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Book One

An Adventure of the Wizard Makepeace

Raven Coyne

“You know the one thing I can’t stand is a smart ass wizard Makepeace.”  The big troll says removing his cigar and crushing it out on my hand.  The pain is searing but I don’t let Vallic know, I never even bat an eye.  I’ll have to fix the burn soon as I get out of this little scrape.  Well, I guess, if I get out of this little scrape.  

“Look Vallic you wanted the Globe of Infinity and you’ve got it.  It’s right there in front of that thing you use as a face.  It don’t work for you?  That’s not my problem.  My problem ended when I got the globe here.”

“If it don’t work Makepeace it’s not the globe!”  Roars Vallic.  I just shrug.  Piece of free advice: never back down to a nine foot tall troll, it’s unhealthy in the end.  

“It’s the globe Vallic you can bet your last crown on that.  Your basic problem is you’re a troll.  That makes you by definition non-magical.  You can’t get over your heritage.  Trolls don’t have the gift.  Sorry.  But there it is.”

“The Wise One said the globe works for trolls Makepeace.”  

“That dried-up bag of bones that used to be your mother before she got a better gig?  She’s as un-magical as you.  Tell you what Vallic.  Have mommy come in and use the globe.”  Vallic sneers at me.  “What do you have to lose?  Have her come in and try and use the globe.  Next, I’ll try to use the globe then you try and use the globe.  Let’s see who’s got it and who don’t.”

Vallic turns to one of his hired thugs and asks, politely mind you; for the Wise One to come in.  Pretty please with sugar on even.  Funny thing about psychopaths they all love their mothers.  Perfectly happy to kill anybody else’s mom.  But they all love mommy with unswerving devotion.  In about ten minutes Mommy arrives, sorry I mean the Wise One; a shambling mound of troll flesh swathed in rags and overweight by a good three hundred pounds.  Vallic licks her palm as is the troll custom and then kneels in the presence of superior wisdom.  And that’s not saying much in Vallic’s case.  

“We beseech you to thwart the unbeliever oh Wise One.  Please make use of the Globe of Infinity.”

The old woman looks suspiciously at the crystal ball and licks her lips.  “I am not in tune with the ways of magic at this time my son.”  I roll my eyes and sit back and wait for this little farce to play out.  

Vallic caught off guard and chagrinned also licks his lips and asks “Can you not at least access its wondrous powers and make it glow?”  Oh, brother!  He has got to be kidding.

The old woman creeps to the globe like a slug taking a walk to a salt lick, she catches a glimpse of me and scowls.  I’ve been getting a lot of that today.  She stands over the crystal closes her eyes, because as everyone knows magic only works when you close your eyes; and begins to mumble something.  I think it’s her laundry list, but maybe it’s a spell.  The crystal sits there inert and as cold and dead as it was for Vallic.  Turning to her son the Wise One of the all the Tribe of the Dead Hand just shrugs her shoulders and says “I tried.”

I walk up next and place my left hand on the globe; keeping my eyes open; and move my hand counter to the rising and setting sun as is prescribed by the Tomb Writings of All Ages, a kind of owner’s manual for the globe and many other arcane artifacts.  An inner light of gold begins to form and I feel the magic of the globe reach out to me.  I quickly take my hand away.  I know what the globe is for, I read the manual cover to cover; or in this case wall to wall.  Most wizards fail to do that, and it costs them their lives in the end.  “Your turn Vallic,” I say

Vallic looks at the globe and doesn’t dare touch it.  Turning to me he tosses me my pay.  “Get out before I eat your liver, Makepeace.”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

I

[image: ]


Wishing to avoid liver eating I leave Vallic’s as quickly as I can.  But that wouldn’t be the end of it.  Vallic was humiliated by me and that called for a blood debt.  The first thing I would need would be a place to hide, at least until Vallic is dead.  Maybe a year or two, maybe less, come to think about it.  After all, the globe didn’t work for him, one of his bully boys with big ideas saw that and took note of it.  I walk down the lonely streets of Thunder Keep Township at the foot of the Castle of Thunder Keep.  I peer up through the fog and see the castle watchtowers lit with huge bonfires to cut through the fog, though how much good those roaring flames are in this pea soup is beyond me.  As I walk the stinging in my hand finally stops as the spell repairs the burn wound.  I make it to my lodgings.  The Lion’s Head is an Inn, restaurant, hotel, and long-term lodging establishment all in one.  Run by the irascible Jedik Caden a onetime adventure of the Ruin Fields and now full time jealous husband of his Elven wife.  He has good reason, Evelyn is probably the most desirable woman in all of Thunder Keep.  I let that thought keep me warm as I make my way to the Inn’s front and enter through the bar.  The usuals are all there drinking their lives away.  I never touch the stuff myself.  Magic is my high.  As I head up the back stairs I feel a soft touch, I know that touch very well.  I turn to face Evelyn who looks at me with a worried mother look.

“When you went out I was afraid you wouldn’t come back.”  She says with a soft smile.

I go weak at the knees at the sight of this elf maiden as I always do.  I can’t help myself I’m in love with Evelyn though she doesn’t know it.  I keep my shields up around her, she’s not trained but like all elves, she is innately magical.  “No need to worry.  I had a little business.  Here’s next month’s rent and I’m paying extra this time for the room service.”

“I’m not dusting that workbench or yours or the things you keep in jars.  The rest I’ll do.”  Evelyn says evenly.

“Fair enough,” I say trying to sound nonchalant.

“Rumor is you had business with Vallic and the Dead Hand.  That kind of business gets people killed.”

“And the rumors in both cases are correct.”  I can never lie to Evelyn no matter how hard I try.  Which is odd really, I lie to everyone.  Nature of the magic biz, half is real, half illusion.  Well, illusion and lies.

“You’re the most talented human wizard I know Makepeace.  You’re better than Dayton or Thornberry.  What are you doing grubbing around doing piece work for low lives like Vallic?  Any castle in the kingdom would pay big money for you.”  She says concern and confusion are written all over her face.

“As you are well aware I tried that route, remember?  Didn’t work out so well for me...”  

“Well, you do have to keep your hands off the daughters of Barons unless you’re a promising knight or doddering old Earl with loads of cash.  And you, my most handsome Makepeace are neither.”

“In any event, it didn’t work out.”  I point out, trying to put a troublesome past to rest.

“A minor house, leagues from here!  You can’t believe the whole kingdom heard about what you did?”

“Enough did, Evelyn.  Enough.  And the bastard child of a penniless Wizard begotten on a Baron’s daughter is gossip that flies fast and far.  That son of a bitch father still sends the occasional assassin to find me.”  I say with some venom then get control of my emotions only to have them stolen away again as Evelyn leans in and kisses me.  The soft wonderful sensation against my cheek makes me ache for her and for a simpler world.  “Get some sleep, my love.”  Evelyn says, which is exactly the wrong thing to say because even though I know better, I’ll debate what she meant by ‘My Love’ all night.  She tousles my hair and walks away allowing me a momentary glimpse of the silhouette of her body in the gossamer silks of her nightgown.  I head upstairs walking stiff-legged and so blind with passion I’ll have to work half the night to burn it off just to sleep the other half.  If I didn’t know better I’d swear Evelyn does this to me on purpose!  I enter my small room and suddenly see another silhouette sitting in the darkness of my room the contours of their body outlined by golden moonlight.  I take a deep steadying breath and get ready to trigger a spell when a light female voice emanates from the form seated at my workbench.

“Mr. Makepeace?  The Wizard Makepeace?”  The form asks me.

“I am both.  Makepeace and Wizard.  What can I do for you?”  I answer and begin to concentrate on the spell.  Just as I am ready to trigger the spell that will put my intruder to sleep for an hour or so; just long enough to get the Night Watch to come around and take them away; I feel a warding snap into place around the mysterious figure.  This person is a wizard too?  I ask myself and hold off on the spell.  The taste of the magic is familiar.  Still, no need for it to bounce off and find me.

“I’m Trina Galbraith.”

“You’re not related to Malcolm Galbraith are you?”

“I am.  He’s my father and the reason I’ve sought you out.  I want to hire you to find him.”

I stand there stunned for a second trying to gather my thoughts.  Malcolm Galbraith is a legend made real.  He’s had more trips through the Ruin Fields than anyone in Thunder Keep, and on every trip, he made it back.  Every trip save one.  The last one.  For three long years there have been rumors and talk all over Thunder Keep about what happened to him.  No one has a clue, least of all me.  

“Miss Galbraith I understand how you feel...” I start and she cuts me off.

“Do you Mr. Makepeace?”

“Okay, no I have no idea.  My father and mother didn’t want me when they found out I had the gift.  They dropped me off at a monastery and never looked back.  So, on the whole, no I don’t know how you feel.  Sorry for starting that way.  But I can’t help you.  No one knows what happened.  And your father would hardly be the first or only adventurer to wander into the Ruin Fields and never come back.”

“My father wanted you on his last expedition, said you were the best he’d ever seen.  Yet you refused.  Why?”

“Well, it’s a funny story really you see...” And again she cuts me off.  I sure hope this doesn’t become a habit.

“I want the truth, Mr. Makepeace.”

I let my breath out fully and say “Okay if you want.  But first, it’s just Makepeace.  No
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