
There once was a Wand without a Wizard. Its story goes something like this. ...
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The Last Professor of Wandmaking
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Once there were Teachers of Wandmaking. Wandmaking is a very elaborate art and not many students at Wizard School chose to apply themselves to learn that art. 

The students seemed to prefer Wizard Math and Formulaica. Fewer and fewer students graduated with a Wandmaking Star in their graduation caps. 

Old Professor Malkius Wontlemoot was the last Professor of Wandmaking. He taught his last class to two Longs as students in the fourth year are called, after the Long Dragons which they must ride. Those were the last two students who graduated with Wandmaking Stars in their caps.

One of those students was Ephelbridge Lineus Sparklessence. After Ephelbridge graduated, he thought to himself, I’m very good at making Wands. If I sold them, I might be very good at making money. 

When he told others about this, some thought that he had spent a few too many hours studying Formulaica. Ephelbridge didn’t listen to them. Instead he started the Wandmaking Guild to make Wands and to sell them to future Wizards. 

Before Ephelbridge started the Guild, you had to know somebody who had graduated in Wandmaking, if you wanted a Wand made for you. They would make the Wand for you without charging you for it. 

After Ephelbridge started the Wandmaking Guild anybody could purchase a Wand, if they could afford it. Well, if they could afford it; and if a Wand would accept them as its Wizard.

After Mr Sparklessence and the other student graduated, there were no more classes in Wandmaking. This was because there were no more students who wished to learn that art. 

With no students to teach, Malkius had to retire. He stayed at Wizard School for a couple of years. He helped out where he could as one of the retired Professors. But he was so saddened by not having any students to teach that he decided to do some traveling. 

Malkius could have taught apprentices, just like Ephelbridge was doing. But Ephelbridge thought that the Professor was happy at Wizard School. So he had not invited him to join the Guild. And Malkius would not ask. 

Besides, Malkius liked teaching at Wizard School. The students were there to learn many things. And they could choose how to apply their Wizard Skills however they chose, once they graduated. 

Apprentices on the other hand, would only be able to apply their Wizard Skills in the area in which they were apprenticed, unless they also graduated from Wizard School. Such things might happen now. But they didn’t happen then. People just didn’t have the time to do both.

Malkius traveled very far. After a few years, his letters stopped coming to Wizard School and he was never heard from again. 

Nobody knew exactly where Malkius ended up, just that he was going to keep on traveling. Nobody knew how long he lived, only that he probably never recovered from having no students to teach.

The person to whom he wrote those letters heard rumors about him from time to time after those letters stopped coming. But she could never be certain about what happened to old Professor Malkius Wontlemoot. 

If it had happened years later, she would have known. And she would have been certain about what she knew. But then, she was very young. And she was less certain of what she knew. 

Later, she had her suspicions as to what had happened. But she couldn’t be certain. It had happened so long ago.

That young person was the other Long who graduated with a Wandmaking Star in her graduation cap. Her name was Garlanda Florida. Later she became the Principal of Wizard School. But then, she was just a young girl trying to figure out what to do with her life now that she had graduated from Wizard School.

Garlanda was in love with a young boy. And she thought that he was in love with her. When he finally made it clear that he was not in love with her, Garlanda spent the next few months trying to find out where she belonged in the World and what she should do. 

She also wondered who she would fall in love with next. But there was nobody else to fall in love with. For Garlanda had only ever had one true love and that was Wizard School. 

So she went back to Wizard School. As she had already graduated, there were no more classes to take. But Wizard School did need her to help out here and there.

Garlanda helped get students settled into this Inn or that. The Teachers were always overloaded. So she would grade papers or be an assistant in a class. Everybody who worked at Wizard School was glad of her help. And she was glad to be able to help. 

The students for their part, appreciated having someone closer to their own age to help them through the tricky bits of life at Wizard School.

Eventually, one of the Teachers retired. And Garlanda was selected to fill that position. Many years later, Garlanda became the Principal of Wizard School.
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When Professor Malkius Wontlemoot left Wizard School he was quite old. So he didn’t travel very far in a day. 

It wasn’t that he was feeble. It was just that he liked to enjoy his day. And doing too much in one day could ruin that.

Malkius usually travelled by foot, unless somebody gave him a lift on their horse or in their buggy. When it became evening, he would ask around at nearby houses to see who would be willing to let him spend the night. When they would, it was sometimes in return for performing some Wizardly service or for the tales which he would tell. 

Sometimes they let him spend the night because they wanted to help a stranger. They never did so because they thought he was feeble. They seldom did so because they could see his wisdom. 

Malkius was very, very wise. But few could tell that just by looking at him.

After talking with his hosts in the evenings, Malkius would write a short note to the dozen or so friends he had on Wizard School Campus. He would finish that note by telling them where he expected to be in a couple of weeks. That way, if they wanted to write back, they could send their letters there. 

At first, his friends wrote back. But then they became too busy. And eventually, one by one, they stopped replying. 

Only one person responded to every letter she received. That person had always been able to see his wisdom. Indeed she was glad for it. And she regarded him as the wise Grandfather she never knew.

Garlanda and Malkius wrote each other faithfully for three years. His travels continually took him further and further away from Wizard School. They took him further and further into areas which were not well explored. 

Malkius seemed to have no set destination, other than the next place where replies could be sent. He would just start off in the morning walking in that general direction. He would end up in the evening wherever he ended up.

His destinations had no apparent pattern or direction to them, other than away from Wizard School. Towards the end, Garlanda had her suspicions. And she warned Malkius that she feared he was heading into dangerous territory. 

Indeed, in her mind, if that area had been labeled on a map, it would have been labeled Dangerous Territory. She didn’t know it at that time; but once, it had been called Dinosaur Territory and no human had dared to venture therein.

Garlanda never heard from Malkius again. And she feared that he had never received her warning. She sent notes to him at other possible nearby destinations. But there was never a reply. 

It was possible that Malkius had just died from old age. But Garlanda never believed that. 

There was nobody whom Garlanda could send to find out what had happened to her friend. Nobody was willing to get that close to that dangerous territory. 

Nobody besides Garlanda, feared that any harm could come to Malkius. He was after all the Master Wandmaker, even if Ephelbridge was the Leader of the Wandmaking Guild.

Garlanda thought that she was too busy and too needed at Wizard School to be able to leave. Whether she was or not, she just could not leave. Her place was there. And besides, who was she to stand up against what she knew to be in that dangerous territory?
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