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The Wizard of Wyrrid

They began to climb the
upwards through the tower, Eric holding his dagger to the
prisoner’s back, while The Gray Knight questioned him intently
about the tower, its guards, and their master.

“You have locked most of the
garrison out, to be sure,” Jack said. “None of us knew about the
passage. But there are still some of Lord Ethelrech’s guard left.
The entire tower is alerted to your intrusion. When I was sent down
to help the garrison, Lord Ethelrech said something about going to
the Star Chamber to make preparations.”

“Preparing a spell?” the
Gray Knight guessed.

“A wizard in a room named
the Star Chamber gives that impression, doesn’t it,” Jack agreed.
“He has that fairy sorceress with him, as well. Whether all of his
personal guard are there, I don’t know.”

The Gray Knight grunted in
acknowledgment and sent Eric up the staircase to check the room at
the top.

“Forgive me for not casting
my lot in with you, my lady,” Jack spoke to Elizabeth. “But you
have picked a terrible nut to crack and even with two exceptional
gentlemen like us,” he nodded to the Gray Knight, “the odds would
not be in our favor.”

“We have succeeded so far,”
she replied, “and your sword on our side would g way to balancing
them. It is a risk, you are right, but the gain for all of us is
far greater than the risk. Especially with your aid.”

You speak nearly as prettily
as your appear, my lady,” Jack grinned. “But I will not break my
oath. I saw what Lord Ethelrech did to the last man to do so and I
pray my fate does not involve the rack.”

Eric came back down
cautiously.

“Two more scarlet clad
knights are on guard in the room above, sir.”

“It is the audience
chamber,” Jack interjected. “There is usually another pair tucked
into an alcove or otherwise hidden. The entrance to the Star
Chamber is behind the throne.”

“Four of them, then. Until
proven otherwise,” The Gray Knight frowned.

“A hard fight for one man,”
Jack grinned.

“Is there another way to the
Star Chamber?” Elizabeth asked.

“Not to my knowledge. Your
man will have to go through them," Jack said.

“Eric, the sword. I’ll take
them both.” The Gray Knight held out his hand.

“But there is another way,
sir.” Eric held the sword back. “You and Sir Jack are roughly the
same size. If you exchanged gear, you could pretend that you
captured us, and then we could surprise them.”

“That would put the Lady
Elizabeth in grave danger,” protested Jack.

“Quiet you,” growled the
Gray Knight.

“The Lady Elizabeth is
already in grave danger,” Elizabeth turned away from the two
knights. “Both of you strip. Don’t worry, I won’t peek.”

“It will still be four to
one,” Jack shook his head, refusing to strip down. Eric leaned
close, pressing his dagger threateningly against the knights
throat.

“You need to give your
squire some education in weapons,” laughed Jack. “I could take him
right now, if I cared to.”

“Enough of your lip. Strip.
Or I’ll use your corpse as a shield.”

Motivated by the snarl in
The Gray Knight’s voice, Jack removed his armor and then dressed in
the Gray Knight’s gear. True to her word, Elizabeth did not turn to
peek and only occasionally allowed her eyes to wander to the Gray
Knight’s reflection in the glass pane of the stair’s window. When
The Gray Knight told her they were ready, she turned to see him
dressed in the heavy armor and scarlet tabard of the wizard’s
guard.

“Hands in front,” The Gray
Knight tore strips of cloth from the bottom of his old tabard and
bound Elizabeth’s wrists loosely together, “Is it too tight?”

“No. It is fine.”

“Eric, you next. Behind your
back,” The Gray Knight tied the cloth loosely around his squires
wrists. “When we get close enough, Eric will slip his bonds and use
his dagger to kill one of the guards. Elizabeth, try to get to the
throne and find the entrance to this Star Chamber.”

Elizabeth nodded.

“What about me?” asked
Jack.

“Focus on remembering that I
know where every hole in that armor is,” The Gray Knight turned
back to Eric. “Now, you need to be careful. Find the gap in the
guards armor before you slip loose. Groin or neck, either will do.
When you strike, strike hard and true. Do not hesitate again. I
might not be able to save you.”

“I understand,” Eric
said.

“Good. Show me on Sir Jack,
how you would do it.”

“What?” Sir Jack and
Elizabeth both cried at the same time.

“Don’t actually draw blood,”
The Gray Knight sighed, then watched Eric demonstrate a few
strikes. “You’ll do fine.”

“Your training methods are
coarse, sir,” Jack said stiffly, “That was a wee bit close to my
nethers. Draw my blood but by God leave my nethers be!”

“Let’s go.”

The Gray Knight pushed them
ahead of him up the stair. Once they neared the top he began
bellowing, “Make way! Make way! Prisoners for my Lord Ethelrech!
Make way!”

The scarlet clad guards in
the audience chamber strode forward eagerly to see the prisoners
and, as Jack had predicted, two more slipped out of hidden alcoves
and watched from the far sides of the room.

“Where did you catch them?”
called one of the guards.

“They snuck through a secret
passage and locked most of the garrison out behind them. We can’t
figure out how to open the door, tis a puzzle worthy of Lord
Ethelrech.”

“Good job there. Lucky you
got to go down and...” the two guards walking forward slowed and
looked puzzled. They glanced between Jack in the gray tabard and
The Gray Knight in scarlet, “What’s your name, sir?”

“You probably don’t know me,
I was just recruited,” The Gray Knight replied, continuing to push
his group forward and praying Jack would remain silent.

The two guards halted and
found their balance.

“We haven’t gotten any new
recruits that I know of,” said one.

“No. No we haven’t,” said
the other.

The two guards who had been
hanging back started forward at a cautious pace.

“It’s all right,” The Gray
Knight spoke easily, though his heart was pounding in his chest,
“Just help me take the prisoners to Lord Ethelrech.”

They had nearly reached the
two suspicious guards. One of them looked closer and his eyes
widened in surprise.

“Look ‘ere, Georgey! Tis
Jack! They captured ‘im!”

“Now!” the Gray Knight leapt
forward, sword drawn and Eric at his side.

Eric rushed in with
desperate speed. The guard’s spear glanced off the squires shoulder
and then he was close enough to hug the man. But instead he drove
his long dagger through a gap in the guard’s armor on the inside of
the thigh. The guard shouted and smashed his mailed elbow into Eric
multiple times. The first blow was powerful and stunned the lad and
the next blows battered at his face and chest. But they weakened as
the guard’s life blood spilled across the floor. The enemy
collapsed and Eric stood above him, battered, bleeding, but
triumphant.

The Gray Knight sprang into
his attack. With a twist of his wrist he knocked aside the spear
blow aimed for his stomach. Another twist and the shield that was
protecting the guard’s throat was battered away. The guard tried to
bring his shield and spear back but the Gray Knight was too quick
and a third and final roll of his wrist slashed the edge of his
blade across the guard’s throat. The man fell to the ground, his
dying breath rattling in his throat.

The Gray Knight turned to
face the other two guards. Something flashed across his vision and
he heard Elizabeth scream. The two guards charging towards him were
armed with swords now, and the Gray Knight realized they had thrown
their spears. He chanced a quick look behind him and saw Eric on
the ground, Elizabeth and Jack kneeling at his side. One of the
spears was in Jack’s hand, somehow the other knight had gotten a
hold of it.

The Gray Knight cursed,
faced the oncoming enemy, and drew Jack’s sword. He awaited the
enemy charge with a sword in either hand, perfectly balanced, and
with the battle light shining in his eyes.

The two scarlet knights
charged against him, armor jangling and swords flashing. The Gray
Knight ducked around their initial charge, behind the man on his
left, and his swords smashed across the enemies helmet and upper
back. Killing strikes, but the red knight's armor held true and he
only stumbled, while his companion whipped about and stepped
between them, crowding up against The Gray Knight. With one sword
trapped between the enemies shield and his own body and no room to
swing, The Gray Knight slammed the hilt of his free sword against
the other knight’s head. He felt the point of the scarlet knight’s
sword drive against his mail and turn aside. Again he struck the
enemy in the head. And again and again until the scarlet knight
stumbled back in a ringing daze.

The Gray Knight took a step
forward and delivered a thrust that should have tore through his
opponents throat, but the second scarlet knight had clambered to
his feet and was able to knock the blow aside.

“Death!” roared the enemy
warrior and his blade scythed towards The Gray Knight’s head. The
Gray Knight turned the strike with a parry and a swift counter
stroke.

There followed an exchange
of blows, sword ringing on sword and sword drumming on shield. So
fast were the strikes, the weapons seemed to glimmer through the
air as each warrior strove to land a deathblow. But neither could.
Then the first scarlet knight joined the fray, and now it was two
against the Gray Knight and he was forced onto the defensive as the
two enemy knights battered at him.

The outcome seemed certain
and Elizabeth forced herself to focus on tending Eric’s wound,
refusing to watch her champion slain. She continued wrapping the
bandage around, using pressure to stem the flow of blood. When she
heard the thump and clatter of a knightly corpse striking the
floor, a small shudder went through her shoulders. But before a
tear could spring to her eye, the sound of a second body falling
caught her ear and she looked up in confusion.

For Sir Jack of Tindleton,
there was no such confusion. A warrior himself, he had watched the
combat with a critical eye, noting how The Gray Knight moved and
trying to learn the signals for his moves. The spear was clenched
in his hand and Elizabeth was utterly distracted, and he
momentarily considered joining the fray and helping his comrades
overwhelm The Gray Knight. But it was a momentary consideration
only, he had never cared for the others in the ranks of the scarlet
guard. And as he noted the careful clumsiness with which The Gray
Knight moved Jack smiled and congratulated himself on his decision.
For Elizabeth’s champion was putting himself close to danger, but
never actually in it, and passed a few opportunities to slay his
enemies that Jack knew the man had the skill to recognize and the
speed to execute. There was a second wheel turning in the course of
the combat, a test for someone, and Jack suspected it was him.

The end was as swift as it
was forgone. The Gray Knight’s feet blurred across the stone floor,
now slippery with blood, and the bright blades flashed. Under
shield and over guard the blades struck and the































































































































































































































































































































cover.jpg
THE WIZARD OF WYRRID

AFEY AFFAIR+«EPISODE 6

«

against courage and steel

Deception and trickery

BYRON GORDON





