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Enter the SF Gateway …


In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:




‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’





Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.


The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.


Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.


Welcome to the SF Gateway.







Author’s Note


Terra Magica is an alternate world, as close to our own as are two pages in a book; so close that our most sensitive artists, dreamers, and poets glimpse something of its woods and fields, its tall cities and splendid heroes; thus, the history of Terra Magica becomes the substance of our epics and sagas, our myths and legends, fantasies and fairy tales.


This is the third novel I have written about Terra Magica. The first two, both published by DAW Books, were Kesrick (1982) and Dragonrouge (1984); they were both drawn from a distinguished volume of history (history in Terra Magica, anyway) called The True and Veritable History of the Knight of Dragonrouge.


The present volume, Mandricardo, is drawn from the sequel to the True and Veritable History, called the Chronicle Narrative of the Deeds of Mandricardo, a history no less distinguished than its predecessor.


Each volume of this sequence can be read separately and independently of each other. In fact, that’s part of the fun!


—Lin Carter


Montclair, New Jersey
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Any Port in a Storm


It had started to snow quite soon after sunrise and by now the snow had clogged the trail, almost hiding it, and the going had become difficult. The man and the woman were well-mounted, but their horses (as well as the plump, frisky little mule who trotted obediently behind them, loaded with their luggage) were finding their footing slippery and uncertain. The snow was coming down quite heavily now, in thick, wet, fat, white flakes that always seemed to fly directly into their eyes, blinding them, or into their noses, making them sneeze. And it was piling up in slushy drifts that would probably have reminded the travelers of scoops of vanilla ice cream, except that vanilla ice cream had not been invented yet here in Terra Magica, the world next door to our own.


The man was a Tartar, dark and swarthy, tall and long-legged, and a knight, as you could have guessed from his flashing armor. He had a hooked nose, long drooping black moustachios, large very dark liquid eyes, and he wore a spiked helmet. There were lion-skins draped about his brawny shoulders, the skins of lions he had hunted and slain himself, of course. His name was Sir Mandricardo, and he was the son of King Agricane of Tartary.


His steed was a magnificent coal-black charger named Bayardetto, which means “Little Bayard,” and a handsome animal he was, as brave as a mastiff and every bit as faithful. Mandricardo had become very attached to the noble warhorse, for they had shared many adventures together, and on only one of these had Bayardetto displayed anything less than staunch courageousness. (That one time was when a giant the size of a small mountain had bent over and plucked a couple of Mandricardo’s friends out of their saddles and swooped them up into the air … and Mandricardo thought it quite understandable for his horse to have acted just a little nervous on this occasion.)


By the side of the Tartar knight … well, no: behind him, actually, since the trail was so narrow they had to ride single file … pranced a fine red mare in whose saddle rode a young woman of abundant, more-than-ample charms. Her name was Princess Callipygia, and she was one of the seventeen daughters of the Queen of the Amazons and not only Mandricardo’s girl-friend, but also his fiancée. She didn’t wear much in the way of clothes: just some bits and pieces of armor, greaves and buskins, a gorget, gauntlets, girdle, a mail-skirt, and such like; also a cloak trimmed with fur. Amazons, as a rule, don’t wear many clothes. I’m not sure exactly why.


The two had been houseguests at Dragonrouge, an old and stately home which belonged to their dear friends Sir Kesrick and his newlywed bride, the Princess Arimaspia of Scythia. At the conclusion of their adventures together, Mandricardo and Callipygia had accompanied the Knight of Dragonrouge and his betrothed to the ancestral home of Kesrick’s fathers; they had stayed for the wedding, of course, and for about two weeks after the nuptials. Now it was time that they arranged their own wedding, they thought; and thus had ridden forth from the gates of Dragonrouge and, with the blithe nonchalance of a hero and heroine in a chivalric romance (which, of course, they actually were—and if you doubt it, just keep reading), were perfectly prepared to ride horseback the entire width of the world from the Frankish kingdom in the West to the famous Kingdom of Tartary in the East, which is just before you get to Cathay and a little bit north of Prester John’s Empire.


These countries exist only in Terra Magica, you understand; you will not find them on your maps of Terra Cognita, the Lands We Know.


Your historian regrets having to admit that Mandricardo was being a pain in the neck. He was even getting on Callipygia’s nerves a little, despite the fact that she loved him dearly. Even being loved can’t keep you from getting on someone’s nerves, it seems, and Mandricardo had been grumbling and complaining for hours now, ever since it had started to snow. Apparently it seldom snowed in Tartary, for the tall young knight was not accustomed to putting up with the several discomforts associated with that climatic condition.


He complained that the snow was melting on his helmet and dripping off, running in an icy trickle right down the back of his neck, underneath his armor.


He complained that the flakes were blowing directly into his eyes and blinding him, so that he couldn’t see where he was going.


He complained that if this sort of thing kept on much longer, his armor would begin to get rusty and the leather of his finely-tooled saddle would get moldy, and he would probably catch a cold in the head.


They were plodding along a narrow trail that wound between high hills crowned with thick dark woods, and the land was rising and getting rocky. There were cliffs up ahead, as far as Callipygia could tell, peering in between the snowflakes. It occurred to the Amazon girl that perhaps they could find shelter and build a fire.


“Cave or something, what?” murmured Mandricardo, a bit indistinctly, because his teeth were chattering. The snow had soaked his long droopy moustachios and then they had frozen, making it chilly for his upper lip.


“We may as well take a look,” suggested Callipygia, guiding her red mare into the bushes beside the trail. She led the way through trees that loomed up, wet black shafts behind the veils of falling whiteness. With a dispirited shrug, Mandricardo guided his charger after her. Wet branches slapped him all over, sending a shower of half-melting snow down the back of his neck. A thicker branch caught his helmet a sound blow, tilting it rakishly over one eye.


“Oh, I say, dash it all!” he grumbled. But his companion was too far ahead to hear his words, luckily, for he was, as I have said, beginning to try her patience a little.


At length they emerged from the forest into a small clearing where the brisk wind was driving the snow wetly against gaunt cliffs. In those cliffs a black opening yawned. Callipygia prodded him in the ribs with a happy grin.


“There, by my halidom! What did I say? A cave—!” she cried. The Tartar knight eyed it dubiously, blinking the snowflakes out of his eyes.


“I say, Cally,” he complained, “dash it all, but the place looks like one of those Troll caves dear old Kesrick was savin’ we might find up hereabouts. …”


The Amazon squared her shoulders and snatched out her sword, blue eyes snapping zestfully.


“Troll or no Troll,” the girl said staunchly, “it’s any port in a storm. Come on!”


Troll or no Troll, it became obvious as they approached that somebody made the cave his home, for it had a door: a strong, thick slab of stained wood, bound with heavy bolts of brass, standing ajar. Firelight flickered within—a very inviting sight, if you happen to be standing knee-deep in wet mushy snow, which they were, having dismounted. Leading their horses by the bridle, with the little mule following behind, they ventured as far as the cave’s mouth, or door, as I should say. Peering within, they saw stalagmites hanging down from the smoke-blackened ceiling above (or do I mean stalactites?) and the walls of rough rock were hung with odds and ends of weaponry: axes, broadswords, spears and the like, all very, very old and every single one of them made of bronze.


“Why bronze, what?” muttered Mandricardo curiously.


“Shush! Because the one thing Trolls fear most is Cold Steel,” whispered Callipygia, brandishing her naked blade, which caught the firelight and flashed like a mirror in the sun.


A frightened squeal from directly behind them nearly stampeded their horses. The two whirled about, to see—


“Oh, I say,” faltered Mandricardo, “it really is a Troll’s cave. And here’s the bally old Troll!”


And so it was, for while neither of the two had ever laid eyes on a Troll before, suchlike creatures not being indigenous to Tartary or to Amazonia either, well, as the author of the Chronicle Narrative of the Deeds of Mandricardo of Tartary puts it in a clever phrase, “when once you see a Troll, there is no mistaking it for anything else.” And such was the case precisely, for there it was—hairy as a thicket and huge as a hill—weak little pink eyes blinking fearfully on either side of its enormous proboscis of a nose, crowned with cow-horns, cow-tail dragging in the snow behind.


The monstrous creature had evidently been roaming the woods gathering fallen branches for its fire, for it held an armload of wet bare boughs, which it let fall at one glimpse of the deadly sheen and shimmer of Cold Steel.


Then, with a guttural croak, the Troll turned and waddled away, splayed feet and bowed legs working, disappearing in the dark woods.


They looked at each other, a wordless glance. Then the Amazon girl put away her glittering sword.


“I told you Trolls did not like the look of Cold Steel,” said Callipygia, looking satisfied.


“Rah-ther!” said Mandricardo admiringly. “Chased the beggar off without a blow exchanged! Capital! Capital!”


They went in. The cavern was large and high-roofed; a huge fire burned briskly on the hearth, painting orange light and inky shadows over the rugged walls. Crude stools and a three-legged table were all of the furnishings; a heap of foul-smelling hides served the former occupant as a bed. The floor of the cave was littered with garbage, composed mostly of bones. The bones had been gnawed—you could see the tusk-marks!—then split lengthwise so as to suck out the marrow; Mandricardo and Callipygia fastidiously averted their eyes from the sight and pretended not to notice that some of the bones were of human origin.


Cupboards and rough shelves had been built along one wall. Callipygia eyed them speculatively, wondering if there was anything to eat therein, and if so, what Trolls happened to like to eat, when they were not eating Meat. She rummaged therein, finding rags and a few battered pots and pans (of brass or copper), a broken belt, some pieces of tough leather, and an ivory needle as big as a dirk.


Mandricardo closed the door against the wintry blasts and led Bayardetto over in front of the fire. Finding a heap of rags, he began to rub down his charger, not even bothering to take off his saddle first, because the poor horse was soaking wet with snow.


“Just look at this!” the Amazon girl exclaimed, holding up a heavy bronze armlet she had just found in the cupboard. It shone in the ruddy firelight and she marveled at the strange crooked characters carved about the circle of bronze; they were letters in no language known to Callipygia. Delighted with her discovery, she tried the ring on: it fitted snugly about her biceps; she twisted and turned it about, seeking the best angle to display it, and as she did so, Mandricardo was complaining in his whining way.


“Ah? Very nice, I’m sure … I say! Dash it all, poor Bayardetto; just look at the old fellow. Soaked to the skin, he is, and shivering in all this bally snow—s-s—!” And he threw back his head and sneezed tremendously. “Now, you see, these Frankish winters—now I’m catching a cold in the head, I could feel it coming on, don’t you know … oh, I do wish we were somewhere warm and dry—!”


Turning and twisting the bronze armlet on her upper arm, trying to see which way it looked best on her, Callipygia snapped at him. She was, by now, quite fed up with her lover’s unmanly complaining, so she retorted, “Well, I wish you were!”


Then her jaw dropped. Her eyes popped. She swayed like a sapling in a tornado, turning the color of milk.


For Mandricardo—and his noble charger—had just vanished.


For a moment, there, it looked very much as if Callipygia were about to faint dead away, like the heroine of some Victorian novel. However, the seventeen daughters of the Queen of the Amazons happen to be made of sterner stuff than are the heroines of Victorian novels, and the brawny girl soon recovered her composure.


She began to search the dark recesses of the Troll’s cave, discovering many Nasty Things in the farthest corners where it was good and dark, but not finding a trace of the Tartar knight or his great black charger. The two had snapped out of existence the very instant she had voiced her wish that Mandricardo could have his wish and be somewhere warm and dry.


She had also been twisting and turning that bronze ring on her arm. Odd coincidence, but surely it meant nothing.


It did not at that time occur to Callipygia that if the bronze ring was big enough to fit around her upper arm, it was probably the right size to fit on one of the Troll’s thick fingers.


Just like a Wishing ring. …
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Consequences of Making a Wish


It proved quite an upsetting experience, as Mandricardo later remarked on more than one occasion: one moment he was soaked to the skin and shivering in the cold drafts of a Troll’s drafty cave … then, in an eye-blink, he was ankle-deep in parched desert sands (a nice reddish saffron color) and staggering under the stunning weight of a furnace-like sun, blazing at the zenith of a cloudless sky. It is no wonder that Mandricardo gave voice to a startled yelp—followed by a manly oath—and that his horse shied and whinnied.


The Tartar knight stared around him incredulously. Hummocks of dust-dry desert sand undulated away in every direction, baked in the oven of noon. Something very like a range of miniature mountains marched from east to west (or was it north to south?—it was hard to tell); these last were too regular to be the work of Nature and had to be man-made. Their sides were sheathed in glistening limestone; stiff, throned figures of solid gold, or what appeared to be solid gold, stood at the summit of each.


Mandricardo blinked at them. It took him only a dazed moment or two, or perhaps three, to recognize them, for they were every bit as famous in his world as they are in our own, except that in Terra Magica they happen to be in very much better repair.


“I say” he marveled. “Ruddy Pyramids, by Jove! But what are the bally things doing here in the middle of Frankland … and whatever happened to all that dratted snow?”*


The Tartar knight did not at once perceive that he had been magically transported a couple of thousands of miles East and South of where he had been an instant earlier. That’s the trouble with traveling on a Wish; it happens so fast you don’t realize at once that it has happened at all.


By now steam was rising from the lion-skins wrapped about Sir Mandricardo’s shoulders and from his cloak, which was nearly dry, and from Bayardetto’s sleek black hide. The desiccated desert air sucked every molecule of moisture from the outsides of both of them, and in a twinkling, too. Quite thawed, even comfortably warm at last, it was not very long before Mandricardo became uncomfortably hot. The sun was broiling and his steel armor was heating up. Perspiration went trickling down the hack of his neck, which was already reddening from the scorching solar rays, and down his ribs.


In no time, he was as uncomfortably hot as he had been uncomfortably cold and damp. Sometimes, there is no pleasing a person, and Mandricardo was that kind of person, at times. To be fair, in all that armor, he did rather feel like a roast in the oven.


If only he could find some cool shade … but where? There was none, not even over by those Pyramids, for the sun stood directly at noon and not a square inch of shade could the Tartar see. He vaulted into Bayardetto’s saddle, and from that vantage could just perceive an oasis or something in the distance. Nodding palms with fronds like splinters of emerald encircled a calm pool like an oval of amethyst.


“Oh, I say, that’s the ticket, what? Tally-ho!” sang Sir Mandricardo, and they went cantering off toward the oasis, or whatever it was.*


Desert sands are not quite the sort of thing for which the hooves of horses were designed; it’s solid, well-packed turf for them. However, plodding along through knee-deep sand is no harder than plodding along through knee-deep snow had been, and it was all in a day’s work to Bayardetto.


Before long they had reached the shade of the palms, and it was as blissfully cool as the Tartar knight had guessed it would be. He dismounted and led his steed to the margin of the calm pool, and they both knelt in the rushes and drank thirstily. Then Mandricardo removed bit, bridle, and saddle and permitted his charger to wander about, cropping the sweet grass which grew between the palms, while he scouted about for something to eat. All of their provisions had been packed away in the saddle-bags on the mule—and where was the mule now? For that matter, where was Callipygia, and what had happened to separate them?


“Magic, by gad!” snorted Mandricardo, scowling fiercely. “That dashed Troll—the varlet had some magic or other, and used it against us, just because we chased him out of his filthy old cave.” The sheer unfairness of it all—well, words failed him!


An hour later found Mandricardo in a much better mood, and cured of those pangs of hunger which earlier had assailed his middle. Now he was comfortably seated cross-legged on a gorgeous carpet in the cool shade of a nodding palm, nibbling on olives, dates, wedges of fragrant cheese, salted almonds, ripe figs, the remnants of a broiled fowl sopping with spiced gravy, and sipping frozen sherbet from a small silver cup.


His host sat opposite him upon a similar rug. He was tall and lean, with coffee-colored skin, a thrusting beak of a hooked nose, and superb silver moustachios. He wore flowing robes, riding boots, and a striped headdress of starched linen. He was the Sheikh Abdoul Achmed al-Abziz, and he had never before met a Tartar and was enchanted at the opportunity to do so.


This courteous and chivalric gentleman, a merchant whose caravan regularly used this oasis and others, urged more luncheon on his stalwart and swarthy guest. Mandricardo was nothing loath; plodding along mile after mile through all that filthy snow had given him a ravenous appetite.


“Pray satisfy my curiosity, Sir Mandricardo, as to what fair wind of happenstance brings you to this sunny land, so far from your own wind-scoured and wintry steppes?” inquired al-Abziz.


“Dashed if I can tell you that, old boy,” confessed Mandricardo cheerfully, around another steaming mouthful of delicious fowl. “Don’t understand it meself, you know. Magic … that’s the word for it. Magic!” he hissed mysteriously. Then he told the old Sheikh about the Troll’s cave and the nice fire and so on, up to the moment he had vanished from the cave and popped into existence amidst the Trackless Sands.


Ah, doubtless that explained everything, the old Sheikh nodded wisely. He was well acquainted with magic, although not himself a magician, of course; still and all, his maternal great-uncle, one Alcahazar by name, had been quite a distinguished magician in his day. And without further ado, as the sky turned to tangerine touched with delicate wisps of gold, al-Abziz related to his guest the surprising adventure of the Five Magicians … a narrative which, while of unsurpassed excellence, is much too lengthy to be quoted here, and, as well, is not relevant to our story.


The small fire had dwindled to pulsing coals before the merchant had finished his account of the adventure of his maternal great-uncle, and by this time his Nubian slaves were setting up two silken pavilions, one for their master and one for his chance-met guest; other servants had already fed and watered the camels and were bedding these disagreeable beasts down for the night.


The sky had become a remarkable turquoise by now, dimming to sapphire above, where a full moon floated like the globe of some enormous pearl. Mandricardo and his host bade each other a polite good night and retired to their slumbers.


With dawn, the Tartar knight rose from his bed in the silken tent, rinsed his hands in rose water from Schiraz, was shaved by the Sheikh’s expert barber, and breakfasted off ripe oranges, seed-cakes, slices of spiced mutton, and small porcelain cups of intensely hot, utterly black, horribly sweet coffee.


Overnight, al-Abziz’s slaves had cleaned and polished Mandricardo’s armor, burnishing away every last speck or fleck of rust the snows of Frankland may have inflicted. As the caravan-master saw to the loading and mounting of the camels, the knight sought out his steed, who had been beautifully groomed, sumptuously fed and watered, and was as frisky as a colt.


Leaping into the saddle, Mandricardo reflected that if you must go about the wide world having adventures and fighting ogres and witches and things, it certainly makes it more comfy if you have a bunch of slaves along to shave you, cook for you, and tend to your bodily comforts.


They left the little oasis an hour past dawn and entered upon the last leg of their journey to the City of the Caliph which lay hard by. Bayardetto (who was not designed for deserts as the camels were) found the soft, cinnamon-colored sand tough going, but the warhorse plodded grimly on as Mandricardo, lounging in the saddle, chatted animatedly with his courtly host, who rode a camel.


“I say, al-Abziz, those are the famous Pyramids, what? Heard quite a bit about them, you know.”


“They are indeed, good sir,” replied the Sheikh. “They were built ages ago, some say by the ancient Kings of this land, while others argue that they were raised by the celebrated Soliman Djinn-ben-Djinn, mightiest of all the pre-Adamite Sultans.”


“Ah, um,” replied Sir Mandricardo.


Warming to his subject, the Sheikh continued: “There are more than eighty pyramids in all in our land, but these to our right are the first and most famous to be erected. The greatest is named ‘Horizon of Cheops’ and was built to house the remains of the first King of the Fourth Dynasty. The second pyramid is known as ‘Great is Chephren,’ and the third rejoices in the appellation of ‘Divine is Mycerinius’; you will notice that it is the smallest of the three?”


“Ah, er,” was Sir Mandricardo’s response.


“We are close enough to the pyramid of Mycerinius for you to see the Guardian Idol which protects it from intruders. You will notice that the Idol is built of black and white onyx, with fierce sparkling jeweled eyes, that it sits enthroned and is armed with a spear of black stone. Ancient magicians cast powerful enchantments upon these Idols which guard the mightier pyramids; were you or I to approach more closely, the Guardian would rise from its throne of stone and menace us with its stone spear, which is longer than a weaver’s beam and very much heavier.”


“I say,” breathed Mandricardo, his own eyes sparkling fiercely. He loved to hear about magic and magicians. Then he noticed a very much smaller pyramid all but drowned in the shadow of “Divine is Mycerinius.” “Whatever is that very small one over there to the side? Tomb of one of the old King’s wives, what?”


The dignified old merchant sniffed; his austere features frosted over with disapproval.


“Sad to say, such is not the case, by Mahoum!” said al-Abziz. “I very much fear that miniature pyramid was built to house the mortal remains of a notorious courtesan, one Rhodopis, and the labor of its construction was paid for, sayeth tradition, by the ill-gotten gains of that lady of ill-repute.”


“You don’t say?” marveled Mandricardo, measuring the small pyramid from base to apex. Although the smallest of the group, it was still of most respectable size, and must have cost a modest fortune in limestone, at least, not to mention granite. He opened his lips to inquire more interestedly into the life and times of this celebrated femme de nuit, but al-Abziz hastily changed the subject from one of ladies of loose morality, to the famous Sphinx, which contains a secret burial chamber wherein are held the bones of King Harmäis.


Having rested and refreshed themselves, the Sheikh ordered his Nubians to strike the tent, pack the goods and mount the camels. He was pleased to invite Sir Mandricardo to accompany his caravan to the nearest city, which stood not far off, to which invitation Mandricardo gladly gave acceptance.


The camels, laden with bales of trade-goods, led the way over the undulating dunes of cinnamon-colored sand. Erelong the city whereof the friendly Sheikh had spoken arose upon the horizon. And as the camel caravan drew nearer to its gates, Mandricardo could clearly see the yellow mosques and green coppery domes of the desert metropolis, and its black cypresses, and the fronts of its marble palaces, and shining pillars, and lofty carven arches that spanned half-circles of the hot gray sky.


“By Jove,” marveled Mandricardo, eyes sparkling with excitement. They rode on, entering the city through a vast portcullis gate.
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Callipygia Presses On


When Callipygia had uttered her thoughtless wish and Mandricardo and his steed had snapped out of existence, the Amazon girl was, as you or I might well be, quite overcome. She dashed about the cave wildly, calling her lover’s name in helpless tones which edged upon hysteria; a bit later, getting a grip on herself and keeping in mind that Amazons are certainly not given to fits of the vapors, she searched the cave from stem to stern, as you might say, finding absolutely nothing that assisted her toward a solution of her problem.


There were no trapdoors down through which the Tartar knight might conceivably have fallen, and no sliding panels in the walls (which, anyway, were solid rock), so the only answer to the mystery also began with the same letter, and that was magic.


During their adventures the length and breadth of Terra Magica, the Tartar and the Amazon had encountered many a villain, some with magic powers. In this regard, a witch named Mother Gothel and an enchanter called Zazamanc sprang easily to mind. While either or both had very sound and credible reasons for wishing to cause Mandricardo and his lady-love discomfiture, that either had been the author of the present misfortune was difficult to believe. That is, Mother Gothel had earlier melted away when she had been caught by surprise in a sudden rainstorm (water melts witches, as you certainly ought to know), while the Egyptian sorcerer had been transformed to a marble statue when one of his sorcerous spells had rebounded from Kesrick’s magic blade, Dastagerd, the Sword of Undoings.

OEBPS/Images/9781473220805.jpg
CA RTER
NMandricardo

TERRA MAGICA 3






OEBPS/Images/GatewayLogo.jpg
«@-EWAY





