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Prince Fulba, heir to the throne of the kingdom of Brittigord, was concerned about the visit of the wizard to the throne room. In realizing how he felt, he also saw that he was concerned about a few other aspects of his father’s rule.

That he was even present for this meeting seemed a minor miracle. Until this day, his father had been meeting with the wizard in the secrecy of the library. Fulba didn’t know what the two were talking over. All he knew for certain was that his father seemed eager for each meeting, and came out of the library on the glum side of thoughtful.

Fulba wondered if his presence for this meeting, as well as it being in the throne room, was his father’s way of putting pressure on the wizard. His father tended to be harder in private than in public. Even though this meeting was just with the two of them and this wizard, the door to the throne room was open, and two soldiers stood guard outside the door. This was bound to be about as public as the matter had been up to that day.

“I am but your humble servant, Your Majesty, Your Highness,” Pirric said to him and his father with a bow.

Pirric was a wizard of some renown, within Lirouen itself and across Brittigord. He’d fought off a plague within the city. He’d ended a drought in the eastern part of the kingdom. Aside from those big accomplishments, though, Pirric was mainly known as an experimenter. He’d spent much of his life attempting to figure out more of how magic worked.

His appearance spoke of that life. The man’s hair had turned white from age. He stood with stooped shoulders. His gestures were a touch slower than average. Yet he was also wearing a fine green shirt, clean black trousers, and leather boots that displayed no signs of wear. The wizard might be well past the middle of his life, but he dressed like a merchant ten years younger.

“I am decided to include my son in these conversations, Pirric,” King Calix said. “I pray it will do us all some good.”

“I cannot but agree, Your Majesty,” Pirric replied. “His Highness needs to know of our great plans for the kingdom.”

“Plans?” Fulba asked.

“Listen, my son,” Calix said. “Pirric, I know we’ve gone over this several times, but would you care to inform Fulba of your idea?”

“It would be my honor, Your Majesty,” Pirric said. He turned his brown eyes to Fulba. “Your Highness, half a year ago I stumbled upon a most ancient spell. A complicated spell, to be sure, but a most intriguing one.”

“What sort of spell?” Fulba asked.

“A spell to transmogrify animals into new creatures.”

Fulba’s eyes widened with shock. “That’s horrible!”

Pirric shook his head. “Not in the least, Your Highness. It’s no more evil than striking down wolves preying upon sheep with a spell.”

“But to change the aspect of an animal?”

“What is an animal but a thoughtless brute, Your Highness? It’s either a creature that kills others for food, or eats plants and provides creatures and men with food.”

“My son, we cannot think of creatures as having spirits,” Calix said.

Fulba turned to his father. “That’s so, Father, but still.”

Calix waved his right hand. “Think nothing of the morals, for there are none. Go on, Pirric.”

“Yes, Your Majesty. Your Highness, what this spell entails is taking the body of a dead creature, capturing the essence of its body, and casting that onto a live creature.”

“Essence?” Fulba asked, still shocked.

“Indeed. For instance, taking the front and bad legs of a bear and changing the legs of a wolf.”

Fulba shook his head. “To what end, man?”

“First and foremost, to see if it can be done. As it’s a complicated spell, it tends to not work as much as it does work.”

“Still, to give a wolf a bear’s legs?”

“Your Highness, have you observed bears?”

“I hunted one once.” Fulba frowned. “I failed to dispatch it.”

Two years ago, as a test of his new manhood, his father had sent him to a village two days northeast of the city with a few soldiers. A report from the village said a bear had come out of the wilderness and had attacked men hunting game. Fulba and his party went out to hunt the bear, with bows and in chainmail armor. They found the bear, and all three put arrows into it, but they failed to find a blood trail or the corpse.

As the villagers reported no more attacks, Calix expressed his pleasure with Fulba’s errand. For his part, Fulba believed he and the soldiers had only scared the bear away from that village. Ever since he’d wondered if it would turn up elsewhere. He was unsure if he’d protected the folk that would be his subjects one day, and every so often that ate at him.

“I see, Your Highness,” Pirric said. “Well, as you perhaps know, bears are at times comfortable moving on two legs as they are on four legs. This, along with their bulk, makes their legs long and strong.

“Wolves, on the other hand, are only used to running on four legs, as most animals are. Yet we know, from their behavior as well as that of dogs, that at times they will attempt to use their front legs for certain tasks. For dogs, it’s to jump up to get treats or express affection. For wolves, it’s to attempt to pull down prey onto its side or back.

“What, then, would such a creature do with much stronger legs? Can it adapt? Will hunger motivate it to try? This is one point of my experiments, Your Highness. I seek to know how the creature will react to a new advantage.”

“That cannot be kind to the creature, Pirric,” Fulba said.

Pirric shrugged. “It’s only an animal.”

“You are quite correct,” Calix said to the wizard. “We cannot mistake creatures for men. Now, do continue.”

“Yes, Your Majesty. My first efforts were a struggle. A few castings killed the creatures. I presume this was because the dead creature’s essence killed the live one. Some creatures seemed to prefer dying of hunger than attempting to adapt to their new advantage. This day, I can report some genuine success.”

“Success?”

Pirric nodded to Calix. “I gave a wildcat the front and back legs of a bear. The creature adapted quite well to its new legs. It discovered how to use them to move and to kill squirrels and rats.”

“That is a success.”

Fulba shook his head to Calix. “It is?”

“Indeed, my son. Pirric, have you taken the next step in your overall experiment?”

“I have, Your Majesty,” Pirric answered with a smile. “I took the modified wildcat to the Royal Forest and was able to direct it against one of the deer there.”

“Direct it?” Fulba asked. “With the spell that commands animals?”

“The same, Your Highness.”

“To what end?”

“Wildcats, so the old accounts say, rarely take on prey like deer. There are accounts of larger cats in more distant lands taking on such beasts, but the ones here prefer smaller prey. It’s why they’re a danger to sheep but not cattle.

“I was able to guide the creature to the deer and make it attack the deer. Sadly, the first I found was a doe, not a buck, so that part of the test cannot be said to be all that impressive. But I was able to guide the creature to its prey and command it to attack. It did so, brought down the doe, and feasted upon its kill.”

“I still cannot see the point of all this,” Fulba said.

“Pirric, tell him about the spell you discovered,” Calix said.

“Of course, Your Majesty,” Pirric replied with a bow of his head. “Your Highness, you are aware that spells exist to enlarge the size of a fire, or a ball of ice, or other such elements, used in combat, are you not?”

Fulba nodded to Pirric.

“What I have wondered is whether or not a spell might not be cast on such a creature to make it larger. To make it taller than any castle. Then, by use of spells of commanding, to use it against other domains that threaten us.”

Fulba blinked. “You wish to create some monster and unleash it upon the world?”

“Not on the world, of course, no, Your Highness. That would be madness.”

“No?”

“Not in the least. This creature would only be made, and only released, in the event that our kingdom is attacked.”

“Attacked by whom?”

“Does it matter?”

“I think it does, Pirric. You cannot believe that such a monster could be crafted, if that even is the proper word for it, in secret.”

“Let it be seen, Your Highness. It will strike fear in our enemies.”

“And I ask again, Pirric, what enemies?”

“My son, we have had enemies in the past,” Calix said. “We should not presume that the quiet of the present will last. We’ve had to fight before, and it’s likely we shall again.”

Fulba turned to Calix. “We certainly shall be attacked if Pirric creates this monster.”

“Fulba, do you truly believe so?”

“Yes, Father, I do.”

“Why? It cannot be because of trust. You’ve only met a few nobles from other lands.”

“I don’t have to meet them to know what would be in their heads.”

“No? You’re that wise at so young an age?”

Fulba shook his head. “It’s not wisdom, Father, but common sense. We’re the largest kingdom in this part of the world. As such we have more wealth than any one of our neighbors. Because we’re large in size we can field a large army. If you ruled one of our neighbors, wouldn’t you fear us?”

Calix frowned at Fulba but said nothing.

“Our neighbors have made alliances with each other. You say that Brittigord stands alone. Yet it would take all of them allying together to be a true threat to us.”

Calix waved his right finger. “Which is just what they’re doing.”

Fulba waved at Pirric. “And you think his mad scheme won’t anger them all the more?”

“Your Highness, I must protest!” Pirric called out.

Calix glared at Fulba for a moment. He turned to Pirric, raised both his hands, and gestured for the wizard to calm down. “My friend, my son doesn’t quite see matters as you or I do. I believe you have told him all he needs to know. We’ll talk again about your effort. You may go back to your work.”

Pirric bowed to Calix. Fulba noticed the curt bow of his head that the wizard gave him. Without another word the old man turned and strode out of the throne room.

“You didn’t have to call him mad, you know,” Calix said.

Fulba turned back to his father. “Didn’t I? What else would you call that scheme of his?”

“Protection, in case we need it.”

“Protection? From whom?”

“We are bordered by kingdoms we’ve fought before, Fulba.”

“And there hasn’t been a war since Grandfather’s time.”

“As I said, the past is not the present, nor is it the future.”

“We could change our policies.”

Calix shook his head. “We cannot change our borders.”

“Is that what you think, Father? They’ll only be happy if we’re smaller?”

“That’s been the impression I’ve been given all my life.”

“Given, or taken?”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“When have you tried to reach out to the rulers of other kingdoms?”

“Letters go back and forth.”

Fulba nodded to Calix, but by adding a mild frown, he tried to make certain his nod would not be interpreted as agreement. “Yes, your correspondence. You tell them not to threaten us, or they’ll suffer. You tell them to treat our merchants well, but say nothing about the treatment of their merchants by our subjects. You tell them our borders are sacred, even if that’s not the topic of their letter.

“Have you ever thought of leaving out such sentiments, and instead ask them how their kingdom is doing? Tell them how we’re doing, good and bad? Ask them what they know of the lands next to theirs that we hear little about? Present the chance of marriage between the noble families of our kingdoms?”

He waited for his father to reply. He waited a couple of moments, but his father didn’t say anything. He merely glared at Fulba.

“Your silence is your answer to my question, I think,” Fulba said.

“You live too much in the future.”

“And you, Father, live too much in the past. You can’t see how very wrong your thinking could take all of us.”

“Wrong?”

“Yes, Father, wrong.” Fulba sighed. “The first is the most obvious. How do you think Pirric would keep his monster a secret if it’s as tall as this castle? Or taller than any castle?”

Calix opened his mouth, paused, then shook his head.

“And it’s not as though folk wouldn’t talk about seeing such a monster. They would.”

“Why not let them?” Calix shot back.

“And let them say what? Pirric is working with dangerous magic? The old wizard is mad? Or perhaps you’d like them to say that you and he are mad, Father? That’s sure to be dangerous to us or anyone else.”

His father wasn’t the first King to carry the name Calix, but instead was the fourth ruler of Brittigord with that name. Calix the First was a great King who had brought two warring kingdoms together to begin what was now Brittigord. Several generations after he died nobles were giving his name to their sons, as did his grandfather to his father.

But as great as Calix the First was, his reputation as King was forever spoiled by the madness that had affected him in the last year or so of his life. His eldest son had killed his second son in a hunting accident. There were those that said the killing ought to disqualify the Prince. There were even those who whispered that it was no accident but murder, even though every witness, including the dying Prince, said it was a tragic error.

The strain of the event, along with a pair of small defeats against Gaviedo to the south, caused Calix the First to lose his senses. He issued orders to attack domains to the east that hadn’t threatened Brittigord in years. He demanded arrests of members of the Royal Court for imagined offenses that included singing too loud and gambling against chickens. Everyone in Lirouen knew not to take the old King seriously, and that they had to endure his nonsense until the Gods claimed him.

But another neighbor, Firsolia, thought the King’s insanity would be a fine time to snatch land from Brittigord for themselves. The resulting war was long and bloody, but in the end Brittigord won. Everyone, including the Prince of Firsolia who succeeded his father and renounced the war, believed it never would have happened if not for “Mad King Calix.”

Fulba’s father ground his teeth together for a moment, then nodded to him. “Yes, well, I wouldn’t want that.”

“No. And it’s not just common folk that would talk.”

“Witches are gossips, like all women.”

“And wizards?”

Once again Calix had no immediate response to another of his son’s questions.

“Pirric is indeed a man of many accomplishments,” Fulba said. “No one can deny him his deeds or his research. But he does tend to work outside of those in his trade, wizards and witches alike. And while wizards and witches are loyal to the Kings they serve, they’re just as loyal to each other, and to the power the Goddess has granted them.”

“That’s not always a good thing.”

“I think it’s a fine thing, Father. We ought to use that network of letters and magical communications more often.”

Calix raised an eyebrow. “To spy?”

Fulba felt his anger start to return. “No.”

“Then what other use is it?”

“To learn what’s going on.”

“Yes, to spy.”

“That’s not what I mean. I believe we should use to see what’s going on beyond our borders. What troubles are folk having? Are their fields and pastures getting too much rain or too little? Are there robbers on the roads, or thieves in the cities?

“Learning of these events, good and bad, will tell us if the nobles and Kings of those domains are a danger, yes. They will also offer us chances to assist those rulers and their subjects. Helping others will benefit us. It will cultivate trust in us and our intentions. They will be more willing to help us in our time of need. They won’t exclude us from their alliances, but instead include us.”

“You presume a great deal, Fulba.”

Fulba shook his head. “I presume no more than the folk of Lirouen presume about their own neighbors, Father.”

“A fellow’s neighbor doesn’t have an army at his command.”

Fulba gave his father a tiny smile. “But he might have the will to lie to our soldiers about what his neighbor is up to. Tell the men that his neighbor has broken some law. Lies have gotten men arrested before.”

Calix huffed. “You never give up.”

“And why should I? When you go to the Gods, I shall become King. I have to consider all these matters.”

“You’re not King yet.”

“True. But would you rather I live my life unconcerned about the kingdom?”

Calix gave Fulba another frown. That he said nothing aside from the frown told Fulba that his jab had landed.

Calix was the older of three brothers, and thus the heir to his father. But Calix’s younger brothers Mauris and Ramond never had the interest in the politics of Brittigord that Calix did. So when Calix had fallen ill when Fulba was an infant, there had been panic in the kingdom, so Fulba had been told. Mauris was too drunk most of the time to do much of anything, and Ramond had already married and abandoned one wife and was working on a second. Neither could have assumed the duties of their older brother or been much of a guardian to Fulba.

As it happened, time and a little magic helped Calix recover from his illness. Calix had ever since instructed his two children often the danger of presuming too much on their high status. Even Fulba’s younger sister, though she was unlikely to rule on her own, had to pay heed to her lessons in history and politics.

The room was silent for a few moments before Calix spoke again. “Can you see no reason why Pirric should continue his experiments?”

“None, Father,” Fulba answered.

“Not even for our defense?”

“How would such a monster defend us? If it’s some giant, composed of differing animals, it will have no reason.”

Calix nodded slowly. “No, I suppose not.”

“What’s to say it would not turn against us?”

“Pirric is confident he can control it.”

“And if he cannot? He makes some monster, and rather than going after some other land, it breaks its magical chain and comes after us. It’s bad enough that you’re allowing him to make this beast. That the largest kingdom in this part of the world would have such a monster might alarm our neighbors enough to cause them to attack us before we can attack them. If there would be such a reason for us attacking them.”

“There might be,” Calix insisted.

“I doubt that. But, Father, think on the chance that this monster slips from Pirric’s grasp. It attacks our subjects. I’m sure you must see how bad that would be for us.”

“I do.”

“Then think on how it would be seen abroad. We in our arrogance allow Pirric to make a monster, and it attacks us instead of one of our neighbors. We’d look foolish as well as arrogant.”

“There is that, I suppose.”

Fulba put a hand on Calix’s arm. “Father, command Pirric to end his experiments.”

Calix stood still for a moment, then shook his head. “I cannot.”

“But why?”

“I will not allow our neighbors to form an alliance against us, my son. Perhaps you should use that network of wizards and witches to tell that to the Kings of those domains. Unless they can assure me that they don’t mean to gather against us, I must do all I can to give us every advantage. Brittigord will not bend in the face of threat.”

“And if there’s no threat?”

“Let them assure me. In person. Otherwise, I shall allow Pirric to attempt to create a doubt creature of magic.”

Fulba jerked his hand away from his father. “You shouldn’t.”

“I shall. I will.” Calix shrugged. “Besides, the whole scheme is a madness of a sort. I doubt it will succeed in my lifetime. If it does not, you’ll be King, and you may rule Brittigord as you see fit. Until that day comes, I am King. I shall not lose what our ancestors have won.”

Fulba wanted to continue to argue, but just then his father strode off the dais and headed for the door. He would be off to some other work, and he considered the discussion at an end.

Fulba wasn’t sure what more he could say as he watched his father go. He had tried reason and emotion, and neither had worked. He wasn’t sure telling others would help. His sister was still a bit too young to stand up to their father. The Royal Court was bound to be divided on such a question. Nor was he sure spreading the word about Pirric’s effort would enrage the subjects of the kingdom or cause Brittigord’s neighbors to change their actions one way or another.

He did think of one person he could speak with. He had no interest in her advice, but he did want to gain some knowledge from her. If she thought Pirric’s scheme was madness, then perhaps there wasn’t as much to fear from it as he first thought there might be.

And if it wasn’t madness, he determined to consider his next steps and next arguments. As heir to the throne, he felt he owed the kingdom his best attempt to avert disaster.
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Princess Milena always found the throne room the least enjoyable place in the palace. If asked, she wouldn’t say such a thing out loud. It would be rude to her father, and to her own succession to the throne one day. Yet it was always so that little pleasant seemed to happen in the throne room these days, even if there was good news.

Which there was. She stood to the right of her father, King Nahuel, who was seated on the throne. Chancellor Rosendo was standing before them, just off the dais. As always, Rosendo was dressed finely. His blue shirt was trimmed in white, his cape was a fetching shade of dark blue, his trousers were black and clean, and his shoes appeared new. He often gave the appearance of a dandy, even in private meetings like this one.

“Your Majesty, Your Highness, I can at last report success in our talks with Camietta,” Rosendo said. “The representative of King Antono tells me our terms have been agreed to.”

“All of them?” King Nahuel asked.

“All, Majesty.”

Milena nodded. “This is indeed good news.”

Rosendo nodded back. “Quite so, Your Highness. I was not certain our terms as regards trade by sea would be agreed to. The Kings of Camietta have always taken pride in their control of the central parts of the Summer Sea.”

“And what? This one isn’t?”

Rosendo smiled. “No. King Antono is, as I understand, a proud man. But over the last year I’ve learned that merchant ships from Brittigord have been plying the coast north and south of Camietta. Their goods are priced cheaply. The trade of Camietta is being harmed.”

King Nahuel snorted. “Typical.”

Milena shook her head. “Now, Father, the rulers of Brittigord don’t have absolute control over their kingdom.”

Her father sighed but said nothing.

For her part, Milena was unaware of any King or Queen in any domain that had such a strong command over their domain that they could force merchants to do exactly what they demanded. She didn’t think King Calix was sending merchants off the southern coast of his kingdom to disrupt the trade of Camietta. She thought it more reasonable that those men had run out of buyers in their own domain and were sailing abroad to dispose of their goods. The price of those good would be cheap because keeping them tended to cost coins, either in fees to the masters of warehouses or in goods lost to time and theft.

All the same, she saw exactly what the King of Camietta feared he was seeing. Once again Brittigord was expanding itself. It had no direct border with Camietta, but it had a coast along the Summer Sea. If it couldn’t expand through war it would do so through trade. That was how everyone in this part of the world viewed King Calix.

It was therefore more good fortune than anything else that the King of Camietta would allow ships from Jozavaca into his ports, and into the ports of his southern allies, without having to pay duties as high as before. But as her father had taught her, good fortune was just as much an advantage as wits, wealth, or charm.

“Rosendo, what do you think will happen if the situation changes?” Milena asked. “We know that it’s likely to once the merchants of southern Brittigord empty their ships and warehouses.”

Rosendo shrugged. “First, I suspect that what’s done is done, Highness. We know what the merchants of Brittigord are like. No duty will keep them out if there’s profit to be had.”

“And if their goods aren’t the best quality?”

“There are always those looking to spend as little as they can. Though I do think the merchants of Brittigord will find quality does matter in Camietta.”

“Those who are rich come to expect the best.”

“Always, Highness, always. As to your question, I further believe that this treaty will be of benefit to Camietta, no matter what the men of Brittigord do. We have deposits of copper and tin they desire. We have beef that they wish to enjoy. Before the treaty, such things could only be had by their nobility. Lowering the duty on such goods will bring down the cost of them in Camietta. That, I believe, will make the treaty ideal for years to come.”

“I can’t argue with that,” Nahuel said.

“Neither can I, Father,” Milena added.

Rosendo bowed. “As always, I am humbled by your compliments.”

“You need not behave that way to us, you know,” Nahuel told him.

“Old habits die hard, Majesty.”

Milena smiled at the jest. While Rosendo gave off the appearance of a merchant more concerned with his clothing than his work, it had long been a ruse. When she was girl she’d been taken in by his finery and flattery. When she got a little older she found his manners silly and more than a little foolish. She even had the courage to complain to her father about Rosendo.

It was only then, after accusing the man of being a dandy, that she started speaking with the man privately. She discovered at once that he was no dandy, but a skilled politician who thought matters over carefully. Where there were writings available on something he read about it. When there was time to talk to those with knowledge, he spent the time to talk with them.

In taking over her lessons on politics, her taught her the value of appearing to be what one was not. He dressed well, in part to show respect for those of noble birth, but mostly to seem to be a man not to take too seriously. Such an outward appearance disarmed his opponents. They thought him lacking in wits and so behaved as such. When he caught them by surprise with cleverness and craft, they usually ended up all the more beaten in defeat.

She idly wondered if that was one of the means, aside from reason, that he’d gotten King of Camietta and his man to agree to the terms she and her father wanted.

“Let’s stop playing games, and consider this impending treaty in a more somber light,” Nahuel said. “A treaty between ourselves and Camietta will do nothing to Brittigord’s borders, but it might slow their trade. King Calix might feel surrounded.”

“As well he should, Majesty,” Rosendo replied. “The rascal has done nothing to make friends. If he feels surrounded, it’s his own fault.”

“I quite agree, Rosendo, but need we shove the blade in deeper?”

“That’s how the man thinks, Majesty.”

“I’m told his son isn’t so hard,” Milena said.

Rosendo nodded to her. “As have I, Highness. The Prince has a reputation for common sense that his father lacks.”

“Are we in danger until the Prince becomes the King?” Nahuel asked.

Rosendo stood still for a long moment or so. Milena noticed his gaze drift to the floor for a short time, then he faced her father. “Majesty, my sources suggest that King Calix has no immediate plans to make war upon anyone.” He turned to her. “Though I believe, Highness, your sources are as good as mine.”

Milena could feel her father staring at her. For an instant she considered rebuking Rosendo. Though she was of legal age, and thus could do as she pleased, she still considered what happened in her chambers private, and not a subject of speculation in public. Even if, at the present time, “public” consisted of her father and their most trusted member of the Royal Court.

She dismissed the notion of a rebuke almost as soon as it came to her. She might, in private, remind Rosendo that he ought to be discrete, even if the only other person in the room was her father. But her father’s justifiable concern about Gaviedo’s largest neighbor and its King was of more concern than her personal affairs.

She finally turned to face Nahuel. She gave him a modest smile. “Father, my sources suggest that King Calix does have some sort of plan in mind. What that plan is, and whether or not it means war, is something that cannot be determined.”

Nahuel’s eyes narrowed. “How can anyone know there’s a plan at all, Milena?”

“Master Pirric is said to have made private visits to the castle in Lirouen.”

“That old wizard?” Rosendo asked.

“Yes, Rosendo,” she replied.

“How is that much known?” Nahuel pressed.

“Pirric is seen going to and coming from the castle, Father. When questions have been asked of those in the castle about these visits, all anyone knows is that Pirric and King Calix have met in the library, alone.”

“His soldiers talk?”

“His servants, as well as Prince Fulba himself. Apparently he’s been as confused about these visits as anyone else.”

“Calix is keeping this from his son? His heir?”

“So it would seem.”

Nahuel turned back to Rosendo. “Do you think that means a threat to us?”

Rosendo shook his head. “There’s so much it could mean, Majesty. It could mean old men talking of past glories. It could mean some sort of plan. Or it could mean that King Calix is ill and wants his illness kept quiet.”

“Then unless we know what’s being talked about, there’s no way to know if Calix will threaten the peace before the Gods claim him?”

“It would seem so, Majesty.”

“Forgive me for asking the obvious, Rosendo,” Milena said, “but all our alliances and treaties, including this one proposed with Camietta, are defensive in nature, yes?”

Rosendo gave her a single nod. “Of course, Highness. For the present, no King around Brittigord seeks to start a war with them.”

“For the present.”

“True. But some four generations back, Firsolia and one of those other domains east of Brittigord had such an alliance that said nothing of defense. When the King of Firsolia decided to attack Brittigord, he demanded his fellow King join him. As the treaty said nothing about provocation, only being allies, the other kingdom had to go to war as well. Both domains suffered due to that foolishness. Since then the terms of such treaties state with clarity what the domains can and cannot ask of each other.”
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