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Sir Brynis cast his gaze about the room, as if addressing an imagined crowd of attentive 

villagers observing the proceedings.  “We have before us an unprecedented situation that 

must be addressed by this council.  We must look to our sense of duty and our experience 

of protocol to make the right decision concerning this unfortunate man that has fallen into 

our midst.”   

 

The old knight nodded to himself in full agreement with his statement and surveyed the 

room.  Lazron quietly sipped his beverage while Master Silverflame scribbled furtively 

on a roll of parchment he had procured from his bag.  The blacksmith sat with his large 

arms crossed, gazing at nothing in particular.  Master Pelwyn barely contained a derisive 

snort as the knight finished his oration.   Sir Brynis’ small audience sat in reverent 

silence, though Piper could not suppress a raised eyebrow and Karli smiled quietly to 

herself.   

 

“The Corps of Heralds has a long tradition of service to the Realm.  Tradition and the law 

are clear in that the health and safety of this envoy is sacrosanct.  We must take every 

step to ensure that this royal servant can continue to perform the duties of his noble post.  

The afflicted is an official envoy of the Royal Courts, and as such, it is our duty to our 

lord, the Baron of Glassrock, to ensure that he is cared for and returned safely to the 

nearest seat of government.”  Sir Brynis slapped his ample stomach to emphasize his 

point as Master Silverflame nodded over his parchment.   

 

Master Pelwyn cocked his head to the side and huffed.  “Well then, Sir Knight, if things 

are so clear then why are we meeting?  What is there to discuss?  Let’s load the lad on a 

wagon with some volunteers and send him on his way to Glassrock.” 

 

The old knight pursed his lips in irritation.  “The point of our meeting, Master Pelwyn, is 

to discuss how we send him to the court at Glassrock.  Your…simplistic…proposal is 

duly noted.  However, we need to have a better sense of what ails him in order to ensure 

his safe arrival to the Baron’s keep.  In this regard, we will now hear the testimony of our 

fine Healer, Mistress Karli Rowantree, regarding the medical condition of our foundling.”  

Sir Brynis motioned grandly toward Karli as he returned to his seat.   

 

Karli rose slowly and stepped closer to the stage.  “Thank you, Sir Brynis.   Master Sirac 

and I have plied the Herald with heavy sleeping draughts.  At this time, he is resting 

fitfully and his thrashings have been suppressed.” 

 

Master Pelwyn waved his hand definitively and said “There you have it.  Send the lad on 

with more sedative until the Baron’s Healers can deal with him.  I can spare Finiol from 

the shop to help.  You lot can find more volunteers who’ll enjoy a chance to see 

Glassrock.  He’ll be fine.” 

 

Karli cleared her throat.  “My apologies, Master Pelwyn, but we cannot be hasty.  The 

Herald is resting at this time, but he would likely not survive the journey.”  Master 

Pelwyn frowned crossly at the Healer, but then narrowed his small dark eyes 

appraisingly.  Karli continued.  “He has not eaten for Gaal-knows how many days and 
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has exhausted himself beyond endurance.  He sleeps, but does not rest.  It takes at least 

three days to travel to Glassrock and I do not believe he will live that long.” 

 

At this pronouncement, the elders gave Karli their full attention.  Karli felt the collected 

stares and raised brows pour over her, smothering her face in clammy warmth.  She could 

feel her heartbeat in her throat and swallowed hard.  Lazron turned to the merchant with a 

curt nod.  “You’re certainly quick to be rid of the boy.  What’s the rush?” 

 

The wily merchant waved dismissively at the massive farmer.  “Precisely as the knight 

says, we have a duty to ensure the safety of this Herald; duty dictated by tradition and by 

law.  So if he dies while he is in our hands, then the village runs the risk of being held 

responsible.  I say we get him to the royal Healers as soon as possible and let them deal 

with him.  This is a problem for our Lord Flamebrand, not the Attis council.” 

 

“By the false gods, Pelwyn!  Have you no compassion!” exclaimed the scribe in 

indignation.  Master Pelwyn turned his gaze to Master Silverflame and rolled his eyes.  

“Do not be so dramatic, you old courtier. Of course I do, Astoron!  I have no wish for this 

boy’s death and am sorry for his misfortune.  But as village elders, is it not our charge to 

protect the village?  We must look to the safety and fortunes of the people of Attis!  The 

longer we keep the boy the more risk the village runs of bearing the brunt of royal 

disfavor.“ 

 

Durgas Stonehammer continued gazing at nothing at all, but pronounced in a low 

rumbling voice, “The Baron of Glassrock is a fair man.  He would not punish us for this 

boy’s death unless we had a hand in it.” 

 

Sir Brynis nodded and waved his hand, indicating his friend.  “Good Durgas is correct.  

Lord Flamebrand has always been just in his dealings with his subjects.  So long as we 

make every effort to aid this boy, he can find no fault in us.” 

 

Master Silverflame waved his quill at Karli.  “The Healer has yet to address the larger 

issue.  What ails this Herald? We must know whether or not the lad’s arrival in this state 

brings more danger to our village.  We do not wish to see others afflicted in such a 

manner.  And if this affliction can spread, we have an obligation to not endanger the 

stronghold of our lord by sending it to his doorstep.” 

 

The elders nodded and murmured their assent to the scribe’s statement.  Karli swallowed 

hard and looked up at the stage.  “The Herald’s affliction is not caused by disease.  I do 

not believe it can be spread.”  Though with sorcery, all bets are off, she thought to 

herself.  “In examining him, Master Sirac and I found an unusual splinter lodged in his 

neck that we believe to the cause of his malady.” 

 

Master Pelwyn turned his sharp gaze to Karli.  “Then remove it and be done.  How long 

will it take him to recover?”  The council turned its attention back to Karli, who felt a 

thin line of sweat gather on her upper lip, despite the cool morning breeze blowing into 

the tavern room from the cracked shutters. 
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“That is the problem.  We have tried but cannot remove the splinter.  If it remains lodged, 

he will continue to experience these spasms until he dies of exhaustion and hunger.”  She 

paused and took a deep breath.  “It is my belief that sorcery is involved.” 

 

Silence fell over the room for a few heartbeats.  Lazron and Durgas both turned and spat 

while others made the Wyrm-sign as protection.  Master Pelwyn shook his head in 

exasperation, muttering “better and better.” Master Silverflame shook his head and said 

“We must send for Father Kariot.”  Sir Brynis nodded and the scribe left the stage, 

heading toward the kitchens to speak with young Rolgrad. 

 

Karli felt hollow inside, the steady rhythm of her heart and of her breath filling her ears 

as if amplified by the drum of her body.  She turned to see Piper staring at her, smiling 

and nodding at her encouragingly.  Karli returned the smile.  The elders sat silent, 

digesting her dire pronouncement, until Master Silverflame returned and reclaimed his 

seat.  He nodded to Sir Brynis. 

 

The knight rose from his seat again and sighed heavily.  “This certainly places the 

situation in a different light.”  Master Pelwyn snorted in response.  “It certainly does.  It 

reinforces my point that this boy needs to be taken to Glassrock as soon as possible.  He 

can find no help here!”  Master Silverflame raised his hands to placate the merchant.  

“Father Kariot may be better able to make that decision.”   

 

The merchant shook his head in exasperation.  “You heard the man last night in this very 

room.  The Herald is not possessed by evil.  Our priest tends the shrine and makes 

sermons for shepherds and miners.  If sorcery is the cause of this boy’s problems, then 

what he needs are Ringlords.  There is a small garrison of them in Glassrock.  Let them 

deal with it!” 

 

Karli addressed the merchant.  “I must remind you, Master, that the Herald would not 

survive the journey and if we were to send to Glassrock for Ringlords he would likely die 

before they arrived.”  Master Pelwyn scowled and shifted in his seat.  The knight and the 

scribe nodded in agreement.  Lazron smiled at Karli, enjoying the surly merchant’s 

discomfort at her polite rebuke.  Karli returned the smile.  Piper reached up and squeezed 

Karli’s hand.  She turned to him and he inclined his head toward the table where the 

elders sat.  Karli nodded and stepped up onto the stage. 

 

“Elders, this is the situation.   The Herald will likely die within three days without proper 

care.  Because of the—supernatural—nature of his injury, traditional healing will not help 

him.  He cannot be moved and any other assistance cannot be brought to us in time to 

save him.  Unless drastic measures are taken, this man will surely die on my watch.  As a 

Healer, I refuse to allow that to happen.  Therefore, I have a proposal.” 

 

The common room door opened heavily, admitting the slightly disheveled form of Father 

Kariot.  He pulled his hooded black robes about him as he walked quickly toward the 

front of the room.  He nodded at Piper as he passed and stepped up to the stage to stand 
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beside Karli.  He turned his chubby, wrinkled face to the young Healer, smiled and then 

addressed the elders. 

 

“Gentlemen.  You have need of my counsel, yes?  I assume this concerns the matter of 

the Herald.” 

 

Sir Brynis, still standing at his place at the table, nodded.  “Yes Father.  Thank you for 

coming.  We need your expertise regarding matters of the supernatural.  It is Mistress 

Rowantree’s belief that the Herald suffers an unnatural affliction rooted in sorcery.”  The 

old priest fingered the steel symbol of his office that hung about his neck.  The knight 

continued.  “Further, the lad will likely die if he travels and will die if not cared for within 

the next few days.” 

 

Father Kariot frowned and nodded.  “Well, I prayed to Gaal on the man’s behalf last 

night and felt no sign of evil.  I do not believe that his affliction springs from creatures or 

powers of the Void.  Outside of that, my knowledge is limited.  The Order of Oldred, my 

Order, is not dedicated to such pursuits.  A member of the Order of the Ring would be 

more appropriate to address this situation.” 

 

Durgas Stonehammer rumbled “What of the Thadricines?  They have a monastery not far 

from here.” 

 

The priest nodded.  “Yes, Tubal Monastery lies at the base of the mountains about a day 

away.  The monks are a scholarly order and may have some knowledge of what ails the 

man.  However, it would take time for them to find such information, if they even have it.  

It sounds as if time is our enemy in this.” 

 

Master Pelwyn snorted and muttered, “Time and the doddering of old men.”  Sir Brynis 

shot the merchant a stern look.  Master Astoron nodded at Karli.  “Mistress Rowantree 

mentioned a proposal.” 

 

All eyes turned to Karli.  She gulped and smiled.  “Yes.  My proposal.  As Father Kariot 

indicated, the Thadricines may or may not have the information we need and the 

Ringlords are too far away.  I propose seeking out a more likely source of information.  I 

wish to seek the counsel of the Crone of the Mountain.” 

 

Father Kariot’s head jerked back in surprise as the elders murmured, spat, and once again 

made the Wyrm-sign against evil.  The common room of the Blue Wyvern had rarely 

seen so many displays of religiosity in one day.  Karli raised her hands in a placating 

gesture and called out.  “Please!  Please listen to me!”  The murmuring died down as the 

council cast wary eyes at the young Healer.  Father Kariot continued to stare at her in 

disbelief. 

 

Karli sighed and looked down, speaking in a low but firm voice.  “Healing this man is 

beyond me and it is beyond Master Sirac.  The Ringlords will take six days, at least, to 

arrive once a message is sent.  The monks are very unlikely to have the specific, practical 
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information that we need to save this Herald’s life.”  She looked up to meet the stern and 

disbelieving eyes of the elders.  “But I refuse to let him die.  The Crone is widely reputed 

to have knowledge of the supernatural.”  At this, Master Pelwyn muttered “too much 

knowledge…”  Karli continued, “Piper is the most widely traveled of all of us.  He has 

had counsel from the Crone, this Mistress Myshalla, and rates her as a capable Healer.  It 

is my wish to travel with all haste to meet with her and gain the knowledge to heal this 

poor young man.  And, if necessary, bring her back here to perform the healing herself.”   

 

The elders began murmuring and shaking their heads.  Sir Brynis motioned for the men to 

settle down, looked at Karli and then nodded his head sympathetically.  “I see now.  This 

bard has filled your head with tales…”   

 

Piper shot up from his seat and raised his voice.  “Aye, it’s true I told Karli about 

Myshalla, yes.  But she makes her own decisions and I defy anyone to recall a time when 

Karli Rowantree acted on wild tales told by anyone, much less fickle young men.” 

 

Master Silverflame shook his head firmly.  “But this is preposterous.  We cannot call 

upon a witch to possibly help this unfortunate boy.  We must think of the safety of the 

village!”   

 

Master Pelwyn barked a laugh.  “That point certainly sounds familiar!” 

 

Father Kariot placed a hand on Karli’s shoulder.  “Karli, this is madness.  I don’t 

understand…” 

 

Sir Brynis rested his hands on the table.  “Now, now.  Everyone settle down!  We will 

send for Master Sirac to get another…” 

 

Master Silverflame nodded.  “Yes, where is Sirac?  His absence is telling.  He obviously 

doesn’t support such a ridiculous plan.” 

 

Master Pelwyn stared at the Healer throughout this exchange.  As Karli met his gaze, she 

felt an uncomfortable sympathy for the goods that came before the merchant for 

appraisal.  At Master Silverflame’s outburst, Master Pelwyn lifted his eyes from Karli 

and stroked his chin.  “His absence is telling, Astoron.  This girl is a Master Healer and 

her word stands as such.  Whether or not he agrees with her assessment, he’ll not gainsay 

it else he’d be here as well.”   

 

Karli was taken aback by the astuteness of the merchant’s assessment and realized that 

this was the first time she had ever felt warm feelings toward Master Pelwyn. 

 

Lazron nodded at the merchant.  “Aye.  If Sirac was against this, we’d be hearing from 

him.” 

 

Master Silverflame sighed with exasperation.  “But this is ludicrous!  Regardless if Sirac 

approves or not, you must see that this is madness!” 
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Karli stepped forward and placed her hands on the table.  “Listen!  Listen all of you!” She 

gazed at each elder in turn as she spoke.  “I am a Healer.  You have been speaking of 

duty and tradition.  It is my duty to do everything I can to protect the life of this man.  I 

am a Healer and he is in my care.  I cannot call myself a Master, nor call upon the 

traditions of my craft, if I allow him to die without trying every means at my disposal.  

This includes going places and doing things that are unpleasant and sometimes 

dangerous.   I see no other choice.” 

 

The scribe let out an exasperated breath.  “The Crone could pose a danger to the people 

of this village.  What about their lives, Healer?  Do you hold the lives of your friends and 

family to be cheaper than that of this Herald?” 

 

Karli shook her head.  “No, of course not.  But has anyone here actually seen the Crone?  

Have any of the village children actually been taken by her?  Does anyone remember?  

Anyone?”  Gazing about the room, see saw no signs of assent.  “You see, my head is not 

the one filled with tales.” 

 

The elders silently contemplated her words.  Karli no longer felt hollow, but filled with 

warm iron.  “You know me.  I would never let anything bad happen to single soul in this 

village.  I intend to meet with Myshalla to see if she can or will help.  She may not.  But I 

think this woman is that unfortunate man’s best chance of living.  I will help him.” 

 

Sir Brynis turned to Father Kariot.  “Father, where does the Church stand on this?” 

 

Father Kariot shook his head and frowned.  “The Church has no formal ban on sorcery 

itself.  It is certainly not to be trusted, nor are its supposed practitioners.  If the practices 

of the sorcerer are deemed harmful or blasphemous, then the Church must act against it.  

It seems that whomever or whatever has afflicted the Herald must be acted against.”  The 

old priest rubbed at his short beard. “If the Crone truly acts in the interest of this Herald, 

and performs no acts of blasphemy to do so, then, in my view, no Church laws would be 

transgressed.  Therefore, I cannot gainsay Karli’s plan from a theological standpoint.”  

The old priest sighed.  “But we don’t’ know what is going to happen.  As I said, we must 

act against the powers that have assailed this man.  We will have to rely on Mistress 

Rowantree’s judgment of the woman.  I have serious reservations against this plan, and I 

cannot bless it.  But will not speak against it.” 

 

Durgas Stonehammer’s low rumble silenced the murmuring that followed the priest’s 

pronouncement.  “You speak of not believing the tales of the Crone.  How do you know 

she’s even out there?”   

 

Piper spoke up.  “I have encountered her in my travels.  Her abode lies no more than a 

day from here.  She has been a friend to me.  And, I can assure you that she does not wish 

the village harm.  At best, one could say she is indifferent to our troubles.  You have my 

word on that.  On my mother’s name.” 
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The council nodded in appreciation of the bard’s oath.  The merchant asked, “A day 

away?  Then at best it would take two days for the man to get this help.  Two days you 

say he may not have to spare.” 

 

Karli nodded.  “Yes, but it is the best we can give him.  His chances of surviving are still 

very narrow, but improve with the hope that new information can provide.” 

 

Sir Brynis raised his hands.  “Very well.  The council will vote.”  He glanced 

meaningfully about the table at the other elders.  “On the matter of Mistress Rowantree’s 

proposal to send to the Crone of the Mountain for aid, what say you?” 

 

Master Silverflame rose from his seat.  “Nay.”  He shook his head and sat down. 

 

Lazron Morianson rose from his seat.  “Aye.”  He smiled at Karli and returned to his seat. 

 

Sir Brynis, still standing, braced himself on the table.  “Nay.” 

 

Master Pelwyn pursed his lips at Sir Brynis and then returned his intense stare to Karli.  

After a few heartbeats, he rose and said “Aye.”  Returning to his seat, he nodded to 

himself smiling. 

 

All eyes turned to Durgas Stonehammer who remained still in his chair, his strong arms 

crossed and resting on his broad chest.  His dark eyes rested on Karli.  “Aye.” 

 

Karli let out the breath that she did not realize she was holding.  Father Kariot patted her 

on the shoulder.  “May Gaal share your road, lass.”  She turned to see Piper beaming at 

her from their chairs at the foot of the stage.   

 

“Durgas!” Sir Brynis called out, clearly astonished. 

 

“She’s a mender.  As am I.  There’s wisdom in her eyes.  I’ll trust her.” 

 

The old knight sighed and cleared his throat.  “Very well.  Mistress Rowantree will solicit 

the aid of the Crone of the Mountain on behalf of our unknown Herald with the blessing 

of the Attis elder council.”  The old knight shook his head.  “Let’s hope she earns Gaal’s 

blessing as well.” 


