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 "Ogre The
Unspeakable"

 


It was a dark and stormy night in the Imperial trading
village of Schadenfreude; much like any night in this dank,
miserable outpost huddled in the middle of nowhere. The wind howled
like lost souls whom the Gods were exacting personal vengeance upon, and the driving
rain roiled the muddy streets into torrents. The villagers huddled
by their fires, listened to their wretched hovels creaking, and
prayed the Storm Giants would go pick on some other miserable, misbegotten village. But
the Gods have a thing for nights like this, bastards, so they
huddled by their meager hearths, cursed their ill lot, and endured
as best they could.

Despite that bummer opening, it was business as usual in
the Last Man Standing inn: a despicable hole, the unofficial center
of the Thieves', Degenerates', Sociopaths' And All-Round Losers'
Quarter. The place was packed with the usual fugitives, escaped
slaves, wandering vagabonds, Black Mages, and other riff-raff, so,
yeah, the party was on regardless of the weather. The air was rank with stale
urine, stale cooking, stale beer, and stale tralla smoke.

The crowd was noisy with drunken good cheer.
Several of them were ravaging one of the serving wenches, while six
more lay on the floor: one violently dead, one dying, one
passed-out drunk, one stoned, one tearing at his clothes and
screaming about spiders, and one having just been cold-cocked by a
slaver's press gang. The adjectives flew thick and fast that night,
and the local authorities long since gave up trying to get a decent
story out of this place; a typical night, as was said before.

Of all that earthy, villainous crew, the earthiest and most
villainous sat at the table furthest from the door (the dubious
honor in this dubious place). The larger was known as Ogre:
so-called since he bore an unhealthy resemblance to those
creatures, and because he couldn't remember his real name. Not much
was known about Ogre, other than that he was a Barbarian from the
hill country who was sentenced to life in the salt mines (a short
sentence, true) for ravaging an Imperial handmaiden. He broke out
of there, so legends say, killing twelve guards in the process, and
took up the skittish life of a thief and reaver. That seemed a bit
far-fetched for his obvious limitations, but no one had the nerve
to say so out loud.

Ogre seldom showed any emotion other than
blood rage or utter confusion, but for now he was momentarily
content...and a bit frustrated. The contentment was simple enough:
while he lacked the wit to come in out of the rain, he at least
understood there was no grog out in the street, so his thirst led
him here a few hours earlier to a belly full of meat and his fifth
or sixth tankard. His frustration...more on that in a moment.

The smaller fellow sitting next to him was
Mouse, a typical thief. He was about as opposite to Ogre as one
could be: short, slender, timid and quick-witted. He liked to think
of himself (and was thought of by all who knew them) as Ogre's
better half (out loud) or the brains of their duo (in private). In
an odd way, thieves' status depends on their protector, and few
indeed failed to show deference with Ogre looming in the
background. While he often looked askance at Ogre's behavior, he
nonetheless parlayed that deference into a cushy racket bringing
him more loot and informal favors than Ogre knew about, or likely
could comprehend.

They met two years ago during a particularly
bloody escapade which netted a huge purse of gold and twelve more
dead, followed by an epic bout of drinking and carousing which made
Ogre the stuff of (lurid and vulgar) legends. Mouse thought at
first that Ogre was a uniquely bold and successful Barbarian, but
came to realize lately he was simply too stupid to know when to
quit. Still, the money was good (he made a point of handling their
finances), and if he spent a part of each day running for his life,
at least it kept him fit.

Anyway: Ogre's frustration. The three things
Ogre liked most in life were stealing, killing, drinking, and
wenching—all right, four things. He had already slaked his lust for
the first two by robbing an Imperial tax collector and killing
twelve of the City Watch. He was now well into his cups, for the
third item, and was vaguely wondering how he would satisfy his
fourth. This was how his day usually went, and he would be hard put
to change that ingrained pattern, but there was no outlet for item
four in sight...hence the frustration.

He watched the group assaulting the serving wench for some
time, which was starting to get under his skin, but the idea of
getting someone to stop ravaging her so he could start was too much for his feeble imagination.
The other tavern wench was hiding behind the bar (he at least
understood assaulting the barkeep meant no more ale), and the only
other woman there was a slave girl who clung nervously to a warrior
almost as big as he was. Ogre watched him for some time, noting his
great big muscles and his great big sword, and wondered about
killing him (first item). But he was preoccupied with sex (fourth
item) at the moment, and changing mental gears took way too much
effort.

So his frustration simmered, building slowly
as he slammed ale shots with ale chasers, and munched a ham bone.
He watched the room quietly, like a wild animal, while Mouse
watched him nervously and kept ready to dive for cover when the
need arose.

It must have been midnight when the door
opened, letting out a cloud of foul air and admitting a tall
stranger dressed in full cape and hood. Few noticed at first aside
from Ogre, who wondered vaguely if this was someone to rob first
and then kill, or kill first and then rob. He was sinking into
total confusion over that when the stranger threw the hood back,
revealing a bold, aristocratic face with piercing blue eyes
wreathed in shimmering red hair. It was a woman!

The room fell silent as she doffed her cape
with one swift flourish, revealing her stunning figure. She was as
tall as most men, with fulsome hips, long legs and a rampaging
bosom barely contained by a straining chain mail bodice. Her fiery
red hair fell in a shimmering cascade to her waist, framing her
bare midriff, while her chain mail thong held a drinking cup, a
leather purse, and precious little else.

The villainous mob made way for her in awe as she
approached the bar. The look in her eyes commanded respect, her
cleavage cleared the path like a battering ram. It was plain to all
this was not someone to mess with. She paused to exchange looks with
that great big warrior with the great big muscles and his great big
sword: he faded cautiously into the background, leaving her his
place at the bar.

"Woman," Ogre muttered, which showed how
entranced he was to get big words like that right. His
long-simmering frustration exploded in a flood tide of
testosterone. "Me want!"

"Ogre, that's a Barbarian Warrior Babe!"
Mouse hissed. "Steer clear of her!"

That confused him, which wasn't difficult.
"Huh?"

"She's a Barbarian Warrior Babe! She can
clean out any tavern in the Thieves', Degenerates', Sociopaths' And
All-Round Losers' Quarter without half-trying!"

Ogre eyed her skeptically. "She not have
sword."

"She doesn't need a sword, trust me!"

But he was drooling by that point, not that
he ever listened anyway. "Ogre want!" He stood abruptly and shoved
the table aside. Mouse managed a hasty catch of his mug, saving
most of his ale, and protested feebly as Ogre advanced on her like
a one-Barbarian conquering horde. He shoved two earthy villains
aside—the rest scattered like wind-blown leaves—came up behind her
and confronted her at the bar. "I'll have you, wench!"

She paused to give him a contemptuous
once-over, then turned, put her hands on the bar, vaulted up on it,
and sat facing him. "What did you say?" she asked with a cool
look.

That also confused him, since his conquests
usually fainted dead away or ran screaming at the sight of him.
"Uh...I'll have you, wench!" he repeated.

"Will you now?"

But Ogre never was one for lengthy courtships, and he never
met a female yet who could play hard-to-get with him for long. His
courting skills exhausted, he tackled her, wrapping both arms
around her waist intent on pulling her to the floor where matters
would proceed in typical rugged Ogre fashion. Then she grabbed his
hair and pulled his face against her chest right between her
massive breasts. For a moment, Ogre thought his wildest fantasies
of eager women were at last coming true, but then she twitched her shoulders—first the
right, then the left—taking an exaggerated roundhouse swing with
each. Her huge, solid breasts wrapped in hard, heavy chain mail
smacked him up-side the head with a cringe-inducing
WHAP!
WHAP!, and
he dropped in a heap.

"I warned him," Mouse muttered in the
silence which followed. "Didn't I warn him?"

She sat on the bar and looked down at Ogre
with a disdainful sneer as she swayed gently back and forth while
the oscillations in her cleavage dampened out, then looked up at
the silent figures around her. "Next?"

Dead silence. Even the wind stopped
howling.

She twitched her shoulders again, evoking a
collective whimper from the mob as she shimmied lethally. Once she
saw they were properly cowed, she slid off the bar, dug a pence out
of her pouch, and slapped it down in front of the stunned barkeep.
"A mug of ale, and not the cheap rotgut you usually serve!" she
snapped. Then she paused to kick at Ogre, who lay moaning on the
floor with a broken jaw, six teeth gone, and a concussion. "And get
someone to clean this floor while you're at it."
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 "Do Not Metal In
The Affairs Of Wizards"

 


"Honestly, Am-kashra, you're starting to worry
me," Zin-eroth the Blue grumbled. "Your obsession with this
non-mystical mumbo-jumbo is getting to be, well, an obsession.
Whoever heard of a non-magical universe, anyway?"

"Hey, I'm entitled to a hobby on my days off."
Normally Am-kashra the Green was a good-natured sort, but his
interest in the legends of a universe with no magic in it earned
him more than his share of grumbling from the locals. He could
expect it from them, but it irked him that his friend and fellow
professional didn't have a bit more faith in him. "Besides, I've
made more progress then you might imagine."

"Uh-huh. And what will you tell the village
elders if you succeed? They aren't thrilled with you as
is."

Am-kashra looked askance at him. "That was
just a phase, all right? I'm over that now, and most of the young
ones turned out well enough."

"Statistically speaking. There were enough of
them."

"Yeah, and one of them was the grandfather of the village
headman; at least he should cut me some slack."

Am-kashra represented the Fertility Goddess, and his role in the village was
performing growth and flowering magic to insure a bountiful
harvest. It was a good living for a wizard. He enjoyed a steady
income and plenty of free time in the winters, aside from blessing
the calves and the new crop of infants, to pursue his
hobbies.

And
therein was the problem: Am-kashra was bored with the mediocre life
of a village wizard. All the time with the fertility spells
and
the growth
spells and the bounty spells, day in and day out with the bumper harvests and the laden vineyards and the fecund herds; it was enough to drive him to tears
at times. Truth, he was in a rut. Serving the Fertility Goddess was
a good career for a nibbish like him, but he longed for
adventure
in his
life.

"The headman isn't exactly in a 'slacking'
mood," Zin-eroth assured him. "It doesn't help your cause that half
the council are short and chubby and named after you."

Am-kashra paused digging through his pile of scrolls to
give Zin-eroth a theatrical sigh. "So petty! Doesn't he have anything better to
do?"

"Well there is the ongoing effort to clean up the village's ripe
reputation."

"Picky, picky, picky! Didn't all the tourism
help our economy? What does he want, anyway?"

His problems with the council started
innocently enough: applying bounty spells to underdeveloped lasses.
It wasn't long before temptation beckoned—he did represent the
Fertility Goddess, after all—and he began taking the results for a
test ride, with predictable consequences.

"It
was the sort of tourists he objected to. Some people lose their
perspective at the sight of all those bulging bodices."

"I
swear I don't know what gets into some people. Bless the Goddess' fertility-obsessed
heart; can't they just accept a simple act of piety?"

Chastised by the elders, he found himself back to square
one: all the time with the fertility spells and the growth spells and the bounty spells, day in and day out with the bumper harvests and the laden vineyards and the fecund herds... Sigh.

So it wasn't long before his frustration
embroiled him in a new hobby: experimental magic; the real
out-there stuff on the cutting edge. And he was good at it, too,
having dabbled for over two hundred years now. Lately he made a
major breakthrough, so he claimed, and invited his friend, the
village weather wizard, to see the result.

Zin-eroth came reluctantly since his friend had a history of more enthusiasm than
common sense at times. Am-kashra's laboratory was a derelict
warehouse on the outskirts of the village. He took it over many
years ago, repaired the ramshackle eyesore, and converted it into
his inner sanctum. It seemed like a happy working relationship between the
villagers and their chastened Green wizard: they got some civic
improvements and a little peace and quiet out of the deal, so
what's not to love? (Little did they know what sort of experiments
he was conducting in here; he'd learned.) Zin-eroth was expecting
trouble.

"You don't really expect to achieve anything,
do you?" He protested. "This stuff about a mundane universe is just
a fairy tale! One for particularly stupid fairies, at
that."

"Up yours, asshole!"

Zin-eroth turned angrily to find the
heckler—and saw a glow of fairy-fyre strong enough to see in broad
daylight coming from the next room. Am-kashra was preoccupied going
through his magical artifacts, so Zin-eroth drifted over to see
what was going on. His curiosity was rewarded by a bizarre sight: a
wide area of the floor in the main room appeared to be solid gold,
in the center of which stood a huge box. Around the box, at the
edge of the gold area, a row of fairies fluttered along at waist
height in a conga line flashing their fairy-fyre on and off like
red strobes. They must have been under a Compulsion cast by
Am-kashra and were in a foul temper about it. A couple of them made
rude gestures at him.

Intrigued, Zin-eroth walked slowly around the
huge box, eying it from all sides. It was taller than a man,
roughly as wide, perhaps 20 paces long and made out of heavy
corrugated panels. At one end was a pair of recessed doors held
closed with massive vertical locking bars operated by handles set
at a convenient height. It was painted a faded blue, badly weather
worn, with various arcane markings on its ends and sides, the
largest being:

 


NIPPON CONTAINER LINE


"Fascinating!" Zin-eroth studied
the mysterious insignia for a moment then tried to use his Insight
to interpret it. No luck. His spell simply vanished into the
blue-painted enigma. Frustrated, he pushed his way through the
conga line of fairies who tried to hold him back with unwilling
cries of "Stop! Danger! Go back!" and reached up to touch
it...

"NO!" Am-kashra screamed from the
doorway behind him. Zin-eroth jerked his hand away in confusion
"That box is from the mundane universe!"

"It is?" Zin-eroth stepped back and
examined it more cautiously. "This is really a mundane artifact? No
magic in it at all?" He could see now why Am-kashra went to the
trouble to cast a Compulsion spell on so many fairies to act as a
warning line, which alone should have clued him to the
importance—and the danger—of this artifact.

"That's right, and if you touch it,
it'll suck the power right out of you!"

Zin-eroth shivered in horror. This
was something completely non-magical! Was it even possible? It
seemed ordinary enough. One might almost mistake it for a storage
shed of some slightly odd styling. But now he thought about it,
Zin-eroth could feel the aching emptiness. This innocent-looking
box was actually a non-magical void. Am-kashra had succeeded at
something impossible—and horribly alien.

"So what is this thing, anyway?" he
asked at last.

"Not being a complete fool,"
Am-kashra said archly, "I decided it was best to do a bit of ground
work before trying anything ambitious." He made a sweeping gesture
taking in the enormous box with a look of self-satisfaction.
"Before I try to summon a mundane creature, I want to be sure I
have some way to control it. Since any creature we summon from the
mundane universe would not have any magic, we can't assume magic
would affect it. So I arranged for this...container...to hold
it."

"But...how?" Zin-eroth was at a
loss. A cardinal rule of magic was that one must be familiar with
the subject being summoned. "Nothing has ever been summoned from
the mundane universe. Most wizards don't even believe it to exist!
How did you manage this?"

Am-kashra smiled. "That's my secret
success!" He turned to a nearby table with a small wooden box
sitting on it. "It took several years of research, but I finally
worked out a spell for summoning something based on a symbolic
model of what I wanted. I specifically wanted a large, heavy box to
contain a mundane creature, so I used this model as a sample, and
that iron chamber is what I got." He rested his hand on the small
model possessively.

"Brilliant!" Zin-eroth muttered. "Er...did you say
iron?"

"Yes!" Am-kashra waved an arm at
the huge construct. "The entire thing is solid iron, if you can
believe it!"

"Incredible! But where could they
find a meteor that large?"

"No, it's plain iron, like you dig
out of the ground."

That was a sobering thought.
Am-kashra was fooling with something only used by swordsmen. Now
that he looked closely, Zin-eroth could see the rust stains where
the paint was worn away.

"But who would build something this
big out of solid iron?"

"No idea, but they must have
formidable blacksmiths."

Iron is the best substance for
carrying a magical spell, which is why swordsmen insist on using it
to make weapons: they can be enchanted with all sorts of nasty
striking and slicing and blocking spells. But an iron artifact much
larger than a sword was unheard of. Moreover, this box shape would
be a natural accumulator of spell power...but it came from a
non-magical universe. The potential conflicts were entirely
unpredictable. This was dangerous territory they were
entering.

"What did they use it for if they
have no magic?"

That stumped Am-kashra, and after a
moment he answered softly, "I honestly don't know. There is so much
we have yet to learn about the mundane universe. All I can tell you
is it was filled with those." He gestured across the room to a low
wall of boxes formed of thick paper, all identical, all inscribed
with a large logo reading:

 


SONY

Playstation

 


"It took me three days to unload the
container, and I stacked them there to get them out of the way.
They're not very heavy, whatever's in them."

That brought up an obvious problem. "So how
were you able to handle them if they are non-magical? And for that
matter, why doesn't this...container...draw magical power from the
ground? I happen to know there are several centuries of crop and
mercantile magic accumulated in this warehouse."

Am-kashra pointed at the floor. "I'm not
nearly as stupid as I look! See for yourself!" The gold colored
area proved, on close inspection, to be gold paint. There were also
thin blocks of gold under each corner of the mundane
container.

"Ah! I see!" Gold is magically neutral and
will not carry a spell, which is what makes it so valuable. "But
this must have cost you a fortune!"

"You have no idea." Am-kashra rolled his eyes
comically. "And then there were these." He gestured to two sets of
boot covers, heavy gloves and full length aprons made of
cloth-of-gold hanging on the wall by the door.

"Protective gear," Zin-eroth grunted. "Well I'm glad to see
you are taking some common sense precautions, anyway. Good thinking about the
cloth-of-gold." He turned back to face his friend, "So what happens
now? You said you would provide a demonstration?"

Am-kashra produced the scroll he was hunting
in his work room. "Today I'll try to summon a creature from the
mundane universe and have it arrive inside there."

Zin-eroth looked askance at him. "Oh, that's all? You'll
just summon some...Gods know what from somewhere the Gods themselves likely don't know
about, and have it appear in that box? You know how delicate summoning is. Do you
have any idea of how many ways this could go wrong?"

"Hey, it's a non-magical creature from a
non-magical universe arriving inside a non-magical iron box sitting
on non-magic-conducting gold. What could go wrong, huh?"

"I guess we'll find out."

"I guess we will." Am-kashra seemed far too
sure of himself, as was only to be expected. "This will be easier
than the original summoning since I can use the container itself as
a touchstone. We will simply summon a creature that relates to it;
far easier than fishing blind."

Even that proved easier said than done. After
making the usual preparations, Am-kashra positioned himself on one
side of the container, spread the scroll out on the table beside
him and, wand raised, began chanting the spell slowly and
carefully. The spell was long—very long, it turned out—and
Am-kashra droned on for some time following a convoluted trail of
penciled-in additions and corrections. It needed a lot of
refinement, and he paused more than once to trace some scribbled
notation before continuing cautiously. At long last, with his voice
getting hoarse, he completed the recitation with a flourish, then
dropped his wand on the table and massaged his aching
shoulder.

"That was easy?"

"Yeah, compared to the box."

There was a moment of silence: then came a
strange...sucking...sensation, as if the magic in the room was
being drained into a vortex. The fairies gave a collective squeal
of terror when a muffled Whump! came from inside the container. Then there was
nothing.

"Well?" Zin-eroth whispered
hoarsely.

Am-kashra nodded. "There's something in there,
all right. The question is, what? I guess there's only one way to
find out."

"I was afraid you'd say that."

They donned the protective cloth-of-gold
garments reluctantly, then paused in front of the container's
double doors.

"Ready?" Am-kashra croaked. His hands were
sweaty and he was trembling as he held the first door latch with
his thick gloves.

Zin-eroth nodded, struggled to adjust his
heavy apron and nervously gripped his wand with both hands. "Right.
Do it."

Am-kashra forced the first handle up and
twisted it to one side, releasing the locking bar. They stood for a
long moment, too nervous to go on, before he grabbed the other
handle and heaved it up. The door released with a metallic grunt.
They swung it open and there at the far end of the container stood
the mundane.

It was humanoid, more or less, but no one
could mistake it for anything but what it was. It was as short as
Am-kashra, but scrawny: almost famished, its features shrunken and
yellowish as if it had starved. It was wearing a suit of ragged
dark green clothes, soft shoes and a cap, all of which were
battered and faded, and it carried what looked like a complex
spear—some sort of constructed device with a wicked looking knife
or short sword attached to its end.

As they opened the door, the creature backed
against the far wall of the container, facing them with its
device—clearly some sort of weapon—held pointing toward them. It
must have been terrified by what just happened.

"Whatever it is, it's small enough that we can
handle it," Am-kashra said with some relief.

"For that matter, it's aligned to green,"
Zin-eroth said doubtfully. True, its clothing was an odd shade of
dark yellowish green, but green nonetheless. "You should be able to
magically influence it..."

"BANZAI!!!!" the creature shrieked and lunged
at them.

Zin-eroth instinctively hit it with a stun
spell before Am-kashra could react. The spell staggered it
slightly, but it kept coming. Am-kashra got over his surprise,
leveled his wand and fired off a repulsion spell in turn. It did
little more than slow the creature enough that Zin-eroth was able
to avoid being skewered. The mundane collided with him and the two
battled fiercely in the doorway, the mundane kicking and punching
and shrieking in some unknown language. Zin-eroth was far taller
and heavier than the creature, but he was clearly getting the worst
of it. The mundane was rapidly pounding him into submission, and
looked about to kill him altogether.

Thinking fast finally, Am-kashra took a half
step back, leveled his wand at the creature's face with both hands
and roared a repulsion spell. The spell caught it right on its
chin, knocking its head back. It went slack for a moment, Zin-eroth
was able to push it back into the container, and they hastily
retreated and slammed the door. Am-kashra was trying to set the
locking bolt when the creature hit the door from inside, nearly
knocking them back, but they managed to force the door shut again
and set the bars. They then backed away from the container, shaken
and dismayed, as it pounded on the inside.

"You've summoned a monster!" Zin-eroth gasped
as he clutched his belly with one arm and wiped his bloody nose
with the other. "I never thought it was possible to be hit so hard
in so many places so fast!"

"Success!" Am-kashra stood shaking and
breathing hard, completely at a loss. "Gods help us."

"I don't understand why our spells didn't
work!" Zin-eroth complained as he probed his groin gingerly. "We
hit it with enough force to stop a giant, but it bounced
off!"

"No." Am-kashra struggled to catch his breath.
"The spells were being absorbed by the container, remember? It's a
mundane object...er...what's that?"

Zin-eroth opened his hand and saw he was
holding a small round object: a button, obviously torn from the
creature's clothes during the struggle. "It's a button." he said,
lamely.

"We might be able to learn something from it!"
Am-kashra's normally effervescent spirits recovered instantly.
"Come on! I've got something we can try!"

He turned on his heel, pushed through the
conga line of fairies so rapidly that two of them were knocked
loose, and disappeared into his inner sanctum. Zin-eroth staggered
after him (getting another barrage of obscene gestures and
cat-calls from the fairies, nasty little buggers) and caught up
with Am-kashra just as he was emerging from a drawer in his
desk.

"We'll see what the Orb Of Comprehension has
to say!" he bubbled with the easy enthusiasm which replaced his
earlier pessimism like the turning of a page.

Zin-eroth halted abruptly at the sight of the
Orb—a smooth, hand-sized sphere of gleaming black with a white
infinity sign embossed on its top. "What're you doing with Black
Magic?" he demanded.

"Relax! I picked this up by some bartering.
All it does is reveal the hidden truth of things." He set the
button on the table next to the Orb, and readied his wand. "What is
this button?" he demanded, then waved his wand over the two
objects, muttering a spell in Black speech. Zin-eroth winced at the
sound, thinking he really needed to have a heart-to-heart talk with
his friend. Soon. Incantation done, Am-kashra picked up the Orb and
looked at the answer revealed on its flat base:

 


THE SIGNS POINT TO YES

 


"Yep," Zin-eroth grunted. "Heck of a deal you
got there."

"Uh, well, I need more practice with this
spell, is all." Am-kashra replaced the Orb and tried again,
straining his voice. Retrieving the Orb, he checked the
answer:

 


TRY AGAIN LATER

 


"Okay," Zin-eroth nodded. "That tells us a
whole lot more."

"One more try." Am-kashra replaced the Orb,
pulled back the sleeves of his robe, took a deep breath and
bellowed the Black spell as loud as he could, eyes pinched shut and
his wand shaking in both hands. The light dimmed, the room shook,
and the fairies in the other room set up a chorus of alarmed
squeals. Finished, Am-kashra took a deep breath to settle his
nerves, then grabbed the Orb again:

 


IT SEEMS LIKELY

 


"What seems likely?" Zin-eroth grumbled. That thing is
useless..." BANG! A metallic explosion and another chorus of fairy
shrieks came from the other room.

"Now what?" Am-kashra cried.

BANG! Accompanied by the sound of breaking
glass. Button forgotten, the two of them raced back into the main
room, fighting their way through a flood of fleeing
fairies.

BANG! Something whizzed past them as they came
through the door and blasted a chunk out of the wall. Am-kashra
grabbed Zin-eroth's arm and pulled him down behind the low wall of
the paper boxes.

"You said it was mundane!" Zin-eroth gasped,
the wind knocked out of him again. "It's hurling spells at
us!"

"We'll see about that!" Am-kashra grunted. He
jumped to his feet, waved his wand before them and yelled a spell
of protection. A wall of immaterial power appeared between them and
the container. "That's better!"

BANG! There were already several round holes
punched in the side of the metal container, and now another
appeared abruptly. "Ow!" Zin-eroth howled. Am-kashra turned and saw
his friend had been grazed across his arm by another
spell...

"Oh, crap!" he gasped, "It's not using
magic!"

"It...WHAT?" Zin-eroth yelled in alarm as he
tried to stem the blood soaking into his sleeve.

"It's from mundania!" Am-kashra ducked behind
the paper boxes again, "No magic!" BANG! and something went right
through the stacked boxes with a shattering glass sound, passed
between them and buried itself in the wall. "It's using some sort
of weapon!"

"You
mean you've got a swordsman in there?!"

"Um..." It
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