him. Henna looked at him; Aaron blinked at the sword on a nearby table and shook his head, trying to look dignified.

The sword was a rusty, cracked blade with a split leather handle on the table. Even to Henna’s eyes, it looked like a broken relic three wars old. A shattered blade, rotten wood handle, ruined leather.

The usual sad story here was Henna’s guess. The firstborn got the land, everyone else got sent away; to the colonies or the church. If they were lucky, that is. Getting tossed out into the real world the same week dad died, mom got exiled to a nunnery, any argumentative relatives buried and a broken, storied sword as your only worldly goods was a little hard on most noble sons.

Hide-in-a-monastery hard on them, really. Or the army. So were the ongoing civil wars as eldest sons tried to stop little brothers from inheriting the family biz the hard and bloody way.

Like dwarfs, Aaron, after a noble-son or two with a (on credit) newly refurbished sword that hadn’t made it past the first troll, dark knight, dwarf, draw-bridge or other lurking son out there, had stopped fixing swords.

Even for disinherited princesses trying to raise barbarian armies. Barbarians were slow on things like who owned what, blood staying on the inside and current leaders. Barbarians did have uses for princesses with inside knowledge on how to sack a castle tho. So did bandits.

The slightly smarter nobles that survived local politics and commerce never made it back here with the money they owed. Nobles were like that, so now any work here at the Singing Tower was strictly cash up front; for church, witch, dragon, dwarf, noble or merchant. It didn’t matter if Uncle Wienie’s sword was the magical sword of Ewling, destined to unite the kingdoms split with the last time inheritance and hero had gone by.

Fixing magic cost. Fixing metal cost. Replacing magic cost. And if you wanted dwarf-work instead of wizard, that cost even more.

Henna grinned. Aaron was teaching Cerberus more about metal than the dwarf suspected existed, as paying customers coming thru here always expected to see a dwarf’s hands in this somewhere. As long as they were willing to pay for Aaron to tell Cerberus what to do, it was fine with the wizard. Cerberus liked the work and it let Aaron concentrate on the wizardry.

Sniffing his tea suspiciously before sipping any of it, Aaron sighed as Henna fussed around. That got an odd look from the noble, but no protests. They both knew what the situation was now. Peaceful, even if it was only a temporary peace. A tea-pipe had been offered.

After checking his tea again, Aaron grinned at his tea-witch wife. This wasn’t even the anti-dragon brew she liked to feed him when he was getting angry, it was his lunch-tea. He smiled at her as the boy blinked and sniffed his tea too.

There was no offense taken at that. You only ever drank the wrong tea once around here. If you weren’t careful, there might not be a second cup ever again, or you might be trying to drink it from your ear. Tea-witch Henna did not fool around with her magics. Her husband was a part-time dragon, after all.

“Ronnie?” Aaron asked Henna absently, sipping away happily.

“Eating.” Henna replied, looking towards the kitchen and listening for any sound that meant three-year-old on the loose. “Hard-bun, jam. He’ll be busy for a while.”

“Good.” Aaron turned to the noble son wearily. “Bronze, son. Bring ten coppers for metal to patch that thing and ten coppers for the work needed.” He said to the youngster in a final tone. “Tin I have. That’s the best offer you’ll get anywhere. Dragon-fire, dragon-wizards and dragon-power are not cheap. Secrets from the East can’t fill those holes in that thing, you need more metal. Lots of it.”

“If I had twenty coppers and a sword I won’t be here.” The young man protested. “I’d’ve bought passage on a whaler and be sailing the southern seas right now.”

Ouch. A child’s story. Sailors were usually desperate men, Henna knew. Slaving isolated villages and islands when fishing was bad is what a whaler did. Raiders. Sailing was a hard way to live and even Aaron knew about it. Villagers were a cranky bunch, you fought dragons for the whales and whales were a challenge all by themselves.

Then there was the mercurial sea. She was always dangerous.

“Selling your sword, son? Try Harvey’s in Gatetown.” Henna interrupted and mentioned that to the young man with a grin. Two years at sea for a 1/30th share of whaler-raider profits was a risky bet. Not everyone got to buy a farm at the end of those journeys but most children did not know that. “He might buy it today.” She added absently. “Or point you at a smith who will.”

Not getting hung for their local problems was about the only pay most pirates got and Henna knew it. Some of the smart ones ran hard enough to end up in bandit camp she grew up in.

“Holmwood.” Aaron corrected in an exasperated way. “It’s Holmwood down there. Harvey has a magic-shop in center square, you can’t miss it. If he offers you two coppers for the sword, don’t take anything less than ten. I’d want twenty. Try the smiths too.”

“The troll colony always has need of caravan men.” The metal-wizard Aaron went on carefully, not mentioning his dragon-side connections. “They trade with more than a few places that don’t like trolls. You could get a decent spearhead for that thing there and be handy.”

“Trolls eat people.” The visitor said weakly. “I’d rather set up a trap-line for furs in the northern wastes.”

“Trolls only eat annoying people these days. And the tribes that live up north don’t think of the hills as wasteland.” Henna said quickly. “They live there year round and like it. Not many of them are keen on trespassers either.”

“Furs? Hides? You have to be very good at hiding.” Henna went on absently. “Hiding from the animals hiding from you, hiding from tribes, bears and wolverines… Hiding from bandits. All kinds of things, like making hides. Coming back with a fortune in white fox, otter gold and stream-nuggets is a story told to children. A couple rabbit and wolf pelts, maybe. If you’re lucky. And you’ll have to peel them off the wolf first, or the wolf off them.”

“You walk twenty miles a day keeping a hundred traps clean, hid, baited and empty.” Aaron offered. “In the right spots. You need really, really good bush sense to get anything done. Not many princesses in the deep forest either. Just hungry wolves who already know how to wait.”

The son slumped and looked sad, his dreams crushed. “Fine. Finish your tea, come back when you have more copper.” Aaron grunted unhappily. “There’s nothing but an incredible amount of work on that table right now.”

“A free warning, son. Tell the stories you just told me in any tavern around here and you’ll be waking up naked and alone in a field. If you wake up at all.” Aaron advised the youngster. “Clubbing around here is harsh, they steal whatever they can. Myself, I see nothing but broken spells and hard work there, whatever you think. It’s a complete rebuild and rename for that sword.”

Henna sighed and handed the young man a small turnip as she collected her mug from him. Nodding thanks, the boy sighed, finished his tea and walked out, bundling up the broken sword in its wrappings carefully and leaving. He did take the turnip with him.

“He can’t read or write. Trolls?” Aaron asked Henna as the youngster walked down the hill and disappeared.

“Yah. Caravan wagon-boy, if he’s lucky. With a wooden spear and ‘Never been out to see before?’ friendly trolls. The only thing he has worth anything are his manners.” Henna whispered to her husband. “It’ll take him one trip to find out what people need, another to match buyers and sellers and one more to get any deal done without being killed for it. Two seasons, minimum.”

“If he works at it.” Aaron sighed and seemed regretful. “Doctor, priest, merchant-army. Sailor or spear-chucker?”

“You know, this makes the third sword Harvey has gotten from us this year.” Henna mused, more to herself than anyone else. “Think he’ll be coming up here soon?”

“Naw. Lots of smiths can melt in town. There’s fifty coppers in bronze there; a smith might give him ten for it. Harvey won’t be back here till he wants troll-guard wizzed into his chests.” Aaron sighed and relaxed in his chair. “Unless you want me to plant something in the metal first to get him here first, that is.”

“No. Not yet.” Henna said absently. “Save that for something you want to keep track of.”

“Won’t have to, it’s already there. You can ask Harvey what happened if you want. Soon enough. Weapons or money, which will the lad choose?” Aaron mused to himself as he looked out the door, his staff beside him. “There’s been a lot of colds this summer. Father-killing colds. We’ll get a dangerous son soon enough, I’m sure of it. And Harvey will want to make deals.”

  *

“The coppers made from a magic sword stay magic. I know.” Shifting his staff to somewhere within easy reach of his bedside, Aaron laid there and smiled at Henna. “Magic coppers are fun. Playful. You learn these sorts of things as a wizard. So?”

Henna seemed mildly annoyed; she’d thanked the farm-boy who’d just delivered the news to her with a tea for his arthritic mother. The boy was one of the locals who went into Holmwood selling garden goods in the market; he’d brought back messages to the local healer as a courtesy at sundown.

“And you didn’t tell me? Ha. Harvey is complaining, Aaron. Magicked-money does things no one expects, like hide. He needs us to clean up his stash.” The witch went on, carefully preparing for bed.

“Me? Harvey wants me to come into town and do wizardry? Wow.” The wizard chuckled a bit. “He’s changed a bit. Or desperate. Oh, for free, I get it now. Wait. You want to go into Gatetown tomorrow, right?”

“Holmwood. You burnt most of Gatetown to the ground a while back, wizard. Before he spends it all, yes.” Henna sighed and looked out the window, “Or the smith does. We’ll get blamed for it no matter what happens, but it’s not money I’m worried about right now. It’s my garden. We have big problems out there right now.”

The full moon was rising over the edge of the hill and Henna stared at it thru a bedroom arrow-window worriedly. “Look at this, wizard. A full moon. Females are naturally more sensitive to the 28-day lunar cycle than wizards are.” She started quietly. “This is bad news.”

“Yeah. Witches are almost as sensitive to getting mooned as married couples are.” Aaron ducked as Henna threw whatever was handiest at him. That turned out to be a pillow from her bedroll, as she was setting out the bed for the evening. He tucked it under his head and grinned at her as he laid back down.

The Singing Tower murmured soft agreement very quietly. Ronnie, firstborn son, seer in training and hellion three-year-old was already locked up and asleep one floor above the two.

“I am your wife now, wizard. You’re in the loop now whether you like it or not.” Snapping that out, Henna put a bit of a snarl into things. “I’m serious, wizard. Think a bit. It’s a witch’s garden out there and all sorts of magical things can happen in moonlight. Wondrous ones.”

“Especially in a full moon, the blood moons and equinox moons.” The tea-witch went on nervously. “Anybody know which we have out there tonight? Anybody?”

“No. It’s bright enough to walk by, that’s all I know. Any of them redheaded moons? Ow! Don’t try to sleep in the pumpkin patch and you won’t have any trouble?” Aaron said mildly, ducking the handful of blanket Henna threw at him. The wizard sighed ruefully, as she had to take it from him before throwing it first. The cool night air was drafty.

“Usually, I know.” He admitted as Henna glared at him in the dusk. “Fine, full moon, tonight I’m loopy. And in. What’s the problem, witch?”

“Ok, I get it, I get it!” The wizard went on as Henna turned her head and sniffed. “You’re serious.” She kept ignoring him, so the wizard peered out the window tried again.

“Some flowers flower by moonlight. Ghosts ghost and can see what they moon. A full moon is special, dangerous, magical and tidy.” The wizard went on grumpily enough. “Is any of this going to invade our home tonight? Tidiness doesn’t sound all that bad, really. Low ones? OW! What else might happen, dear?”

The blanket hit him full in the face this time. “Relax. No invasions.” Henna admitted carefully as she tried to snatch the blanket back and failed. “I have guards preventing raids, too. Ghost ones. You may not want to breathe much tonight wizard, that’s all. After these flowers bloom their perfume does things.”

A headless, incomplete shadow of the witch was stretched out black in the bed beside him and Aaron groaned; dusk deepened even as the moon rose. “Great. Why did you wait till now to tell me, Henna? At noon we could’ve cleared enough space for us to sleep in the tunnels, or maybe on the roof. Moving stone in the dark sounds a little silly to me. I don’t want to try that now.”

“Roll twice and you’re in wet tunnel.” Henna agreed. “Or step wrong and plummet off the roof. Sorry, Aaron. I didn’t realize how much trouble we were in till I saw the moon.”

“Trouble? How? We aren’t anywhere near the garden.” Aaron protested, fuming. “Do you want to move to the other side of the bed or something?”

“No, that’s the road in. Don’t ask, wizard.” She said quickly as Aaron gave her a peculiar look and inhaled to find out what that meant. “If we were going to move anywhere it’d be towards the grasslands.” The witch said quickly. “But we’d need to move the tower, supplies, bedrolls, the fire-pit…”

“You move that last one, dear.” Aaron said mildly enough. “Ok, we’re moving.” He said quickly as Henna started reaching for the blanket again. “We’re just not going anywhere yet. What do we watch out for?”

Henna blushed and squirmed a bit. “Female-change flowers. 28th day stuff.” She finally admitted. “It’s what I sell most of!” She protested as Aaron winced and started looking resigned.

“Oh, great. That figures.” He grunted unhappily. “Grumpy blooms. Is any of it as vicious as… OW!”

“Yes.” Henna narrowed her eyes and glared at the wizard as she threatened to make a shoe fly. “Yes, they are. And you’re about to find out how grumpy, Aaron. I’m down to boots to throw here. Dirty boots and a heap of Ronnie’s pocket treasures.”

“Pocket treasures.” Aaron asked absently. “Woo. What are they? Do I want to know?”

“No.” Henna winced and seemed unhappy as she looked things over. “Most of them are things he’s tried to give to me and I won’t take. Drivna too.”

“Your wandering apprentice.” Aaron fumed unhappily. “Would be handy tonight. You turned her loose with the first crop that came in, again. Fobbed her right off on a Sally watch-load to the troll colony.”

“The goddess needed updates in her mushroom books there. And Drivna loves the walk to the troll colony. Travelling with the old witch, new books, my old apprentice… She comes back with more than you know from these little trips.” Henna went on idly. “But about the blooms tonight…”

“Start by hanging blankets in the windows.” Aaron sighed wearily. “Wet ones, if these scents are really dangerous. Hope for a west wind. Put a mask on. Lemme rest, Ok?”

“I’m a witch. I say we evacuate the tower, stay in town and send warnings to Cerberus.” Henna countered briskly. “And do not, above all, harvest any three-petal flowers under the light of a full silver moon tonight.”

“We’ll need more than a heavy dew before eating anything from the garden too. A good rain would help.” Henna went on, tilting her head. “And a nice strong wind.”

“We’re hilltop here, breezes we can manage.” Aaron sighed and picked up his staff, leaning over and tapped it against the wall. There was brief burst of light and he leaned back, putting his staff back on the floor beside his bed again.

“Ok, all taken care of.” He murmured quietly and grinned at Henna. “Come to bed, dear.”

“What’d you do?” Henna asked suspiciously.

“Towers make their own winds, especially inside.” Aaron said grumpily. “With heat and such. I just asked the singing tower to seal the windows and take air from the tunnels tonight. Vent thru the roof, the same way she does during rain.”

“You fired up the forge.” Henna accused him. “And this is the first open airway out if you shut the doors downstairs. Bleah. Aaron, you know how smelly that thing is.”

“There’s nothing in it except black rock.” Aaron said mildly. “The heat travels up the staircase and out windows. Mostly. Not in, out. When’s moon-set?”

“You’re about to see that live-and-in-person, wizard. Do you know what clean-up does to people?” Henna snarled at him.

“Ah, makes you wet?” Aaron asked in a puzzled tone, closing one eye and looking at his wife. “Clean? Cuter? What?”

“Think cold hands, wizard. Wet ones, with a vengeance. We’re leaving. Ronnie and I are walking to Gatetown tonight and if you so much as close your eyes right now a basin of water gets dropped on your head. Cold hands will steal your blankets and your son will squall in your ear for the next hour.”

“Well, as long as it takes me to pack and leave.” Henna corrected herself, looking upstairs absently. “It might only be a moment or two, it’ll just feel like a lot longer. Trust me.”

“Fine. Me, too. We’re walking into Holmwood tonight.” The sigh from the wizard was real. “All of us. Mind if we…”

“Yes I do. I’m not taking anything, myself. We are leaving right now, so get moving.” Henna said quickly. “Not even an outhouse visit, wizard. Cerberus has no delivery here tomorrow, right?”

“No smoke here will mean we’re out. He’ll know that. Things should be clear by then. A heavy dew might do it.” The witch went on. With a heavy sigh Henna minced up the stairs and got Ronnie from his crib. Aaron groaned, hauled himself out of the bed and wandered over to look at the garden outside, leaning on his staff. “Remind me to check the honey carefully this year too.” Henna called down to him.

It looked peaceful in the moonlight, but there was something out there Henna did not want to be around, so they all leaving.

A bat came by as the wizard watched, snacking on the bug layer. It flew low over the garden and kept on going, sinking in a slow glide and crashing into the sod about twenty feet further down the hill. The bat was giggling as it crashed and stayed chortling to itself as it laid there thrashing.

Aaron watched the bat giggle and surrendered. That was hint enough for him. Staff at ready, Aaron bustled the whole family out of the Singing Tower moments later. With the help of his witch-wive.

  *

The house was a disaster and Henna reluctant to even move in off the porch. Henna peeked around Harvey into the store and blanched again.

“The kitchen will be clean. Harvey uses cart-vendors and eats bar-food.” Aaron reassured his wife, looking around at the drifting trash as it surged around regretfully. “Most of your time is spent right here when home; the trash won’t’ve gotten anywhere else. Right, Harvey?”

Grunting, Harvey bleared at the group at his door. Motioning at the cot behind the counter in Harvey’s store, Aaron grinned at the merchant. It was really obvious that Harvey was living in the front room of his store, but that news didn’t help things any. The store still looked like applied bachelor squalor with various heaps of trash, some of which was tumbling out onto the porch now.

“Renting rooms would be a bother. Having to dig new latrines, letting people thru the wards on the store-door…” Harvey started up apologetically. “The vine-cage would get questions too. I stay right where everything is handy.”

Harvey’s cat came out to greet them and Aaron reflexively put his hand on his head to hold the hat he didn’t wear any more down. Henna, still holding sleeping Ronnie, made a few chirpy noises at the cat, who purred back at her in return then grinned at the wizard, tail held high.

Harold’s cat liked Aaron’s wizard hat. He was sleeping inside it most mornings no matter where it got hung, which made getting dressed a special kind of struggle around here.

Hell, really. For the wizard. The cat had designs on the thing and had no scruples about claiming the inside of it every time he could.

This was an old and almost forgotten battle. Turning dragon had burnt far too much cloth up and was especially hard on boots; Far too many hats had gotten lost and misplaced in cat-related magical explosions. Henna had flatly refused to make them anymore so Aaron didn’t wear one. His hand went up to rescue his missing chapeau anyway; the cat and he had lots of history and he glared at it.

“I hide the money from him too.” Harvey chuckled, watching the by-play between wizard and cat and seemed cheerful. Scratching an armpit, Harvey nodded at the night behind the small family and yawned a bit. “And the catnip. So far I’m winning but only just. Cats! Come in you three, come in. You’re letting the heat out.”

“Heat? What heat? You haven’t lit a fire in weeks, Harvey.” Henna scolded the old merchant. “Or this place would be a lot cleaner.”

Aaron lit the top of his wizard’s staff with a soft light and amused himself and the cat by batting crumbled bits of paper and garbage into the fireplace as Henna and Harvey did hello with a sleepy Ronnie.

When enough floor and been cleared to stop a fire from spreading thru the rest of the house, Aaron blasted fire into the fireplace, getting a roaring hot fire going in moments.

“Hey, that’s what I cook with, wizard.” Harvey complained in a reasonable tone. “One load is hardly enough to get a kettle hot… Oh, thank you, Henna. Didn’t think there were any of these left.”

Henna had made a quick trip carrying Ronnie into the cage-room and bedded her son down in the magical vines with a blanket. You could hear the boy’s soft snores over the crackle of the fire now, which was hot enough to drive the chill right out of the room. She’d brought back something from the kitchen for Harvey, too. A pickle.

Sighing happily, Harvey put one hand towards the flame and relaxed in the warmth as he chewed; he sat back and stuck his slippered feet towards the heat.

“You two find a place to sleep.” He said carefully thru swallows, leaning back into his little cot happily as flames danced and shadows flickered. “Somewhere. Whatever it is that brought you here can wait till morning, yes?”

“Yes. It was your call, actually. A farmer’s son told us you were having trouble with magicked money.” Aaron started up, ignoring the look from Henna as he did.

“Magical money? No trouble there. Adds to the value.” Harvey grumped out as he pulled a blanket back up and settled back down to sleep. “Makes for an easier sale. People fight for it.”

“Then I’ll just… GACK!” Aaron quieted as Henna slid up to him and put a cold elbow into his ribs.

“Talk to you tomorrow. If you go out at dawn, bring milk and eggs home, Harvey.” Henna said in a brisk tone. “Breakfast if you do. Bread, if there’s any.” Then she hauled her husband towards the bed the two of them normally used in the cage-room.

It was an old storage room outfitted to keep wizards imprisoned in, but it was a comfortable enough bed and close to their son. Henna pushed Aaron along, using the light of his staff to steer thru the house.

“Wait till he asks, wizard. If he doesn’t I’ll go talk to the people he fobbed coppers off on.” She said briskly. “And see what the problems are. Hopefully it wasn’t the church. They get really touchy about magiced money being used to pay bills sometimes.”

“I can see that. Disappearing money or not. Breakfast?” Aaron asked carefully. The walk into town had gotten him hungry too.

“Will be a feast fit for hungry young boys.” Henna promised grumpily. “Of all ages. I promise Harvey will be at the baker’s as the loaves get out of the oven today. He hasn’t eaten right since the old woman left and is hungry. I just hope the kitchen still works.”

“Betcha he hasn’t even taken the wood out of the oven yet.” Aaron grumped as he settled down in the cot and Henna nestled into him. “Or he’d have to do chores the moment the old witch got home, like take ashes out. Harvey’s ‘way too canny for that.”

  *

“Broken magic? Like the gate? It doesn’t sell. There’s tons of it around here, all you could want.” Harvey looked around at his shop fondly, then sighed and loosened his belt after a hearty breakfast. “What are you up to, wizard? Deaders have been collecting in here for generations. Centuries. That kind of thing happens in every shop; you get stuck with deadbeats and they collect in backrooms.”

“Wonderful feed, Henna. Remind me to marry you next time, you deserve better than this broken-down, miserable old magician here.” He added happily, patting his stomach gratefully and nodding at Aaron.

Henna grinned at the old merchant and he smiled back. “You had your chance already.” She reminded him. “When I was young and impressionable, Harvey. I worked here, remember?”

Harvey looked thoughtful. “So you did. You were a pest then and you’re still making trouble now, witch. Broken magics? Yah, I have lots. Old books by the score, mostly. Locked ones. Soured spells on a few. Wands, staffs, the vine-cage, wards that need fixing, recharging… Tons of it. Why?”

“My turn. I’m cute and she likes watching my beard get burnt off every few weeks, Harvey. I dunno know why, but she does. Match that. Broken magics. Any of your wizardry-things doing wonky things recently?” Asking carefully, Aaron preened and patted his beard clean. “Like the ward-spells on your doors deciding that cats were a danger to all humanity?” He went on hopefully.

“Or hats are. Ha, those wards! More like they decide that paying customers are a curse. One customer liked to try and steal, right?” Harvey winced at the memory. “After their third visit, the door won’t open for them anymore. The wards couldn’t tell if they’d paid for anything or not.”

“It’s really embarrassing when your home decides your girlfriend is too much of a low-life to let her in.” Harvey went on, sadly shaking his head. “Or officials out till they empty their pockets. That’s made trouble more than a few times.”

“You know, I still don’t know how she gets in around here. The old woman won’t tell me.” Sighing unhappily, Harvey grimaced and went on. “If I could’ve fixed it we would’ve broken up a long time ago.”

“Those stupid door-wards won’t even let me in if the old witch was out there with me.” The old merchant went on unhappily. “You’d think an AI would be smarter than that.”

“Or you would be.” Henna countered quickly. “An AI? What’s that?”

“Wards. At-Intruders, I think. Selective ones. It’s been a while since they were redone. They can attack people standing on the porch but that’s mostly reserved for brats stealing firewood these days.” Shrugging, Harvey waddled over to a book-covered wall, using a rag to wipe and disturb the thick dust as high as he could reach.

“Here, top shelf. See this? Almost every book up there had as something wrong with it; something that makes it unusable. Dead items from all over the shop go up there. Most of the magic is more than a bit decayed. Very top shelf. You want useless broken magic, there’s some right there.”

A few books tumbled out as he spoke and Harvey caught one. The rest slammed into the floor, sealed closed. “Ow. Very rare books now, some of them. Valuable.” Harvey went on as he dumped the book on a table.

“Here, like the page-turner in this spell-book. That one. Open it anywhere and the book zips right to the back page. You can’t read it, keep it open…” Harvey went on as he struggled with the small book and eventually gave up. “Or sell it as a fan. I know, I’ve tried. It takes a good wizard to even open it.” He looked hopefully at Aaron, who did not take the bait.

“This book?” Harvey picked up another tomb and puffed dust off it. “One of granddad’s acquisitions. A directory of wizards, automatically updated. It updates ghosts of Lower Slobvia now, I dunno know why. Useless. Even has maps. Nobody knows of what.”

“This one? A collection of wizard kitchen-pranks.” Harvey said in disgust, brushing dust off another cover he’d hauled down. “It was supposed to keep track of your enemy’s spells. After a while the book just collected recipes. Bad ones.”

“Refocus it a little and it might do some good. The last time I looked? 101 uses for dead yak.” Harvey went on. “Rotted liver with spice, for instance. Guaranteed to keep you bleeding for days. You can’t even cut paper out of these books, or remove the ink.”

“Most of them you can’t open. Protection-spelled shut. Locked.” Harvey went on in disgust as he looked the shelf over. “Apprentice journals and wife-wands! They don’t burn and the pages are sealed. Useless even for the outhouse.”

“Yow. After a hundred years of doing this, all the easy problems have been taken care of.” Whistling in an impressed way, Aaron looked at the book-rack with new respect. “You’re left with the impossible, unbreakable and unreadable stuff up there?”

“Hard copies, yeah. The vicious, the stupid and wrong magics.” Harvey corrected in disgust. “And those are the books you can open at all. Can’t sell, burn or trade any of them. Not good for anything, even bricks.”

“Wow. These are just the books, handy things to hand off to people who think they’re smart, powerful or looking for bargains. Wonky wizardry. Then there’s the cage, the goddess shrine, staffs and wife-wands.” Henna said, impressed. “Dead magics.”

“Hey, wait. Wands too, you say?” The witch seemed startled. “Wands, here? Wow. You know, I wonder what broken wizardry the church has. Stuff that died over there? That should be a really impressive heap.”

“You tend to collect lots of erratic stuff. I even had a bundle of wizard staffs you two used up one day. Never paid much for it either, as I remember. The church’s collection? You know death-cults, that’s not anything they’ll ever admit to.” Harvey said quickly. “Till you’re as deep in the dungeons as the junk is. Officially, witches, wizards and other powers don’t exist over there. The church isn’t even very keen on courts or laws other than their own.”

“The good-luck charm for mermaids I expected.” Aaron sighed and looked up at the shelf speculatively. “Bait-charms. Wonky but usable. Not the sealed works of various paranoid apprentices. Password-protected, are they?”

“Some of ‘em. Pin-codes, passwords, voice, face-recognition…” Harvey sighed and threw up his hands. “Whatever. I’m a merchant, not a wizard. If the book was unsalable, it got put up there. You don’t want to try touching most of ‘em, trust me. They bite sometimes.”

“So do I. Dragons are known for that.” Aaron murmured as he looked the shelf over happily. A couple of the books had titles that changed as you watched them.

“Wands?” Henna asked again, watching Aaron closely. “Really? Does Mel know you have a collection of witch’s wands here, Harvey? Hedra?”

“No. Wife-wands, from married wizards, Henna. I have maybe one or two and I’d have to find them. That desk-drawer there, probably. Mel, Glenda and Drivna don’t know and the old witch might’ve forgotten. Not every wizard that came thru here was alone.” Harvey chuckled to himself. “My great-grand-dad picked up a few things from wives travelling with the apprentices. Some of those witches got the church invading our shop with their antics while they were here.”

“Vigorously. Most witches were trying to save their husbands and desperate.” Harvey went on absently. “And desperate all over everything they saw. After the gate broke people were still showing up looking here for magic that’d let them take over the world, too. For hundreds of years they came here, whole families at a time. Witches too, under curses.”

“I get all kinds here; some nice enough to get all the wrong attention. The council has tried invading my shop a few times, along with various barbarians, Inquisitors, burglars, trolls, stray goddess types, witches and people just wandering thru.” Harvey went on. “But I have very good wards. Most tries were a joke. City guards wouldn’t know magic beans if they were eating them, for instance.”

“Ah, Good times, good times.” Aaron said absently, still looking over the shelf. Henna pouted at Harvey’s strange look at Aaron. “Being popular and all. Magical, almost.”

“A broken wand.” Aaron stopped looking at the shelf and thought about that for a moment. “A witch-tool. Hum. Interesting. Drivna wanted a new one a while back.”

“Likely to be a dead stick by now, wizard.” Taking one look at her husband, Henna started waving her hands and talking fast. “Unusable. No fun. Useless. Dead. Forget about them. Not goddess approved, ok?”

“Ronnie.” Aaron said quietly, not looking at his wife. “I can hear him trying to get out of his chair. Yes?”

“Ha. Flowers and moonlight drove you two out of the singing tower last night? Really?” The chuckle that accompanied that was low and evil; Harvey looked at the wizard speculatively. “Man, there’s a lot of people here in town just waiting to hear something like this.” Harvey kept scratching his nose and chuckling.

“Leave the witch-wand alone till I get a good look at it, Aaron. Please. You might grow something really, really odd in a delicate spot.” Henna warned, looking towards the kitchen. You could hear Ronnie fussing in there as he tried to get out of his chair.

“Moonlight. Flowers. Perfume.” Harvey kept chuckling as Aaron patted a pocket. “Wow, dangerous stuff. Almost as bad as mushrooms, eh, eh, eh, eh.”

“As a matter of fact, I brought something with me.” Aaron mentioned quietly, still searching his robe. “Harvey. You want to see why Henna wanted to get out of perfume-range so fast last night?”

“No. I trust her.” Harvey kept chuckling. “Not that I’ll let that get in the way of a good story. Knocking bats out of the sky, you say? Eh, eh, eh, eh.”

  *

“It just leapt up and bit me!”

“Books tend to do that when you annoy them.” There was an exasperated sigh with that as Henna held a cold rag to Aaron’s slightly bloody nose. “At least around our house they do.” She added when Aaron glared up at her.

The book incident had amused Harvey. Between gales of laughter he’d told the wizard he’d have to pay for anything that got too blood-stained, started giggling and left again.

“Everyone warned you, yes?” Henna went on, dabbing at the dribbles of blood on Aaron’s robe anxiously. It did tend to scare the paying customers when a wild-eyed wizard greeted them at the door with smoking hair, stilted cat’s eyes and an annoyed expression on his face. A fried wizard in a blood-stained robe too would not calm her tea-customers at all.

“They did. I was warned.” Aaron did not sound in the least bit repentant.

“You did it anyway.” Henna bored on. Aaron nodded. He was already studying the books again, readying his second attempt.

“The first two you got open were just apprentice ravings, were they?”

“Yes, they were. Very precise ravings tho. Knowing you’re marching to your death tends to focus your mind wonderfully. Trust me.” Saying that quietly, Aaron winced. What apprentices were focusing on in these journals was varied. Some on killing their masters, some on getting here and some on a dreamlike revive where everything worked out fine for them.

The last ones were the scary ones. They tended to be upbeat, optimistic and end fairly suddenly; usually with their first attempt to get the gate going again. Apprentices that put any serious effort into making the gate go had an instant backlash fry them.

A small gate-hiccup had almost gotten Aaron when he first got here, years back. The gate was still sizzling then, mostly due to unbalanced traffic like ghosts and dragons moving thru it that no one knew about.

Harvey was out; Henna was preoccupied with Ronnie, messages from her witch friends and customers here in town again, so Aaron just relaxed, tilted his head back and looked the shelf over carefully.

Some of the locks on the books were just standard wizard-locks. Beginner ones. His wizard’s staff had a long list of suggestions for the rest. Occasionally there was a copy of the old owner’s staff magic in his staff now; finding the passwords to get into these locked apprentice-journals was just grind.

Harvey obviously didn’t know that. A wizard’s staff could open most wizard-locks anyway. A good staff was key to a lot of things.

Some of them were books wizards had brought with them, tho. Not journals. They tended to be weird.

“Bad money forces out good.” Looking the collection of books he’d brought down from the shelf, Aaron seemed puzzled. “Harvey should’ve dumped these books as soon as he got them, as outhouse fuel if nothing else. Why are they still here?”

“He did get rid of the simple stuff.” Looking over Aaron’s shoulder, Henna grinned at her husband, then went back to feeding Ronnie. “And stripped ink from everything else, if they could. These are the nasty ones. Being a purveyor of dangerous magics is not a title you want in a small, jealous town, wizard. Books that fight back count as nasty magics. Anyway, you’re on babysitting duty today, buster. Brighten up.” Henna started briskly, handing the wizard Ronnie quickly. “I need to make my rounds.”

“Finding out what’s going on from market gossip not good enough?” Chiming in with that did not earn any love from his wife, but Aaron grinned anyway as Ronnie settled in his arms. “Bring back lunch, please. And something for the cat.” He added as Harvey’s house-guard meowed at him.

Sniffing at the three of them, Henna patted her tote. “First I collect on old bills and get old money to spend.” She started evenly. “Then I’ll think about feeding this mob here. Old potatoes and older weeds, probably.”

“Fish.” Aaron said absently. The cat meowed in agreement and the wizard grinned at him. “If you can, Hen. Chicken. Mel will know more about funny money, strange change and weird-and-wonderful coins than anyone else in town, right? Ask her, she’s by the river.”

“Maybe her apprentice, Glenda.” Henna agreed, tilting her head to one side and thinking a bit. “There is an Inn and tavern right next door to her shop. Mel has the dock and caravan news too. If I can avoid being put to work there…”

Jiggling Ronnie in one arm and his staff in the other, the wizard watched his wife fuss and chatter, preparing for departure. The secret hidden location of various snacks, instant remedies and ways to contact her were a constant flow of talk.

Since she usually took Ronnie with her on her rounds, Aaron knew Henna was trying to avoid getting trapped by calls today; the boy’s seer trick helped a lot when you got difficult cases but was a bit of a popular sensation. Henna walking into Mel’s clinic towing her son would keep everyone busy for hours as Mel used the opportunity to clear her backlog of weirdness and tough cases.

The door closed behind the witch at last; Aaron snapped into dragon-mode and snarled at the boy he was still holding. Ronnie waved his sphere in his father’s face for a moment, giggled and looked towards the pile of books.

Aaron snorted; still in dragon mode, he wandered over to snarl at one of the more difficult-to-open books. It obediently popped open without any further argument.

Grinning, the wizard looked at his son, who waved his sphere at the next tome in line. Aaron’s book snapped firmly shut as soon as the dragon in the room stopped paying any attention to it.

Imperiously pointing out something in midair to his father, who silently mouthed the words there. Aaron’s staff chimed. The book popped open and stayed open, flipping to various spots as Aaron stared down at it. The handwriting even switched to printed text in spots. Ronnie grinned at his father.

“Wizard-mode. Not user, apprentice or master. Impressive.” Aaron grudgingly admitted, looking the book over carefully. “Let’s see how we do with the rest of these things, eh?” The two exchanged glaces, then Aaron snarled at his son again.

Ronnie grinned triumphantly at his father, then the two of them started racing to see who could open up the most books fastest.

The cat watched and seemed to almost approve, even if the victuals were a mite sparse in this game for his taste.

  *

“Never read spells written in cosmic-sands. Never write spells in cosmic-sands. Never sand a cosmic for they are slow and bite like augers.”

The sad litany continued as Aaron shuffled around trying to get Harvey’s store back together. The front room had suffered an unexpected magical explosion today; Ronnie was helping by sphereing things, then picking floor-clutter up and moving items to shelves. Then the boy would put whatever he’d picked up away somewhere.

A lot of it was disappearing from human sight forever as he did. Some things had already disappeared up the chimney, squawking protests after the explosion. What hadn’t been hidden, lost or corrupted on its own Ronnie was taking care of now. Mostly magical items.

The shelves were slowing filling again anyway. The seer-sphere was always on as the mess got slowly unscrambled. Aaron was stumbling around frantically trying to wipe soot stains off goods, walls and getting things crammed on shelves as best he could.

It’d turned out to be a bad day for him.

A locked book had blown up for reasons unknown. Old magic, unstable magic, booby-trapped journals, whatever. Unlike every other book that opened their secrets on command, this book had blown sky-high when Aaron and Ronnie had tried to read it.

“Third time was the charm, boy. Remember that. Sphere-try, dragon-try, staff-try. Trying times three blew chunks.” The cough in the middle of the litany got ignored by Ronnie. He was also ignoring his shell-shocked father.

He was using his sphere to reorganize the rest of books and goods from the front of Harvey’s shop and put into layers Ronnie liked, not Aaron’s suggestions.

Aaron looked around. The floor was clearing but there wasn’t a hope anyone would ever be able to find anything here again. Ronnie’s reorganizing of the mess was limited to packing bottom shelves, but they were mostly full now.

The lowest shelves were stuffed, really. Backwards, sideways, layered, hidden goods… But very packed with all kinds of magical goods, some coming out from under dust for the first time in centuries today.

A lot of them had looked better with dust on them.

Flinching a bit, Aaron sighed. Harvey’s magic europium now looked like a second-hand junk-shop designed for midgets. Short midgets and tiny dwarfs. Harvey would not be pleased when he saw this and there was no way to stop people from walking in the front door here, most days.

This was not the first time Aaron had needed that door closed and he hadn’t found a way to trigger the wards shut yet. He was still wavering in an imaginary breeze when his witch wife Henna, first back into the gloom, carried in market goods looking exhausted.

A non-stop stream of complaints about steep hills, nattering girlfriends, stubborn clients, empty markets and weak tea gradually wore down as Henna stood in the shop and her eyes adjusted to the dark.

Standing sheepishly in the middle of the wrecked room, Aaron picked Ronnie up and stood there looking at his wife as she gradually took in the scene and ground to a slow halt.

“Boom?” Henna finally asked in awe, shifting the bag of groceries in her arms as she tried to take in the devastation around her.

“Yah. Boom.” Aaron mumbled awkwardly, looking at her with slightly unfocused eyes and still swaying a bit. “Seen my staff yet, Hon? It went missing. The cat, too.”

“BOOM!” Came from Ronnie. Then he yawned right in the middle of saying hello to his mother. “Momma!”

“The shrine ok? Put Ronnie in the cage.” Henna snapped out as Aaron stood there weaving back and forth, still looking sheepish. “Then meet me in the kitchen, wizard.”

“You get naps. I get a bath. No fair!” Aaron grumbled to his son as Henna marched off.

You could hear Henna muttering to herself as she opened windows and started getting out ointments and salves from somewhere. There was a crash as wood got shoved into a firebox too. Henna wanted to clean and cook now.

That meant lots of hot water. That meant Aaron bringing wood in and ashes out. Sighing heavily, the wizard headed towards the vine-room to bed his son, then go to the kitchen for his healings and the chores.

Witchery meant a long, slow, painful treatment of horrid tea, painful swabs and burning ointments as his wife alternated between lectures, dirty looks, painful scrubs and giving Aaron’s wizardly defenses the silent treatment.

This was not a fun time for anyone. Lectures on dangers. His son, the damage, his hurts, failures. That was the grind as Henna washed and bandaged Aaron’s latest wounds and it wasn’t done yet.

Harvey would get a crack at the wizard next, after chores.

That would be even less fun as Harvey would insist on taking inventory and discussing what was newly destroyed, what hadn’t worked before and what gotten fixed today. Whose fault it was, why it’d been hidden, what it was worth before and after.

It would take ages. Ages with Harvey’s acid tongue. He’d insist Henna help with the lashing too, he was like that.

The wizard sighed. After the bleeding got stopped, that is.

  *

“Wow.” Henna moved to the kitchen table and seemed impressed. “The good news is a couple of the books recovered today are valuable, Aaron. Very rare and very valuable. Something called a great-book? People have been finding me to talk about it already.”

Henna smiled in awe. “The goddess put in a bid for it already; so did her high priest. Against one another. Your staff told me about the book when we found that. Masina, right? The church and some wizard from Port-town I’ve never heard of came to the door looking for the great-book too. Harvey got rid of them.”

Henna seemed a bit awed. “They all knew the book had been newly discovered and wanted to get bids in before anyone else. And for your services even, they say. How, wizard?”

Sighing, Henna looked across the supper table as Aaron ignored her. She handed him his staff, newly recovered from the store’s front room. It’d gotten impaled into the ceiling somehow and Harvey had spotted it tucked into a corner. “Any more bids coming in, wizard?” The witch went on. “From who?”

“I knew about this.” Sitting across the table from Aaron trying to look like he was annoyed, Harvey grinned, looking smug but interested. Having wizards, a goddess, the church and friends try get in on one of his auctions had put a smile so big on his face Harvey couldn’t really manage bad humor. “Well, I knew something.” Harvey went on as Henna looked at him. “That’s why I came home.”

“Who’s the snoopy wizard, wizard? Are any more coming?” Henna finally asked her husband evenly. Very evenly as Aaron leaned over and looked into his staff for any new messages with unfocused eyes.

“Obviously a very powerful one, I haven’t seen anyone except Masina use your staff like that. It chimed at me when Harvey got it down, so I answered it. Do we dare try to deal with him?” Henna went on, watching Aaron closely now.

“You got my staff out of the ceiling over there, right?” Aaron almost fell out of his chair as he nodded but recovered and settled back in, pushing on the wooden shaft of his favorite tool to stay in his chair. “How ‘bout Harvey’s cat? Seen him anywhere? Ha. We wondered where he’d gotten to.”

“And dealing with wizards?” Aaron chuckled to himself. “I am the Dragon-wizard of Holmwood, Gate-keeper, Metal-master of the Singing Tower. My tea-witch bandit wife has birthed both Goddesses and Dragons.” Aaron said that quietly, but without looking at anyone as he heaved and pushed himself back upright again. “The wizard calling is walking very lightly, trust me. We can deal with him.”

Ronnie laughed at that and Henna looked at her husband critically. “There’s smoke coming from your ears again, Aaron.” She told him critically. “Did I miss something today? Did you?”

“And does the Singing Tower know anything about this master stuff?” Harvey asked carefully, closing one eye and studying Aaron.

“Argh. Wait. A couple of other things, people. Masina just sent a question or two. To you, Henna. Not me.” Aaron said sadly. “Thru the staff just now. Something about not breaking any more eggs?”

“Stop reading my mail, Aaron. You won’t understand it anyway.” Henna said quickly.

“I need to know who it’s for, witch.” Aaron grumbled guiltily in protest. “It’s on my staff. Here.”

“The dragon mother? Ow. Is she sending her pups here?” Harvey looked mildly disturbed. An invasion of rowdy dragon pups at his store was not anything he wanted to try and explain to anyone. Or live thru, or feed. There was lots of old very flammable wood here, but he called it home.

“The pups have grown a bit, Harvey. They couldn’t get in here anymore.” Henna said absently. She leaned over and touched Aaron’s staff, collecting her messages. “Without tearing the roof off first. And no, they aren’t coming.” She went on quickly pulling her hand away as the staff sparked. “They’re still eating. But whatever Aaron did today sent shock waves all over the world. Masina knows about it.”

“Why?” Harvey asked, looking interested. Aaron gave him a dirty look, then sighed.

“Listen, Harvey. One of Henna’s books changes with whatever you’re doing. Remember that one? Gives you what you’re looking for. This is a great-book; like that, only for wizards.” The wizard explained. “Very dangerous, too. Even looking at some wizardly things lets power leak all over the place.”

“So this group is offering to take this book off your hands before it destroys you?” The merchant went on candidly. “Nice of them. Who are they?”

“Something like that.” Aaron said evasively. “Only worse. Here’s the bad news. The offers are directed at you, merchant. And they aren’t exactly offers.”

“Masina wants to know if we hatched a scheme or broke an egghead.” Henna asked her husband coldly. Aaron winced as she glared at him. “That’s what Masina wants to know, dragon-wizard husband mine. Your beard is smoking again.”

“The boy fell out of the tree of knowledge and came up roses, not nutty. Tell Masina that. She’s online and waiting. Here.” Aaron offered the tip of his staff to Henna again.

“Oh, the great-book. A lot of these people just tell you a certain amount of gold will appear in your home or an army will, Harvey.” Aaron explained to Harvey, wincing again as Henna touched his staff more firmly and started chatting with the mother dragon. “They don’t even mention the book. And that’s the polite version. More usually the army just appears.”

“It’s that dangerous.” The wizard explained. “And powerful. They are called great-books for a reason. Most wizards don’t even talk about them, few dare even that. The odd thing is…”

Getting up, Aaron sighed and went on, looking over the table and into the front room carefully. “The really odd thing is that we didn’t have one here this morning. I’m sure of that. You can’t disguise a great-book. There’s only supposed to be one of them.”

Harvey looked at the wizard and so did Henna. “So Ronnie made it.” The wizard explained as he stood there swaying. “Or found one somehow while we were opening the locked journals.”

“I think.” The wizard said carefully as Henna blushed and looked worriedly at her son. Ronnie crowed right back at her as Aaron slumped down again. “Worse yet, it might’ve come to see him too.” He added absently. “Now that’s the real trouble.”

  *

“The goddess helped. That’s how she knew so fast.” Henna said quickly, looking Ronnie over carefully. “There’s lots of her magics still around here, right?”

“Every magical in the whole world knows about this.” Aaron corrected her with a sigh, back in his chair. “The good ones. A couple of them could even read while the great-book was open, witch. I think. This is wizard-power, not plant-magic.” He went on sadly as Henna looked at him. “Different rules.”

“That’s one of the reasons the book is dangerous. You have to be able to keep certain types away 24/7.” Aaron went on in a resigned manner. “Or every time the book opens something out there will blow up as some madman gamer tries to obtain supreme power thru cheats.”

“At your expense.” Harvey said quickly, blinking. “Gotcha. Do you learn as he reads out too?”

“Almost everyone does. They get it read to them.” Aaron went on sadly. “If anyone reads from a great book, everyone can hear it. There’s no stopping that.”

“It’s THE great-book. Technically, you could make 2+2 equal five if you wanted to.” Aaron went on. “Everywhere. Instantly. It’s that powerful, or so the rumors go. Do you get the general idea yet? You become the book and read your wish. Your wishes become real.”
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