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If Threnul knew his apprenticeship would be anything like this then he would have chosen to be a butcher under Baraq the Scarred.

Threnul swept the duster, a collection of peacock feathers tied together with a piece of twine, along the tops of the ancient books.  Clouds of dust, undisturbed in gods knew how long, swept up in tendrils, tickled his nose and he sneezed.  

His Master’s library was a ramshackle of oddly sized bookcases and haphazardly placed cupboards with their doors ripped off, wooden slats crudely nailed in place and large tomes stacked on top of each other, some in fear of toppling over.  The walls were lined with these bookcases and cupboards, some reaching to the low ceiling while others only stood several feet in height.  

The more he cleaned and disturbed the thick layers of dust, the more Threnul realized how useless this actually was.  From the dark recesses of the library, in the northernmost corner, to the end of the library, were thirty-three bookcases.  He had counted them numerous times over the months he had been here, as often he was left alone to his own devices.  On those thirty-three bookcases and modified cupboards were dozens of books, some gargantuan in size, while others were tiny and could easily fit into the palm of his hand.  He would start cleaning in that corner, work his way through from bookcase to cupboard, shelf after shelf, dusting and cleaning.  By the time he had finished, the disturbed dust had settled, waiting for him to complete the process all over again.

In the short time he had spent here, he had learned that the library and everything it contained was the Master’s most prized possession.  The Master was always instructing Threnul to dust the books and clean the shelves.

Threnul had not been taught letters from his parents, or from anyone else in the village.  His life on the farm had been too busy; milking the cows, collecting eggs, cleaning the pig troughs of stained and dried swill.  But since his apprenticeship had begun only months earlier, under no direction or tutelage from the wizened old man, he had started to learn what the strange symbols on the books meant.

At first, the symbols appeared like strange curly scratchings and vertical lines with dots in various places around them.  The letters were like nothing Threnul had seen before.  Even the signs in town, advertising the businesses along the streets, were nothing like these.  But as the days progressed, and then turned to weeks, the meanings of these letters began to make sense.  The more he dusted and spent in front of the books, he would examine the titles and the words would form in his mind.  Before long he was able to read the titles with ease and then occasionally he would open a dusty, ancient book and read from the fading text.  The contents, however, made little sense to him despite him understanding individual words.

But he was reading.

That was the miraculous thing.  Without tutelage or direction, he had achieved something no one in his family had done in generations.

But what had that profited him? he thought sombrely.

Here he was, in a musty, dark library, performing chores of the supposedly last magician in the kingdom.  

He had become nothing more than a servant.

Many of his friends Threnul had grown up with had taken apprenticeships with bakers, wood turners, glass blowers, and smiths and they had already shown a great deal of progress in their new chosen professions.  Ralek was already making small globes spun from molten glass, fashioning them in intricate shapes and coloring them with many shades of the rainbow.  Dahna was working with Yanek in the bakery and her sugar cakes and early morning loaves were already the talk of the town.

And what exactly had he accomplished in the same amount of time?

Nothing.

Well, that’s not exactly true, he mused.  I’ve become quite adept at using a peacock duster, mopping floors and preparing late night meals for the old magician.

“THRENUL,” a familiar voice bellowed from another area of the run down cottage.

Despite being advanced in age - the Master had to be easily the oldest man in the district by at least a dozen years - his voice had the ability of emanating from a depth the old man simply did not appear to possess.  The Master, Threnul wasn’t allowed to address him as anything else, was a tiny, man.  He walked with a hunched back, his tiny legs carried him in a fast, yet seemingly painful, gait.  He muttered and cursed with each step and periodically hocked and spat green wads of phlegm onto the ground.

“THRENUL!  WHERE ARE YOU, BOY?

Threnul dropped the peacock duster onto the ground and bolted from the library.  

The cottage, which was more of a lived-in maze, was a warren of short passageways and a myriad of interconnected rooms.  When he had first arrived here, Threnul often found himself getting lost, walking through wrong doors and taking passageways, many lined with forgotten books and scrolls and boxes of ancient artifacts, he had no business going down.

Threnul ran down the passageway, jumping over an assortment of books his Master had placed there this morning, and entered and exited rooms just as quickly.  

Threnul knew full well that to leave his Master waiting for too long was an opportunity for the old man to find creative, yet disdainful ways for Threnul to live out his sorry existence and so he made it his mission to come as fast as he could the moment he called.

He found his Master hunched over a stack of parchments, an ink dripping quill in his trembling hand.			“What took you so long, boy?” his Master demanded.	

Threnul opened his mouth to reply but before he could utter a word in defense, the old man interrupted him.

“I have an errand to run, boy.  I have magic business to attend to.”  He emphasized the word ‘magic’ with an air of hubris the old man was wont to do.  In all the time since Threnul had arrived he had not once seen the old man perform any magic; no rabbits from a hat, no card tricks, no levitating tables.  His Master would often leave the cabin under the pretense of doing magic business at all hours of the night and day and be gone for a good portion of it.  

More often than not, coming black smelling like a drowned rat at the bottom of a wine barrel.

“Am I able to assist, Master?  The hour is getting late and I can escort you in this late hour. And  I just finished the library, as you requested.”  

The old man chortled, dropped the quill in the inkwell and sat back.  “This  business I must do alone.  A young lordling requires something of a personal nature.”

Threnul nodded, indicating he understood and his face fell.  He didn’t understand, though.  Not one bit.  He was eager to learn, hungry for the knowledge the old man, and others around the village, claimed he had.

“I was hoping, Master, that I could perhaps watch you perform some spells or even learn a few myself.  I have been here three months and I have learned nary a spell or potion.”

“Ah,” the old man said, it came out in a dry, raspy cough which made Threnul jump.  “Doubt me, is that it?  You call into question the great Renk la Vaan?  I should turn your hair into seaweed or your fingers to turnips, boy.  How would you like that?”

Threnul shook his head.  He had not expected to anger the old man and the idea of losing his apprenticeship, despite having learned nothing in three months, scared him.  

Abruptly, the old man threw his head back and laughed.  It was a mirthless, barking sound.  When he was finished, he looked at Threnul with shrewd and calculating eyes

“Here’s a lesson, boy.  Magic cannot be unearthed or discovered.  It cannot be passed on or taught.  A boy, like yourself, cannot go out and find magic.  Magic has to find you.  It chooses.  Not you it.  Is that understood?”

This was the first time his Master had ever passed on any wisdom about the nature of magic or the properties of it.  He had been stubbornly quiet about his profession and the techniques one would employ to use the ancient arts he alone were rumored to know .  Despite the fact, that’s why Threnul was here.  To learn from, and, possibly, one day, replace.  In all this time, the old man was more obsessed in keeping Threnul in the library, dusting the ancient texts and bringing him certain titles, after he explained where they were stored.  

Some days were worse than others.  The old man would bark out orders, demanding a particular book of a certain height and
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