
  
    [image: Unseasoned Adventurer]
  


  
    
      UNSEASONED ADVENTURER

      HALF-WIZARD THORDRIC BOOK 3

    

    
      
        KATHRYN WELLS

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright (C) 2018 Kathryn Wells

      Layout design and Copyright (C) 2022 by Next Chapter

      Published 2022 by Next Chapter

      Cover art by CoverMint

      Edited by Fading Street Services

      This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

      All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the author’s permission.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            1

          

          
            VEY’S WISH

          

        

      

    

    
      Thordric’s brow creased as he gazed at his notes, flicking through them with annoyance. He’d been working on his dishwashing spell for weeks, and though he’d cracked the first part to make the plates clean themselves after he’d finished eating, getting the magical lacquer to stick to plates that didn’t come from the Wizard Council was proving far more difficult than he’d first thought.

      Unfortunately, it was the lacquer that made the spell work. It was composed of a special powder that, upon detection of cold waste substances, would force them all up into a great floating mass of muck which then levitated itself into the nearest waste bin. Both practical and entertaining, Thordric had thought, but without a way to make the lacquer stick to normal plates, there was no way anyone other than the council could use it.

      This was one of the reasons why Thordric’s mood that morning was particularly grim. No matter how much he adjusted the ingredients or the mixing time, he still couldn’t get the lacquer to like the feel of ordinary crockery. True, turning the powder into a lacquer was certainly a step up from when he’d tried to use it raw (which had either failed to work or made the mass of waste food fly at the diner’s face), but it still flat out rejected normal plates and dishes despite there being no real difference between those and the Wizard Council’s ones. Perhaps it was the magical residue left on the Wizard Council’s plates that made the lacquer like them so much.

      He jotted the idea down in his notebook, but then realised that he also needed to find something that would rinse and dry the plates after the waste food had disappeared. Absently tugging out several strands of his thick dark hair, he thought back to all the trouble he’d had with spells before. There had been many times when he’d thought his magic wasn’t good enough, and in each case, he’d surprised himself by making things work. But this time…no, he wouldn’t let despair sink in yet. He could do this; he was just stuck in a rut at the moment. That was all.

      The Wizard Council had been Thordric’s home for six years now, ever since he’d helped solve the murder case of High Wizard Kalljard and revealed the High Wizard’s terrible plans to eradicate all the half-wizards in Dinia. Even though Thordric was only twenty-one, the youngest Council member of all time, he was treated with respect by the council’s new leader, High Wizard Vey, something that many of the older wizards still muttered about behind his back.

      Not to mention that unlike most of the wizards at the council, both he and Vey were half-wizards which had caused quite a stir when Vey had revealed this fact at Thordric’s initiation ceremony, because, thanks to Kalljard’s lies over the many years he’d been head of the Wizard Council, everyone had believed that half-wizards were dangerous and couldn’t control their magic.

      Of course, it was true that full wizards came from families that had never had any magic in them before (thus they supposedly received all the potential magic of that bloodline) and half-wizards came from families that had already produced a wizard, but as to their magic being dangerous, Thordric had disproved that many times. In fact, he’d shown the council that the only difference between full and half-wizard magic was that full wizards were trained how to use theirs from an early age, whereas half-wizards received no training at all and were left to work out things for themselves, sometimes with hazardous results.

      It was to put an end to all the prejudice against half-wizards that he and Vey had reformed the council, accepting half-wizards to be trained at the Wizard Council Training Facility as early as full wizards were. It’d taken a lot of work, but now the hatred for them was dissolving, allowing the people of Dinia to live together peacefully no matter what their lineage.

      So now Thordric had much more time to focus on making new spells, which was why he’d started work on his dishwashing spell, trying to make a way for the busy people of Dinia to clean their dishes instantly so they could spend time doing other things.

      A knock came at his door, making him jump and hit his head on the bookshelf above his desk. He yelped, and the door came crashing open to reveal Kal, the teenage wizard that Thordric had been put in charge of three years ago, staring at him with concern.

      ‘Thordric, what happened? Are you—’

      ‘I’m fine, Kal,’ Thordric grumbled irritably, rubbing his head. ‘Was there something you needed?’

      ‘No, not me. It’s High Wizard Vey, he’s sent you an official summons,’ Kal said, eying the notebook on Thordric’s desk.

      Thordric saw him and shut it quickly. Kal had a habit of picking up bits of magic theory from here and there and trying to make them work by himself, something that most often ended in disaster. ‘Vey?’ Thordric said, raising an eyebrow. ‘An official summons? Sounds serious, I hope he hasn’t come down with something.’

      Kal laughed nervously. Thordric knew the young wizard still wasn’t quite used to the way he and Vey treated each other so informally, though he’d made sure to tell him exactly what they’d been through together, and that Thordric’s own mother had married Vey’s uncle some years ago, making them bonded closely by family as well as by friendship.

      ‘I suppose I’d better go and see what he wants,’ Thordric said, getting up and putting his notebook in the desk drawer, locking it, and placing the key in his pocket. He didn’t miss the look of disappointment on Kal’s face as he did so, but he chose not to comment. Instead, he strolled out of the room and down the various twists and turns of the council’s crescent-moon-shaped building until he reached the staircase leading up to Vey’s room.

      Kal had been following him closely, but now Thordric turned to him. ‘Perhaps it would be best if you continued with your studies,’ he said, not unkindly. ‘Try the painting spell again. See if you can do it in colour rather than black and white. I’ll come along and check it later.’

      Kal mumbled a meek reply of thanks and scurried off down the hall. Thordric raised his eyebrow again; it was unusual for Kal not to argue with him about practicing a spell that didn’t involve explosions. He shrugged and carried on up the slim staircase until he got to the door at the top, knocking politely.

      ‘Enter,’ Vey’s voice came, strangely formal.

      Thordric did so and found that Vey’s bedchamber had been turned into what looked like a meeting room. There were five wizards seated in a circle, with Vey sitting the furthest away from him, and he also saw that Inspector Jimmson, from Jard Town’s local stationhouse (and incidentally, his own stepfather) was there, too.

      The inspector nodded to Thordric as their eyes met but stayed silent. Thordric surveyed Vey and the other wizards. Vey was wearing robes of a deep blue, with the Wizard Council’s symbol of a book and potion bottle in front of a half-moon stitched across the entire front. Thordric had only seen Vey wear these robes on official occasions, such as the Winter Celebration and other public appearances. Never had he worn them within the council before. He’d always told Thordric that they were too oppressive and heavy to wear on a regular basis. Thordric looked him in the eyes and Vey’s mouth twitched ever so slightly, as though he was fighting the urge to smile. The rest of the wizards, all of whom Thordric knew well and spoke to regularly, were also wearing their official robes, and had the same expression as Vey.

      Thordric looked down at his own robes, noting how faded and patchy they were, and blushed. When Kal had told him it was an official summons, he hadn’t expected it to be as formal as this.

      There was an empty chair directly opposite Vey, and, now nervous, Thordric took it. As he did so, a ripple of exhales ran through the circle, but as he looked at everyone, he thought he might have imagined it.

      ‘Wizard Thordric, you have been summoned here today to bear witness to High Wizard Vey’s Wishes Upon Death or Retirement,’ one of the wizards to Vey’s right said in a clear voice.

      Thordric blinked at him. Wishes upon death or retirement? What did they mean? Was Vey ill?

      He was about to jump up and ask when Vey held up his hand. ‘This is purely a formality. All will be explained in due course,’ he said calmly, a hint of his normal voice rolling in. He gestured for the wizard who had spoken to continue.

      The wizard coughed to clear his throat. ‘As a wizard who has contributed substantially to the objectives of the Wizard Council, it is our duty and our pleasure to inform you, Wizard Thordric, that his reverence, High Wizard Vey, wishes you to become his successor in the event of his death or if he is unable to continue his role as High Wizard successfully.’

      Thordric tugged at his ears, unsure if he had heard him correctly.

      The wizard continued. ‘Do you accept his reverence’s most gracious offer?’

      Apparently, he had heard correctly. Suddenly, the room seemed to be unstable, and he fell off his chair with a crash. He tried to get up, but the floor swam underneath him, and his head hit the ground in a faint.

      

      ‘I knew this would happen,’ Vey’s voice said somewhere above him. ‘He’s not the sort of person you can spring things on. If I’d hinted my intentions to him a few weeks ago, maybe he would have suspected something like this and been more prepared.’

      ‘Nonsense, Eric. The boy has to grow up at some point. After all, he’s a young man now; he needs to prime himself for things like this.’

      Thordric scrunched up his brow, his eyes too heavy to open. Someone had called Vey ‘Eric’. The only person who did that was Vey’s mother, Lizzie.

      ‘But, Mother, was it really necessary for all the formality?’ Vey protested. ‘I think it was that more than anything that surprised him.’

      ‘Well, perhaps it was a step too far,’ Lizzie said thoughtfully. ‘But I have noticed that you have been neglecting the formalities of the council of late. You must keep them going, Eric, otherwise the people won’t take you seriously.’

      Thordric managed to laugh. Taking Vey seriously as head of the council was quite hard, for he usually drifted about as casually as anyone, and frequently gave his guards the slip simply to be free of them for a few hours. It wasn’t how most people thought the High Wizard should act at all.

      ‘So, you’re awake then, boy,’ Lizzie said, propping his head up on a plump pillow that smelt of rose petals and nutmeg.

      With effort, he opened his eyes and saw her and Vey looking at him. They were in Lizzie’s townhouse, and Vey was sitting in a wicker armchair opposite the sofa that Thordric was lying on, his face matching the few grey flecks that had started to appear in his short beard, while she was standing over Thordric, a questioning look on her face.

      ‘Come now, boy, what was that all about? Surely you must have had some idea of what Eric intended for you?’ she said, handing him a cup of chocolate and blueberry tea. He took it gratefully and sat up.

      ‘I…no, not really. I know you both think a lot of me, and I’m grateful for that, but…High Wizard? You really want me to be the next one?’ he asked.

      ‘Of course,’ Vey said. ‘Out of all the wizards at the council, you are the only one who has truly helped me to sort out the mess that Kalljard left us in and improved the spells and potions we make so that they really help people instead of being gimmicks. I’ve spoken to everyone, and we all agree – you’re the best choice we’ve got. Even Wizard Ayek agreed, and you know how much he dislikes you…and me, come to that. Mind you, that might have been because I threatened to have Hamlet give a talk on his latest archaeological finds if he refused.’

      Thordric snorted. Hamlet was a young archaeologist he’d met three years ago on his travels to Neathin Valley, and he was so enthusiastic about his work that he would talk about it for hours and hours if anyone let him.

      Vey smiled. ‘But why are you deciding this now?’ Thordric asked him. ‘Surely you’re not stepping down yet?’

      The thought of taking over from Vey so soon made Thordric’s insides jump about quite violently.

      Vey shook his head. ‘No, I think I can manage for at least another twenty years, but I thought I should put it in my Wishes Upon Death or Retirement to be on the safe side. After all,’ he said with a grin, ‘with Kal running around causing explosions everywhere, you never know what will happen.’

      Thordric pulled a pained expression. ‘Speaking of Kal, where is he? Is he still back at the council?’

      ‘He is. I checked on him after you fainted. He was practicing the painting spell like you told him to. There were a few scorch marks on the wall, though. Maybe I should send him to the Training Facility a few times a week. I know you’re trying your best with him, but perhaps he needs a bit more discipline…’

      They all looked at each other. Kal wasn’t a bad student, but he was very impatient and constantly wanted to learn new spells before he’d fully grasped the simpler ones, and once or twice Thordric had given in to his complaints and taught him some. If one of the wizards at the Training Facility could do better, then Thordric would give them a medal.
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      Two days later, once Thordric had recovered sufficiently and finally relented to being the next High Wizard once Vey stepped down, Kal knocked hard on his door again.

      ‘Come in, Kal,’ he said, not even bothering to look up from his notes.

      ‘How did you know it was me?’ Kal asked, eyeing Thordric suspiciously. Thordric grinned.

      ‘No one else would knock on my door quite that hard…well, Vey might, but only if it was really urgent, and since he has his long-distance communicator with him all the time, he usually calls me on that,’ Thordric said, prodding his own long-distance communicator. It was a small box with a button sticking out of the back and, curiously, a small, blue flower poking out of a hole on the top. The communicators had been Thordric’s invention, having made them for his journey to Neathin Valley three years before, and relied on the strong connection between parts of a plant that have been divided.

      It was in Neathin Valley that he’d first met Kal, who had accidentally managed to cause one of the biggest disasters that Dinia had ever seen. Once the damage had all been rectified, Vey had thought it best for Kal to be given some serious instruction on how to use his magic, nominating Thordric to take him on. But even now Thordric thought that might have been a mistake. He barely had control over his own magic, let alone trying to teach someone else.

      ‘Oh,’ Kal said, a little sheepishly. ‘I thought you would like to know that Hamlet’s back. He’s in the dining hall now, talking to Vey. He seemed very excited about something.’

      Thordric chuckled. ‘It doesn’t take much to make him excited. Last month I showed him the bones of a goat that Vey had found tucked away in one of the rooms full of Kalljard’s old junk, and he leapt on them and started telling me they must be from a species that’s extinct. He went on about it for days.’

      ‘Were they from a goat species that’s now extinct?’ Kal asked, tugging at his short dreadlocks. They were a recent addition, because Thordric had gotten fed up with him for leaving trails of hair all over the bathroom floor.

      ‘Well, yes, I think they were, actually,’ said Thordric dismissively. ‘But anyway, I’d better go and see him before he comes rambling in here and knocks over my work.’

      Kal sniggered and left the room with Thordric in tow, making their way to the dining hall. The hall had been freshly decorated that morning, as it was now the custom for the colour to be changed every month –an idea of Vey’s to help make it more inviting not only for the council wizards, but for anyone visiting.

      As they walked through the door, they saw Hamlet’s unmistakeable blond hair and pale face grinning at them from one of the tables at the far back of the room. Despite how much sun he always got from spending time doing archaeological field work, his skin never turned darker than a glass of milk. He waved to them and pulled out their chairs, but Kal mumbled an excuse about leaving a potion brewing and dashed off to drain it.

      ‘Nice to see you back, Hamlet,’ Thordric said as he took his seat. He eyed the room. ‘I thought Vey was in here with you?’

      ‘Oh, he was, but he’s just gone to pack,’ Hamlet said cheerily, watching the teapot Thordric had summoned from the serving table pour him a large cup of tea. He took it and sniffed. ‘Oh good, I like this one—’

      ‘Sorry, did you just say Vey has gone to pack?’ Thordric choked.

      ‘Yes, why?’ Hamlet said, taking a sip of his tea, oblivious as to why the head of the Wizard Council suddenly up and leaving was a strange idea.

      ‘Where’s he going?’ Thordric pressed.

      ‘He’s coming with me. We’re leaving right after dinner. Anyway, have a look at what I’ve discovered,’ he said, opening his bag, which was so over-filled that Thordric’d had to put a strengthening spell on the seams last time he had seen him. Hamlet pulled out several large notebooks filled with sketches and diagrams, and something that looked like an overlarge mushroom made from vine roots and glass. He was about to tell him about it when he saw Thordric’s face. ‘Did you want to know where we’re going?’

      Thordric tried not to let out a growl of frustration. ‘If you wouldn’t mind.’

      ‘It’s not far from here; only takes a few days to get there. I was on my way back when Kal contacted me on the long-distance communicator, saying that you’d had a fainting spell and he needed a particular plant to make a potion for your recovery. I was near a forest at the time and happened to see the plant he described to me. I suppose I got rather distracted and decided to have a look around. That’s when I saw them; two strange figures carved out of some kind of crystal. I didn’t have time to look at them properly, but they were fascinating. When I told Vey that I was going back to check them out, he decided to come with me.’

      Thordric’s eyes narrowed. ‘It’s unusual for him to go on a trip so spontaneously.’ He scratched his chin, feeling that there was stubble there. His mother had made him shave the week before for his twin little sisters’ birthday party, but shaving was something that he felt was a waste of time. Plus, when he had a beard, he could tug at it when he was thinking.

      ‘Well, I think he mentioned something about Lizzie wanting to come over for tea tomorrow, but he thinks she wants to check up on how the council’s running from the inside. Now that he’s allowed the public to come in any time they want, she wants to make sure it’s tidy and that any dangerous magic going on is kept away from people.’

      ‘That does sound like Lizzie. At least it explains Vey’s behaviour,’ Thordric said, unable to suppress his grin.

      Hamlet looked puzzled. ‘What do you mean? He’s very excited about what I’ve found, I’m sure he’s leaving so soon because he can’t wait to see for himself.’

      Thordric opened his mouth but closed it again quickly. He wasn’t sure he had the heart to tell Hamlet how wrong he was.

      

      True to their word, Hamlet and Vey left after dinner that evening, though not before Hamlet had given Thordric an extensive breakdown of everything he’d discovered on his latest expedition.

      Instead of nodding off as usual whenever Hamlet talked for a long time, Thordric listened with genuine interest. It appeared that Hamlet had found out a lot about the cultures that’d lived in the area before Kalljard had taken over and built Jard Town a thousand years ago.

      Due to Kalljard’s influence over the people, much of history before that had been forgotten or purposely concealed, and it was only now he was gone that archaeologists like Hamlet were given free rein to dig around wherever they wanted. One of the most interesting theories Hamlet was working on was that there used to be women born with magic as well as men, which was completely unheard of. However, though he’d found plenty of evidence for this to be true, what Hamlet couldn’t fathom was why it no longer happened.

      ‘Perhaps you’ll find that out later,’ Vey suggested, trying to herd Hamlet out the large double doors. He waved goodbye to Thordric, and sternly told his guards that if they came after him, he would force them to drink some of the potion that Kal was currently working on. None of them took even a step after that and closed the doors reluctantly behind him.

      Thordric lingered in the hall, watching the guards mutter under their breath as they went away to their rooms, before heading back to his own. He sat down at his desk, taking his notebook out of the drawer, but it was no use. His eyes were so heavy that he simply couldn’t bring himself to do anymore work that night. Not to mention the dread he felt, now that Vey had left him in charge while he was gone.

      Lying down on the bed, he buried his head in his pillow, ready to sleep, but then a thought occurred to him. Why had Kal contacted Hamlet on the long-distance communicator instead of going to look for whatever plant he needed himself?

      Thordric’s rule was that if Kal wanted to make any kind of potion, he had to research and collect all the ingredients himself. And where had Kal been at dinner? Now that Thordric thought about it, he hadn’t seen him anywhere. Indeed, Vey wouldn’t have made such a comment about his potions if he had actually been there. Upsetting people was the last thing that Vey did.

      Sighing, Thordric got up, deciding to investigate Kal’s whereabouts. Unfortunately, he tripped over his trailing bed sheets and plummeted into the bookshelf again, hitting his head a mere inch from where he’d hit it last time, but much harder. He muttered a string of colourful curses that no one but Vey and Hamlet knew he knew and took a vial of bright orange potion out from one of his drawers. He unscrewed the cap and tipped a splodge onto his fingers, and then massaged it into the bump that was now forming on his head. The potion was thick and slightly greasy, but it took the pain away almost instantly.

      He put the potion back in his drawer and then eyed his bedcovers angrily, before leaving the room and turning left up the corridor towards the main part of the building. Kal’s room wasn’t actually in the council building at all but was located at the Training Facility which had been built facing the back of the council, completely hidden from view by a large wall of thick trees. The idea was that if any of the wizards in training did something wrong, it wouldn’t alarm any of the townspeople walking past.

      As Kal wasn’t actually a student at the Facility, when he made a mistake, it was up to Thordric to see that no one had been hurt in the process. On the brighter side, Kal hadn’t caused any major explosion for the past two months.

      Thordric reached the door to the training Facility and knocked, hearing it echo through the halls behind for almost a minute. When the door finally opened, a wizard dressed in an apron and carrying a mop and bucket stood there. When he saw Thordric, however, he almost shut it again in fear.

      ‘Hello, Rarn,’ Thordric said to him cheerfully. ‘Can I come in?’

      The wizard called Rarn didn’t answer but continued to stare at Thordric as though he thought he might attack him. Thordric couldn’t blame him; when he’d first joined the council, Rarn had been less than welcoming and had also kept Kalljard’s plan to eradicate all the half-wizards a secret from everyone else. So Thordric had done the proper thing and set a stone statue chasing after him for nearly three days.

      Vey had then decided to make it Rarn’s job to clean the Training Facility on a daily basis. He hadn’t shown himself at the council since.

      Taking Rarn’s silence to mean ‘yes’, Thordric stepped into the hall. He thought about asking him where Kal’s room was but figured that would merely lead to more silence.

      He decided to take the passage to the right. That was where Kal’s room had been the last time Thordric had been there, but as the students changed rooms every year, he knew that it was probably somewhere different now. However, much to his luck, it appeared that Kal had been moved just a few doors down from his old room and happened to open the door as Thordric walked past.

      They both jumped violently.

      ‘Thordric! What are you doing down here this late?’ Kal asked once they’d regained their composure.

      ‘What do you think?’ Thordric replied, rolling his eyes. ‘I was looking for you, of course.’ He glanced down, his eyes latching on to Kal’s hands. They were heavily bandaged.

      Kal hid them hastily behind his back.

      ‘What happened?’ Thordric demanded. ‘Are you hurt?’

      ‘I…had a bit of an accident with that potion I was brewing,’ he said, staring at the floor. His dreadlocks hung in front of his eyes, shielding them from Thordric’s stare. ‘When I was cutting up the ingredients, I, uh, accidentally cut myself a few times with the knife. And when I rushed back earlier to drain the potion off, it splashed on my hands, and went into the cuts.’

      ‘What potion was it? I don’t remember asking you to try any this week,’ Thordric said.

      Kal avoided his gaze even more, and then said quietly, ‘It was to get rid of acne. One of my friends has got it really badly.’

      Thordric had surmised as much, though he knew it was really Kal’s acne that was bad. If only he’d asked, Thordric would have given him some potion from his stores. ‘Let me see them,’ he said.

      Kal reluctantly held up his hands. Using his magic, Thordric unwrapped the bandages quickly…and gaped. Kal’s hands were covered in what looked like small craters, and one of them had sunk into his skin so much that it had almost reached the bone.

      ‘Come with me,’ Thordric said, grabbing Kal by the arm and marching him out of the building.

      They bolted back to Thordric’s chambers, where he dug around in his drawers for more of the orange potion he’d used earlier. He found it and spread it thickly over Kal’s hands. ‘This will only reduce the holes a fraction, but the pain should stop,’ he said.

      Kal winced as the cold potion touched his hands.

      ‘Right, then,’ Thordric continued, standing up again. He grabbed his long-distance communicator and pressed down the single button. ‘Vey?’ he spoke into it, loudly and clearly.

      ‘Thordric?’ Vey’s voice came back out of it. The blue flower poking out of the top bobbed about from the vibrations. ‘Having trouble already? We’ve only been gone a few hours,’ he joked, but Thordric cut across him.

      ‘Vey, I need your help. Kal had a mishap with one of his potions and now he’s got craters all over his hands. I’ve given him some pain reducing potion, but I don’t know what else to do.’

      ‘Hmm,’ Vey said. ‘Up in my chambers you should find a bottle of what looks like liquid silver. Try putting it on each of the craters. It should speed up the skin growth in those areas. Be careful though, I haven’t quite finished testing it yet.’

      Thordric thanked him and took Kal up to Vey’s room. It was back to how it usually looked now, with Vey’s large wooden bed in the middle and his desk opposite. The room was circular, with bookshelves lining it entirely. Thordric scanned Vey’s desk and saw the potion he’d told him about. He picked it up and looked at the label. Vey had written ‘Super Cells’ on it with his small, hasty writing.

      ‘Come here, Kal,’ he said over his shoulder, as Kal was trying to prise a large book off one of the shelves, trying not to use his hands too much.

      Kal straightened, pushing the book back in place, and hurried over to where Thordric was standing. Thordric unscrewed the bottle and held it over Kal’s hands. The orange potion was all gone now, absorbed quickly by Kal’s skin. The craters looked less raw, but they were still deep. Carefully, Thordric poured one drop of the silver potion on each crater. ‘Here it goes,’ he said, as they watched it pool apprehensively.
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      The potion hissed slightly as Thordric and Kal waited for it to work. The silver colour really did make it resemble liquid metal, meaning Kal’s hands looked like they’d been decorated with metal studs. However, after a few minutes, the hissing died down and the metal studs began to shrink away as the craters filled with freshly grown skin. Kal sighed, but Thordric was holding his breath – Vey hadn’t finished testing the potion yet.

      Kal’s hands were almost back to normal now…but as Thordric had been suspecting, the skin kept growing.

      ‘Thordric, what’s happening?’ Kal said, flicking his hands in the hope that it would stop. Unfortunately, it only made it worse. Now, instead of craters on his hands, he had great bobbles of skin. One moment they were pea-sized, then the next they were as big as walnuts.

      ‘Uhhh…’ said Thordric, putting the potion bottle down and searching Vey’s desk frantically, looking to see if he had any notes on how to stop it. But there was nothing. He searched through all of the drawers, including several hidden ones he wasn’t supposed to know about, and then all the bookshelves lined around the room. There had to be something.

      Suddenly, Kal lunged at Thordric and grabbed at the pockets of his robes. He pulled out the long-distance communicator and, with extreme difficulty now that the lumps on his hands were each the size of a small plum, he pressed the button and half-screamed, half bellowed into it.

      ‘High Wizard Vey! Your reverence, please help me!’

      A loud spluttering sound came from the communicator and a good deal of coughing, as though Vey had choked on his tea. ‘Is that you, Kal?’ his voice came, sounding slightly weak.

      ‘My hands, your reverence! I’ve got great balls of skin growing on them!’ Kal shouted. He had gone completely white, and his hand shook while he held the communicator, making the small blue flower poking out of the top wobble unhappily.
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"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


