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BACKPACKING INTO THE NORTH FOREST

I know you're not going to believe this story. It all
sounds too wild to be true. You're going to say that my story
reads like one of those super-hero comic books, or maybe sounds
like a late night T.Y. monster movie. But 1it's true anyway.
And when I'm through telling you my story, I'll prove it's
Lrue.

It all started with our 25-mile backpack trip into the
North Forest. Tim, Peter, Allen and I were all loaded up --
or loaded down, however you want to call it -- with camping
and wilderness survival gear. My dad got up at 5 o'clock in
the morning (thanks, Dadl) and drove the four of us out to
the edge of the woods where the trail begins.

So there we were, at 7:30 on a cold but sunny morning in
late August, ready for our four-day campout. We stood at the
edge of the North Forest, a huge territory of redwood, laurel
and eucalyptusﬂtrees. The woods were making waking-up sounds
-- branches cracking, squirrels running up and down the tree
trunks, scrub jays caw-cawing with their raspy songs. Ahnhead
of us the path branched off in three directions.

"Which way, O peerless leader?" Peter asked me. He's
always talking like that. Peter has read every fantasy,
science-fiction, and adventure book in the school libra:y,

and he likes to dress up his talk with rich words like "Q



peerless leader." Some people don't like that way of talking
-- sounds too smart, they say -- but I do. It's like his
words help you think you're always in the middle -of some great
adventure,

"Well, subject and knave," I said (I can talk that way,
too, when I wunt to), "I choose the central pathway." And I
started walking down that road with long, king-like strides.
. "Wait a minute!™ Allen yélled. "Do you know where you're
going, you turkey?"

"Yeah," Tim chimed in. "Wouldn't it be great if we had
to tell people we got lost after hiking a grand total of two
minutes and thirty seconds?" Here Tim put on the voice of a
news announcer: "And in today's news, folks, four boys from
Mill Valley Middle School set a New Guiness World Record by
getting totally lost after only two minutes of nhiking. . ."

"OK, OK,"™ I cut in. "Which path do you want to take?"

"hh. . " Allen looked around -at each of us and grin-
ned, shrugginé nis shoulders. He's bigger tnan any of the
rest of us. In fact, he's put togetner like a football play-
er. When he goes into that routine -- the grinning and
shrugging -- he looks like Yogl the Bear. But he's the second
smartest kid in our grade, so don't always go by how someone
looks.

For a few minutes we all stood around arguing over which

path to take. Then finally Peter came up with a 500-watt idea.



"Listen, fellow adventurers. I have conceived a marvellous
scheme,"

"Get readyl!" Allen shouted. "Mastermind is about to
speak."

Peter ignored him. "Notice that I snap these twigs into
three unequal lengths." And as he talked, he broke thevsticks
and stuck them into his fist. "I personally do not want to de-
.cide which path we take," he said. That's another thing
about Peter: he may be super-smart, but he can't make up
his mind about anything unless he has a month to think it
overe "Here is the method: each of you will draw a twig;
and the person who selects the longest will have the honor
of choosing our course,"

Tim grumbled that drawing sticks wasn't the best way
to decide on which path we should take., But he finally
agreed to the drawing, so we all pulled our twigs from
Peter's fist,

I won. "Down the middlel" I shouted, and off we went.
I couldn't resist turning to Allen and saying," See how
rmmch time we lost thanks to your grumbling, elephant-head?
If you'd only followed my idea from the first, we'd be half
a mile down the road already,"

Allen laughed, and said,'" Just get us back to the road
in five days., Then I might not sit on you while I eat
breakfast. Might not, I saido « o"

So into the woods and down the path we wento



TER WORLD'S BIGGEST TREE

We took the center path. It was a gregt day, the kind
you always hope for when you're on a hiking trip: sunny, but
not too hot, with just enough wind to keep you from sweating
too much. After a couple of hours the trail branched again.
I chose‘the right fork; and this time Allen didn't object.

’ We found a giant redwood stump off to the right of the
trail, and we all climbed in and settled down to lunch. I
pulled out my food and started to eat. But when I looked up,
everybody was staring at me.

"An anchovy sandwich? " they all asked at once.

"What's wrong with that? Want to try some?” I offered
a bite to each of them, but all I got were answers like
"Bleahh!" or "No dead warm fish for me today, thank you," or
"How are you fixed for stomach cramps medicine?"

At this point Allen pulled out his lunch. We all stared
at him. "Cold pizza?."

"Sure," he said, with that goofy grin again., "What's
wrong with that?"

And then Peter pulled out his sandwich. ‘
"Oh nos" Tim yelled. "Tell me that isn't really a choco-
late chip sandwich, Peter."

"It is indeed a chocolate chip sandwich,'" Peter replied

cooly. "One of my better inventions, if I do say so myself."



"You guys are crazy," said Tim, as he pulled out a head
of lettuce and started munching on it like a rabbit.

"BEh, what's up, Doc?" said Allen in his best imitation of
Bugs Bunny.

"You mean that's all you're going to eat for lunch?" I
asked, I was getting set to tell him that lettuce didn't have
many of the essential vitamins, when he pulled out a carrot
from his backpacke

"No, I've got some carrots here and some beets inside my
backpack. They're better for you than that junk you guys are
bombing your stomachs with."

So we all sat there eating our lunches, everyorie thinking
that the other three were looney. In another ten minutes we
were back on the trail.

About the middle of the afternoon the trail branched off
in three directions again. I immediately took off down the
center road, when Tim called out, "Hold it just a minute,
Charles. -Are jou sure you can get us out of here again? This
is the third or fourth time today we've had to choose a path.
Are you going to be able to retrace our steps and get us back
out of ﬁere?"

Before I could answer, Peter cut in. "Elementary, my dear
Timothy. If you'll look down each of the paths, you will no-
tice that the one on the left leads into laurel trees. The

path on the right leads into eucalyptus trees. And the center
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pathway leads into a deeeeep forest of noble redwoodé." When
he stretched out that word "deep," he made weird and evil
motions with his hands and face, as if some monster was lurk-
ing out there in the noble redwoods waiting just for us.

BAnd just how can you tell this !'deeeeep'! part of the
woods from any other part that's redwood?" Tim wanted to know.
Tim always wants to set things straight before he does any-
Lfhing. Some people think he's a grump because he's always
coming out with a lot of "How?" and "Why?" questions juct when
they're laying out grand plans. But he'!s good to have around
just to keep you thinking about exactly why you're going to do
something, and exactly how you're going to do it.

"It've got news for you turkeys,'" said Allen. He pulled a
piece of charred wood from his shirt pocket and waved it in
our faces as if it were his own personal, perfecto map of the
North Forest. "Rizht when we started on this trip I picked up
this piece of burned wood by the highway. And every time we
made a turn or'took a fork in the road, I marked a big X on
one of the trees. So to get back to the highway, all we have
to do is follow the X's."

I was impressed. "Good thinking -- for a change," I said.
It seemed like a smart idea to me.

Petef was impressed. "For your magnificent idea, I hereby
confer upon you the Medal of the Golden Owl."

Tim wasn't impressed. "What if it rains? Won't the rain.

wash off all those marks?"



Allen's smile disappeared. "Well, uh, maybe. But wouldn't

all the branches keep the rain off my marks?" he asked hopefully.

Tim thought about that. '"Maybe a light rain wouldn't erase
the X's. Let's just hope it doesn't rain at all. I can just
see us all slopping and sloshing around in the rain, looking
for the last dribbly streaks of Allen's X's.”

So we decided that it had better not rain; then down the
redwood path we went, and hiked steadily all the rest of the
afternoon.

It rmst have been about six olclock when we came to the
Royal Court. That's what Peter called it, because there was
a ring of redwood trees about 200 feet across, and in the cen-
ter stood one big, huge, sigantic, vast monster of a redwood
tree. Now, I've seen the Grizzly Giant in Yosemite National

Park, and I thought that was the bl st tree I'd ever hope to
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see. But you could put ten Grizzly Giants inside the trunk of.
this tree and still have room left over. It went up and up
and up; and it seemed that if you could climb to the top of
that tree, on a clear day you'd be ablé to see half the United
States.

That tree was the king redwood tree. And Peter was right
-- it did look like a royal court, with all those other medium
and tall redwoods surrounding the champion tree of all time in
the center, And at the bottom of King Sequoia himself (that's

the name we gave to that skyscraper redwood) was a kind of a

throne of red and gold ivy leaves.



That ivy, or whatever 1t was, bothered us, though. It
went all around the base of the tree and rose to a height of
about ten feet all the way around. We couldn't actually see
the bottom of the trunk because of the thickness of the red
and gold leaves. In fact, we decided, they looked a little
like poison oak.

"Do you think we should try to clear a path to the trunk?"

‘I asked. There was something about King Sequoia that made me
want to feel its bark and stand right at the bottom and look
up .

"It's getting late," said Tim. "And if it's really poison
ivy or something, I'd rather get a good look at it in the
daylight."

"Right," said Allen. "And besides, I'm getting hungry
for pizza again. Let's set up camp and eat."

"Unfortunate," said Peter., "King Sequoia would have made
a superior back wall for our tent. Ah well. . oM

We all aggreed it was a shame that we couldn't get to the
bottom of the tree. But we were hungry and tired, so we
pitched camp in the space between the court trees and the King,
cooked a crummy meal of dried stew (while Allen sneaked munches

of pizza from his backpack), and then went to sleep.



THE IRON DOOR

When we got up next morning, the sun was shining, but
heavy clouds were beginning to gather in the west. They
weren't the thin, foggy kind that the sun can burn off by
noon. No, these were fathellied rain clouds for sure,
the kind that always come during the rainy season.

. "You can kiss Allen's X-marks goodbye," said Tim sourly,
as he munched a beet for breakfaste.

"Maybe not," said Allen hopefully. "Like I said yester-
day, the upper branches of the trees will probably protect
the marks. Besides, it may not rain." But he didn't sound
like he believed his own words.

We talked about the possibility of rain for a while; but
even while we were talking, we all kept looking at King
Sequoia., I told everyone about a dream I'd had the night
before. I dreamed that the tree was .a frozen rocketship,
and that the red-gold ivy (or whatever they were) leaves
were really frozen rocket flames, In my dream I could hear
noises coming from inside the spacesnip-tree -- sounds like
hammering and laughing at first, but then yells and screams
and groans after that. I thought I woke up and could still
hear noises; but I decided that my waking up and hearing
those sounds must nave been part of my dream, too. How

could there be hammering and screams coming from a huge
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redwood tree? The whole thing wasn't exactly a nightmare,
but it was a pretty weird dream,

After I told them about my dream, we all started talking
about what route we were going to take out of the Royal
Court. I could tell that everyone sort of wanted to stay
and explore the area; but we all tﬁought that we ought to
hike on, and should try to make camp that night Larther
into the woods.

"Want to draw sticks again?" I asked. I had a great plan,
but I had to count on my wimming the draw to pull it off.

"No way." said Allen. "That's how we did it last time,
and look where it got us."

"What's wrong with where we are?" asked Tim. "I kind of
like it here. In fact, I vote that we should work out a bet-
ter system for marking our path so we can come back here
again, I'd like to bring my camera and take some pictures of
that gigantic tree."

"Right," I‘agreed. "With my 3-D camera I could get a
great stereo shot up the trunk of Xing Sequoia -- if I could
stand right under it at the base. Can you imagine how fan-
tastic that would look in three dimensions?" My dad gave me
an old Realist 3-D stereo camera about a year ago, and I've
been taking depth pictures ever siﬁce° Once you've seen a
3-D slide you'll never want to see another flat picture again.

"I concur with your estimate of photographic potential

here," said Peter in his highest style speech. "But we still



haven't solved the problem of which path we should take to-
day." He reached down, cracked three twigs, stuffed them
into his fist, and said, "Draw, if you please.™

Tim grumbled that he still didn't think drawing sticks
was a "logicél" way to choose a path; but since he couldn't
think of a better way, we drew from Peter's hand.

I won again.

"Itts fixed!" yelled Allen.

Tim stared at me. "Are you sure you and Peter aren't
into some kind of plot together?" he asked suspiciously.

"I assure you. . ." Pebter began.

"They're just jealous of my good luck -~ which, of
course, I deserve," I said. After that remark Allen
dived at me, and all four of us rolled around on the
ground wrestling and laughing for about ten minutes.,

When we got up again and shook the dirt off our
clothes, Peter asked, "Now, then, O Peerless leader, what
path do we take today?"

I pulled myself up to my full height, and announced
in my best command-voice, "It is my will that we hike no
further until we have explored the base of King Sequoia.”

Everyone agreed to that idea right away. I think
that's what all of us really : wanted to do all along. So
we packed our gear and left it by the burned out campfire.

Then we began our exploration of the World's Greatest Tree.



12

We walked around and around the base, but couldn't find
a break in the thick ivy that covered the tree's bark at the
bottom. Obviously someone was going to have to volunteer to
hack a path through to the trunk. But naturally, no one
wanted to wade into a sea of poison ivy.

"Wwant to draw sticks to see who cuts the path?" I
suggested.

"No way," said Tim, "but I do think that the leader
should be the one to do it."

I started to protest, but all three of them shouted me
down. They said that since I was leader, I was the one who
had to make the path so that I could lead.

"Ratsl" I thought. "The last thing I want to do is spend
the rest of the hike itching and scretching and itching some
mored' Then a small hope came to me.

"Does anyone have a pair of gloves?" I asked hopefully.
"Then I wouldn't have to get the stuff on my hands,"

"Sure,. I do," said Tim. Good old Tim, always planning
for emergencies. So Tim went back to the camp and returned
with a pair of thick, padded snow-gloves.

"Snow-gloves?!" I said. "Did you think we were going to
be climbing Mount Everest?" But I was happy to have those
gloves, even if the padding made them clumsy to work with.

Now maybe the itch-powder wouldn't get through the padding.



So slowly and carefully I began cutting away the
branches. It was hard work, since the vines were tougher
tnan they loékedo Peter, Tim, and Allen stood around and
joked while I cut and sawed and hacked. After about an
hour of their jokes and my work I asked, MAnyone want’ to
help out, so we can finish this job before Christmas?"

"Sure," said Tim, "I'll do it for awhile. Let me
have the gloves."

As I took off the gloves and handed them over, Tim
sniffed them suspiciously. "Say, this doesn't smell like
poison oak or poison ivy. It smells more like licorice,
Here, take a whiff, you guys."

Peter and Allen smelled the leaf-juice on the gloves,
and agreed that it didn't smell like poison oak or poison
ivy.

"Come to think of it," said Allen, "the leaves don't
really look like oak or ivy. Want to-take a chance and
start hacking and pulling without the gloves?"

"A dangerous enterprise," said Peter, "but what's a
little itching to four adventurers?"

So all four of us started hacking and pulling at the
thick growth of vine-~stalks and leaves. In about thirty

minutes, we reached the bgse of the trunk.

"Victory!l" Peter yelled, and Allen whooped and pounded

the bark of King Sequoia in a fit of craziness.
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"Yeowl" Allen yelled all of a sudden, "What did I hit?"
He was holding his injured right hand cradled in his left.
I looked at the tree trunk where his fist had struck.

"Itt's a door hingei" I said in amazement.

1L



HARD WORK IN THE RAIN

We couldn't believe it, but there it was: three iron
hinges attached to the tree trunk on one side and to some-
thing metal on the other. After another ten minutes of
clearing away the brush, there it stood: a huge iron door,
maybe ten feet high and six feet wide, with a heavy-looking
iron bolt crossing it about half way up and running into a
big iron latch that was fastened into the other side of the
trunk, The door itself was covered with rust and lichens.
Who knows how long it had been since anyone had opened it?

And where did it lead to? |

We started pulling on thé bolt with all our strength,
trying to force it off the door and into the latch -- no
luck, The rust had welded it shut.

"What we need is some oil or something to help grease it
loose," said Allen. He gave the bolt. another couple of tugs,
but it wouldn't budize« Allen was pretty strong, and he wasn't
used to having things not budge for him.

So we sat around thinking about how we might loosen that
rust. Naturally, nobody had a cgn of oil in his backpack,
But finally Peter (as usual) came up with the 500-watt idea.

"Ahat I have it," he announced. 'Charles, do you still
possess a tin of those horrible anchovies that you so dearliy

love?"
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I told him I did -- four tins, in fact -- but I didn't
see how a can of dead fish was going to pry open that door.

"The oil, Sir Charles, the oil." Peter cried out.

"We'll pour the oil, in which the anchovies are packed,
over the rust on the latch. Then we'll all scrape away at
the rust with our trusty knives."

"Not a bad idea," said Tim. "I'LL go back and get our
backpacks, just in case we need anything else." Good old
Tim -~ always thinking oif emergencies. In fact, I hate Eo
think of the fix we would've been in if he hadn't gone back
for our packs.

So Tim went off and came back with our gear. I took out
the anchovies and opened a tin. Boy, did they taste good after
all that work. I was starting on my second one when Allen
yelled at me.,

"Hey, Charles, are you going to help us work on this door
or are you going to stand around munching those stinking fish
2ll day?" .

”Caﬂ't let all these goodies go to waste," I said. "And
besides, it's my anchovy oil that's doing the hard work on
the rust, isn't it? So you guys can chip away at the rust
while my anchovy oil;does its job. Besides, I've spent an
hour more than you guys working at that brush."

"OK," said Tim, "but when we get the door 6pen we'lre
going to leave you out here and take the hard-working

anchovies with us inside."



17

"7ou mean if we get the door open," said Peter. "Unless
we all begin work at once, we're all going to be standing
out here in the rain."

We all looked up. The clouds had moved overhead, and
were bunching up for a rain -- no doubt about it. So we
all =-- myself included now -~ started hacking away at the
oil-loosened rust. It was slow work; but we had to cut
away big chunks of orange rust if we wanted to open that
door. The thought that it might be warm and cozy inside the
tree (you'll see how wrong we were about thatl) encouraged
us to keep working steadily.,

The sky overhead wgs soon completely covered with gray
and soot-black clouds. It wasn't long before the first
raindrops began to fall.

"Let!s give the bolt another tryl" Allen shouted. We
pulled and pulled., The bolt finally moved about an inch,
then wouldn't budge anymore. The rain was coming down in
a steady stream nowe.

"Someone try kicking the bolt down by the latch end and
see 1f that loosens it," said Tim. So Peter and Allen kicked,
banged, and shoved on the far end of the bolt while Tim and I
tugged from the near end.

The rain started to come down really hard.

"Let'!'s go back to the tent!" Tim shouted above the roar

of the rain. "We'll never get in there now."



"Onward." yelled Peter, as he and Alien kicked and banged
even harder. But still no results.

Then it was my turn for the 1,000 watt idea. A few feet
away from me I spied a large branch. "Just right for a crow-
bar!" I thought. So I grabbed the branch and wedged it under
the bolt, braced it against the tree trunk, and lifted.
Nothing. The rain was pouring down my face and soaking my
clothes. I lifted harder..

"It's comingl!" yelled Allen. "Keep lifting. - Tim, come
down here and give us a hand!"

So the three of them pulled, while I pried at the bolt.
Slowly but surely, the bolt raised up out of the latch and
began to slide off ol the door. We pushed and pulled until
the bolt went all the way off the latch, and went crashing
to the ground.

"Three cheers for us!" Peter shouted, and did a little
dance in the rain.

"Do you mind if we watch your dance from inside the tree-
trunk?" Tim asked. "I'm soaked. And we still haven't gotten
the door open."

We were so happy to et that bolt out of the way that
we forgot that the door might be even tougher to open. It
might even be locked.

"Let'!s try it," I said. There was a large brass ring

attached to one side of the door. We all grabbed hold of it



and gave it a giant pull. We were sure that it wouldn't
budgze at all, but.surprise: It opened as smoothly as an
automatic door -- smoother, in fact, like it was on a
greased track. There was even something weird, even
frightening, about the door sliding open like that. It
was like somebody =-- or something -- made the door really
easy to open so that you'd be lured inside.

But we were cold and wet, and the inside looked warm

L4

and dry. So in we went.

49
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BEYOND THE DOOR

The inside of the tree trunk was like a cave -- only a
cave made out of wood. It was sc big that we couldn't even
see across to the other side,

"Shine your flashlight around, Tim," I said. I wanted
to get a good look at what we were walking into. So Tim
took out his.flashlight and aimed it at the far end of the
wood-cave,

Allen was the first to see it. "Look at that, would
youl" he yelled. "There are two sets of stairs at the |
other end of the roomi"

We couldn't believe it, but there they were: a carved
wood banister surrounding a set of spiral stairs that twist-
ed upward to the ceiling, and stone steps that descended
downward out of sight. We all followed the beam of Tim's
flashlight over to the top of the stairs, then looked u?
and down.

Next we started discussing which stairs we should try,
when a strong blast of wind chilled us right through our
wet clothes to the skin,

"Maybe we should close the door and spend the night in
here," I suggested. "I can't think of any other place inside
50 miles of here that's going to be any warmer or drier."

"I'm for staying the night here," Tim agreed, "but I

don't think we should shut that door. We don't know that
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it would open up from this side. But first, let's bring in
our badkpacks." And once again, as you'll see, Tim's sharp
thinking came in very handy -- though we didn't know it at

the time.

We fetched our backpacks. The packs themselves were
soaked; but luckily, most ot the things inside were either
dry or onlLy a little wet. So the first thing we did was
to put on dry clothes.

"ﬁow about a little fire?" Allen suggested.

"Inside a tree? Are you.mad?" Peter asked him.

It did seem crazy ~- the ide# of lighting a fire inside
a tree where you were sleepinge. But the inside of old King
Sequoia was so vast that it seemed Like a good idea to me.
Tim and Peter, though, said, "No way, not now, not neverl"
about ten times, so we gave uﬁ the idea.s I just wanted some
more warmth; but I think Allen had in mind cooking up a
pizza.

"Say,". said Tim, "do you think I should go back and get
the tent? It might. . ."

Just’then, a loud blast or wind roared into the tree, and,
to our horror, started to push the door shut.

"Hey, someone grab the doori" yelled Allen.

We all jumped to our feet and rushed toward the huge iron
door as it swung shut. It got darker fast. Then, with a

loud thud and a elick, the door banged shut.



I didn't like the sound of that click ~-- Llike a lock
snapping in place. "Everybody shove!™ I shouted. We all
heaved and pushed, but it was no use; The door was locked.

We were trapped inside the tree,

22
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THE TWO STAIRWAYS

So there we were, locked inside an enormous tree, and no
possible way of getting out, as far as we could see. We could
hear the storm raging outside; but it sounded far away, like
it was raining in another world. And in a way, we were in an-
other world: the pitch-black inside of a giant sequoia tree.

. Then all of a sudden Tim switched on his flashlight again.
"Man, we're lucky to have our backpacks with us in here. Other-
wise no light, no food, no water, no nothing," he said.

"Phat was ;ood thinking on your part to bring our equip-
ment in here,™ I said.

"Lucky thinking, you mean," said Allen.

"Neither good nor lucky will do us much good for long,"
said Peter, "uniess we can find a way out of here. We might
be able to stretch our food and water supplies out for a week
or so., But after that, we either learn to eat tree bark and
drink sap.or die."

"] just can't understand it," I said, giving the door an-
other useless shove. "After we shoved the bolt out of the
latch the door opened right up. There wasn't any snap-lock
on the door itseif."

"Obviously there was," Peter replied, "or we wouldn't be

incarcerated ~-- locked up, that is -- in here right now."



"The question is," said Tim, "what are we going to do now?
We can't just sit around here until the food and water run |
out,"

"Since it seems pretty certain we're not going out that
door for awhile," I said, "maybe we should try the stairs,"

Tim swung his flashlight in an arc to the top of our room
inside King Sequoia., It was like a church in there, with a
high ceiling that narrowed to a point about twenty feet up.
Now we could see that the spiral steps disappsared through an
opening high up in the top of the room. Then Tim threw the
flash beam back to the lower stairs. Those stairs seemed a
lot darker than before, btut probably because the door was shut
NOW « |

We gathered up our backpacks and squatted down to discuss
strategy., Tim and I would use our flashliights now, so that-
Peter and Allen could conserve their batteries. Then they all
voted me leader -~ or, I sihould say, 'scout.

"Up or furfher down?" Peter asked. This time the decision
wasn't too hard to make; The steps going downward were a kind
of grimy - stone, cracked in places, and sprouting weird-looking
blue, grey, orange, and black mushrooms. A dark ooze seeped
through the cracks in the wall and collected in dirty puddles
where the stairs were worn down., And where those stairs stop-
ped going down, we couldn't sce., When I flashed my beam down

there, it was like the darkness just swallowed the light. And



every now and then we could hear scraping and shuffling
sounds, like something was moving around down there -- some-
thing big, and something that made the dark its home.

"Up, definitely up," I replied. Everyone agreed, even
though the stalrs going up looked dangerous enough themselves.
There was a single redwood shaft sunk into the stone under
our feet that rose up out of sight into that roof; and all
around the shaft there were planks of wood fastened to it by

wooden struts and thick hunks of rope. The plank stairway

rose upward in a corkscrew spiral all the way into the ceiling.

It didn't LlLook too sturdy; but the light at the top was de~
finitely more hopeful than the dark at the bottom of the stone
steps, so up we went,

The stairs were steep and rickety, so we climbed slowly,
with one hand on the central shaft and the other on the rope
struts all the way upe By the time we got to the hole in the
ceiling, we were all breathing pretty-hard.

"Want to réét here?" I asked. "Or should we ;;0 on up
through the hole?" ' |

"Rest," said’mim. .

"Go, " said Allem.

"T don't know -- you decide," said Peter. They were a
big help.

And then I dropped the flashlight.

I rust have been trying to hold onto the rope and the

flashiight at the same time -- I don't know for sure. But



I for sure dropped it, and down it went, waving crazy patterns
in the air as it dropped. It made a horrible crash and
breaking-glass sound when it hit. Then we heard it roll, then
some more thumping sounds that grew :fainter and fainter.

"Nice going, Charles," said Allen. "Now we have three
lights left."

"Hey, I didn't throw it away, Allen," I yelled back. I
felt pretty bad about dropping that flashlight like a klutz,
and I didn't need him to remind me how fumble~fingered I was.

"Don't worry about it," Tim said. "We still have three
left, and I have some extra batteries. But if we go on up
there into the light, we can save some energy in our flash-
lights."

We all agreed, and I led the way up through the hole in

the ceiling.
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THE CHAMBER OF TORCHES

On the other side of the hole we came into a huge room.
It was like being in an enormous tree fort, with the wood of
the tree sloping up to a point over your head; but bigger, a
lot vigger than any tree fort could be. King Sequoia was
really hugel
. But the amazing thing about the room wasn't its size:
it was the torches. All around this upper room, in a great
circle, there were a hundred torches blazing away, all fasten-
ed to the wall by metal clasps that kept them away from the
wood oi' the tree. And underneath the torches were cases and
cases of weapons.

Yes, that's what I said: weapons. O0ld weapons. There
were straight-edged swords and curved swords, shields, chain
mall and plate armor, maces, flails, morning stars, spears,
daggers, slingshots == every kind of old-fashioned fighting
equipment you could think of. No guns or bullets at all.

And at one end of the room was an immense counter. It
was like any counter you'd see in a department store or hotel;
but it was huge -~ mayve six feet high. In fact, it looked
more like a judge's desk, or whatever it is they sit behind
in court; except that this one was abhout 15 feet long, like
a counter. And on top of this big counter there was a sign

lettered in fancy, old-style script that read:
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ISHAR'S WHAPONS AmD M=DICIKE S:HOP

BAIIG GOHWG FOR SERVICE

"4hat in the name of Godzilla is this place?" Allen
asked in a loud whisper. |

"Mayoe it's a lost fort... . or something," I suggested.
I didn't really believe it; but a wild guess was better than
nothing right then.

"If this place is that old, then how come the torches are
still burning?" Tim wanted to know. That shot my theory.

"Perhaps it could be a movie set," said Peter. Of course
nobody had the fogglest idea of Qhere we wers or wnat this
room was doing here 100 feet or so up inside an enormous tree
somewhere in the Nortu Forest oi Califormia. But just guess-~
ing helped keep our minds off just how strange the whole setup
was.

"No way," said Tim. "In the first place, we didn't sece
any trucks or cameras or actors or an&thing outside. And
second, thét door was really rusted shut. Nobody's been
through that door in a long time."

"Except us," Allen corrected him,

"Maybe they use a different entrance," Peter countered.
Hobody went along with his movie-set theory; but it made us
feel more hopeful to think there might be another way out.

For sure we weren't going out the door we came in.



While Tim and Peter and I were trying to outguess each
other on the subject of what the place might be, Alien
strolled over to the gonyg and picked up the mallet. I
should mention that Allen really loves hitting things. WNot
people -- hitting rocks with sticks, hitting garbage cans
with rocks, or even just hitting garbege can lids against
garbage can lids. That!s just the way he is. He should
have been a drummer.

So as soon as he saw that mallet, he couldn't resist.

It was about three feet long, with a solid iron shaft and
tipped with a big fuzzy ball of felt. The gong itself was
gigantic ~- bigger than any of us. It swung susrended from
a couple of leather things that held it inside a circular
metal frame-stand.

Allen gave 1t a medium-strength whack with the mallet.

A deep, rich, golden sound started to vibrate the whole
room. 7You could feel the sound shake you all over =-- it
even made ‘my teeth feel warm. What a sound:

But of course, Allen couldn't stop there. On the next
stroke he hauled off and whammed the gong with a homerun
swing ot the mallet. This time it sounded like every tin can
in the world had come crashning down out of the sky onto an
aluminum roof.. My teeth started shaking like they would vi-
brate loose out of their gums. Even after I covered my ears,
for a long time it felt like someone was using a file on my

eardrums., What a noise!



When the racket finally faded out, Peter turned to Tim
and me and said, "We have just heard the true sound of Allen's
mind."

Allen came on with a Yoji Bear grin. "I guess I did hit
it pretty hard," he admitted.

A voice boomed out from behind the counter. "Loud?
Loud?? Not as loud as the sound he will make when I csst

him down the stairsl"
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ISHAR

We all looked up as a bald head rose up over the top of
the counter like a giant orange moon. Then two shaggy eyes
appeared. Then a full, bushy red beard, streaked with white.
The face peered down at us with a frown. We were all sure
that this was a ten-foot high giant who'd trapped us in his
tree, and we were finished.

"aAnd who," bellowed the huge red face, "are you?"

We were all scared to death -- all of us except'Peter,
of course. Like I told you, he's read millions ot books
where people wind up on strange planets or in weird time
warps where every kind of monster roams around. So he wasn't
as surprised as the rest of us (or maybe he was just faking
it). So he put on his hest story-book style and introduced
us all to the Big Red ace.

"Allow me to introduce ourselves," said Peter with a
sweep of his hands toward the rest of us. "On the far end
stands Sir Charles, the best musician and chess player in
our fair school."

I felt so jood about this compliment (though it's all
true, of course), that I smiled at Peter and bowed to the
Big Red Face.

"Next to him stands Sir Allen, star football player and

vwhiz-kid in mathematics." This brought on a winning grin
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from Allen, who also shuffled his feet and turned red in
the face.

"And next to him," Peter continued, "stands Sir Tim
the hard-headed." I think Peter meant to say that Tim was
always practical and thinking about the realistic things
to do; Dbut it sure sounded like he thought Tim had a slow
brain. Tim glared at Peter; but Peter went on as if he'd
ﬁaid just the right thing.

"and I am Prince Peter, lord of all the books in the
great library, and master of many other skills «- which I
am too modest to name." That bit about "Prince" Peter f
irked me just a little -- why should the rest of us be "Sir"
and him "Prince?" But he was lord of all the books in the
library, no douﬂb about that.

Peter concluded his grand introduction with a low bow
to the Big Red Face.

"And who are you?" Allen asked bluntly.

"Sir Charles! Prince Peter! Sir Tim." said the Big
Red Face with a snort of disbelief. "Why, I don't believe
a word of it. Uror one thing, you're all too young. And
for another, you don't speak like lords. And finally, you
can't be 'sir! and 'prince'! because this isn't even England.
It's. + ." Here the Big Red Face squinted up one eye while
he was trying to think of the name of where he was,

"California?" Tim suggested.
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"No, no, that's not it at all." The Face squinted the
other eye and looked up at the celling, like the answer
was written up there and he was trying to read it up there.

"America?" I tried.

"No, no, no. Ah, the old memory isn't what it used to
be. What does matter, though, is that you're here inside
King Sequoia."

We couldn't belleve what he'd just said. How did he
know the name we'd given to the tree? Had he been out
sneaking around our tent at night, listening to our talk
about King Sequoia? That seemed pretty uniikely; but I
remembered my dreaﬁ -- or was it a dream? -~ about the
lights and the groans coming from inside‘the tree,

"How did you know this tree is called King Sequoia?"
Tim asked. e was obviously thinking the same thing I Qas.

"How do I know?" the Big Red Beard thundered. "How do
I know?? I'll have you know I've lived in this tree for
200 yeéﬁs. And before that, for 250 years in the Grand
Arbre de Roland.in France. And before that, for 400 years
in the Niebulungsbaum in Germany. And before that. . ."
He stopped to catch his breath. "How do I know?" he asked.
again. "Because I named it, that's why!l" |

He sure sounded like he was telling the truth. But
just how it was that we thought of the name "King Sequoia”

before he'd told it to us 1s still a mystery. Maybe there's



such a thing as mental telepathy. Or maybe the tree itself
has a telepathic mind. WNo -~ that's too fantastic. What
do you think, reader?

"Just a minute,".said the Big Red Beard, "let me come
down and get a better look at you." So the red beard and
bald head disappeared. We heard footsteps thumping down
the stairs that led up behind the counter. And then there
Qe was, standing right in front of us.

He was a dwarf.

I don't mean he was just short, or even super-shcrt. I
mean ne looked like a real dwarf, like the kind you read

about in the Lord of the Rings or "Snow White." His head

was at least twice as oig as mine, even though he was at
least six inches shorter than I am. Shorter, yes -- but
you should have seen his chest and arms: His arms looked
like oak logs covered with thick brown hair. And his hands
looked 1like they cpuld crush a horseshoe or rip a thick
phone book in helf without even trying. And that chest --
well, it was covered with a worn shirt made of brown !
leather and trimmed with copper Lions!' heads, silver eagles
blowing trumpets, and a bronze dragon breathing ;old fire.
But you could tell that chest filled the shirt without any
padding, and must have been 60 inches around, at least!
"Ishar's my name, lads." he thundered in a loud but
good-natured voice. He held out one of those massive hands

for Allien to shake.
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Allen gripped Ishar's hand, then let out with a loud
yello

"O0h, sorry, my boy," Ishar apoloyized, "I've been
working in the weapons shop all day, and I forgot that I
shouldn't shake a hand like I bend an iron blade."

"That's for sure," said Allen as he rubbed his mangled
hand gently.

Then all of us started asking questions at once. "Where
are we? « « o Do you really live in this tree? . . . Can

" and so on.

you teii us how to get out of here? . . .
Ishar held tp his hand to stop theAflood of questions.

"One matter at a time," he said with a wide grin on his
face. "First, you fellows look pfetty wet and lungry. How
about some warm ale or cider and a bit of vroat-meat?" --
I'm zlad I didn't think to ask what a vroat was -- "fou all
need to put on at least another 50 pounds of solid flesh and
rmuscles. Well, something to eat and drink right now will
rush the energy throuch your arteries. Then we'll discuss
the how and the why of it all together."

So he led us up the stairs, behind the counter, through
a thick animal-skin curtain, and into a back room. And I've
never, never seen & room like this one. I don't know if I
can come close to describing ‘it so you!ll get the same feel-

ing of amazement we had. But I'm telling vou the story, so

I've got to try. idere goes.
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THE WEAPON SHOP

The back room was smaller than the one we just came from.
But it was still pretty big; and it was a whole lot fuller.
The only light came from an enormous chandelier hanging from
the ceiling in the middle of the room. It held about fifty
candles that sent out wavering, gloom-edged beams of light
across the room,

The walls were entirely covered with shelves and display
cases. Some of them had glass doors, others were open, and
still others had heavy iron bars across the front, with thick
padlocks on the latches. On the shelves and inside the cases
were swords, shields, chain-mail armor, and helmets, emerald-
crusted drinking goblets, flasks and bottles of every color
imaginable (and some I'd never imagined), old scrolls of paper
and parchment, wands made out of smoky crystal, wooden staffs
carved with snakes' heads, lockets and: amulets hanging from
gold and silver\chains e o o I could go on and on. Some of
the things there I'd never seen before. Even Peter didn't
know the names of some of the weapons. And he couldn't read
the writing_on any of the scrolls.

All four of us stared like country btourists in the big
city for the first time. Ishar just laughed, and went over
to a table in one corner ot the room. He gave us some cider

that tasted like it had ground-up redwood tree in it, then



sat down to watch us stare our eyes out at his collection.
He was having a great time.

And so were we. We even forgot for awnile that we were
trapped inside a mge tree with a dwarfl who seemed to collect
bottles and weapons from the Middle Ages. We just kept going
from one case to another, with our eyes bugging out of their
sockets in pure wonder. Peter was about to have a heart
abtack from the excitement.

Rather than just keep on listing all the things we saw,
let me describe three of them to you. That should give you =a
pretty good idea of the variety of what Ishar had in there,
But just remember to multiply everything I say by 100, because
I couldn't begin to tell you everything, and can't hope to tell
you how weird and exciting each case was to us.

In one case there was an old, cracked piece of vellum
(Peter says that'!s sheepskin dried to make a kind of heavy
paper). It was faded trown, and had wrinkles all across it
like an old manis face. All around the border it was colored
black. And printed in an extra fancy script were the words

MALEDICAT DOMINUS
and some more words I couldn't make out. Peter thought that
it was written in Latin.

What amazed me was that this little dried up scrap of
sheepskin was resting on a little pedestal covered with brown

velvet, like it was a valuable jewel.
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"Whatt!s this piece of paper in here for?" I asked Ishar.

He looked up from his drink and squinted at the case I
was looking at. "Aha! You are looking at a genuine Papal
Curse, son, Made for Innocent the Third himself, no less."

I had no idea who or what "Innocent the Third" might be,
but I tried to look impressede.

"What does it do?" I asked.

. M"Recite it, and there's a 25% chance that any monsters
you meet will run from you bellowing with terror. And for
all undead monsters, the chances are 50;."

"Undead monsters?" I asked. I didn't have the foggiest
idea what he was talking about. Or mayﬁe I did, just a little,
and wanted him to explain some more.

"Phat's right," he went on, as if I'd known all about
undead monsters all my life. "But, of course, you've got to
be a druid to use the curse. And even then, thers's still
a good chance the fiends won't be affected, and they'll
attack you anyway. But it's still a good buy, even with
those odds, when you think of what those things can do to you."

"Buyl!?" I thought. Surely these things weren't for sale.
I was abou£ to question Ishar further on this point, when
Allen pulled me over to another case.

"Charles! Take a look at this!" said Allen in an excited
whisper. "What a basning you could deal out with this clubl™

He was pointing to a short stick, maybe two and a half feet
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long, with a heavy flgnece of iron fastened at one end. I'd
seen things like that before -- they're called maces == but
never one like this. The handle end was capped with a tiny
but perfectly~-shaped lion's head, with rubies set in its eyes.
The wood of the handle wasn't like any kind of wood I'd ever
seen before. It had an orange grain streaked with swirls of
dark silver. The head of the mace was pure platinum, and it
gave off a faint silver glow, like it was 1lit from within by
an invisible 1light source. It was beautiful -- but it had
nicks and scratches on the head and handle, and one of the
lion's ears was missing. This obviously wasn't just a show
weapon. It had been used, and used hard.

Ishar saw us staring at that lovely mace, and walked over
to join us in front of its case. "Ah, that's one of my very
favorite pieces. It'!'s not only a fine weapon: it has three
strong spells locked up in it, too. Let me show you how it
works." He took out a large bundle of-iron keys, selected one,
and unlocked the case. Then he grasped the mace firmly and
drew 1t out,

"It has a good, warlike heft in the hand," he said, handing
it to Allen. "Give it a swing."

Allen took the mace with an eager smile. Then a look of
surprise came over his face. "Hey, this thing is light as a
piece of balsa wood," he said. "Wouldn't it crack in two if

you hit something heavy with it?"
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"Not at all," Ishar said. "In fact, the wood is indes-
tructible ==~ you couldn't even burn it. And it's got the
striking power of a LjO-pound sledge hammer."

I was afraid that Allen might try to test it out on
something right there in the shop. But he gave it back to
Ishar -~ slowly. Allen obviously would liked to have kept
that lovely little war hammer for himself.

. "Now," said Ishar, "watch this."

He took a small coin from his pocket and threw it high
up into the air. In a flash he spun the mace over so that
he was holding it by the club end, and pointed the lion's
head up at the spimning coin. There was a loud crack, like
the sound of sudden thunder, and a thin blue bolt of light-
ning forked out of the lion's mouth and struck the coin,
The coin spun upward in a molten blaze, then dropped to the
ground. I picked it up. It was a shapeless lump of charred
silver.

My mouth was still hanging open when Ishar flipped the
mace back over in his hand, pointed the club end at Allen,
and said,"and now for power number two."

A pale white beam of cone-shaped light crept fortn from
the mace. It seemed strange to see light moving so slowly,
but it was still moving faster than a man could run. Allen
stared at the approaching beam for maybe a second.

"What. . ." Allen began. And that's as far as he got.

The beam bathed him in its ghostly light, and seemed to



wrap itself around nim like a glowing blanket. Allen slumped
to the floor.

"What did you do to him?" I yelled, and ran over to where
Allen had dropped to the flobr. I was relieved to see that
he was still breathing.

"If you've mprt our friend. . ." Tim said ominously. I
don't think that the three of us would have stood a chance
against Ishar. But we were scared and mad, and we would have
given it a try.

" said Ishar, laughing. "He's

"No need to worry, lads,
only sound asleep == very sound asleep. As you can sée, this
mace casts a lO0U% accurate sleep spell. You can use it only
twice a day, and‘it must be recharged after every ten uses.
But it always works on creatures less than ten feet tall."

"How can we be certain he's unharmed?'" Peter asked. But
he was looking at that mace, not at Ishaf-or Allen. I bet
Peter would have given everything he owned for that mace.

"Give him a good shaking and he'll come to," said Ishar.

But Allen looked so peaceful down there on the floor that
we decided to let him rest. We could still see him breathing
quietly, so we felt better about letting him lie there.

"You mentioned three spells," said Peter, who was still
eyeing the mace. "What is the third spell you spoke of?"

Ishar gave him a quick look with raised eyebrows. &That,
my fellows, you may not knowe. For none but its owner méy

know the secret of the mace Palaro.,"
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"Palaro -- js that the name o1i the mace?" I asked.

"Palaro it is," said Ishaf as he put thé mace back on its
shelf and locked the case.

"Palaro," said Peter to himself, "Palaro. . ."

Just then Tim called out to us. "Peter, Charles, come
over here and take a look at this bottlel™

We all (except Allen) gathered around the case that Tim
was staring into. It was a small case; but the glass front
was criss-crossed with stout iron bars. Inside it, resting
on a cushion of black silk was a tiny bottle, no bigger than
my little finger. Tim.was looking at it like he was hypnotized.

"Do you see those patterns?" Tim asked. His voice sounded
far away, and kind of sleepy. '

I looked. The bottle itself was made of a pure, thin
crystal, with a teardrop-shaped stopper of a smokier color.
Inside the bottle was an incredibly beautiful gold liquid
that seemed to swirl and bend and twist like it was alive.
For a few seconds it would tumble around slowly, giving off
flash reflections from the candles in the ceiling. Then it
would churn around like a living creature, and a soft glow
seemed to come out of its center,

I bent down in front of the case to look even closer.

I saw == or I thought I saw =~ that the glow wasn't just a
shapeless pattern. I could see figures: hundreds of tiny

people all rising up out of the ground and flying up into



the air, I looked even closer, and saw that they all seemed
to be coming out of little crosses that were planted on a
hillside.

Then it hit me: those crosses were gravestones. AllL
those people were rising up from the dead, out ot their
graves, and flying up, up, up into the heavens. And in the
sky were undreds and hundreds of winged men and women, who
circled around the tombstones as the people ~- or ghosts --
came out of them.

All of this inside a tiny bottle no bigger than my little
finger!

I don'%t know how long I stood there peering into the
golden depths of that liquide. I kept trying to get closer
to the bottles I felt that if I could just get a little
closer, I could hear the angels singingo. « .

I felt a strong hand on my shoulder. "Better back up a
bit, lad," said Ishar, pulling me away-froﬁ that incredible
flask. "You can go mad watching that bottle if you're not
careful .

A1l three of us were dazed and groggy, like we'd just
travelled a million miles to another worlid and back. "What
is that?" I asked weakly. I felt like I could sleep for a
month. 'So tired. « o

"The Golden Waters of Resurrection," Ishar answered.

His voice was serious when he told us the name.
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"What do they do?" Tim asked. He was sitting on the floor
now, trying to rub tﬁe sleep out of his eyes.

"That liquid can restore the dead to life," Ishar answered.
"Pour it into the dead man's lips and he will return to life
completely healthy."

We all wondered at that. If those Golden Waters of hesur-
rection would do what Ishar said it would, that bottle would
bg one of the most valuable things in the world. You couid
name any price for it == 1f you'd want to sell it.

But Ishar must have guessed our thoughts again. "The vial
ot Golden Waters is priceless, of course,” he said. "And there
have only been 1l} of them discovered since the opening of the
first dungeon, and that was many a century ago."

My mind was spinning: Dungeon? First dungeon? Golden
Watera of Resurrection? The magic ﬁace Palaro? A'dwarf
named Ishar who claimed he'd lived inside a giﬁht tree which,
as somehow we knew even before we met. him, was named King
Sequoia?

I gﬁess my mind overloaded. Sleep pulled my eyelids skmt
tight.



GOOD NEWS, BAD NEWS

When I awoke, the first thing I saw was Ishar sitting in
his chair, writing away in a large brown book on top of his
table. It still seemed like night to me, because it was dark
and the candles still sent out their gloomy light. But of
course, it would always be like this inside old King Sequoia.
Luckily, though, I had on a digital watche. It showed thut the
time was 10:00 ofclock in the morning.

And we were due back at the road to meet my dad in three
dayse

I heard Alien stirring next to me on the floor. "What
hit me?" he asked as he rubbed the sleep from his eyes.

"Tﬁe sleep spell of the mace Palaro," said Peter, who
was searching through his pack for some breakfast. I guess
he was too shy to ask Ishar for some food. Or maybe he
didnt*t want to find out what Vroat-meat was.

"We must have been hypnotized by that bottle," said Tim.
"I saw the strangest things happening inside it."

"And you'll be finding many stranger things before you
leave the tree, my boys, many stranger things == and more
deadly," said Ishar from across the room. We all thought he
was absorbed in his book. But Ishar, as we learned much
later, was a man who could do many things at once; and do

them all well, too.
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Ishar's words sent a shiver up my spine. What did he
mean, "more deadly?" Were there bears or rattlers inside
King Sequoia? I diﬁn't know for sure, but I had the feeling
he wasn't taiking about bears and rattlers. I might have
been happy if all he meant was bears and rattlers. But after
all, I told myself, that was all that was left in California
that might be dangerous to people -=- except, maybe, other
people. Were there some kind of killers down there? Or may-
be some kind of scorpions or black widow spiders? f was all
ready to ask Ishar a few important questions, whén Allen
spoke upe.

"Hey, you guys," he said, standing up and stretching, "I
think we'd better ask Ishar how we can get out of here., I
mean, this is a fantastic place and everything; but if we
want to get back to the road in time to meet Charles's dad,
we'd better find a way right now."

We all agreed.

And we'all agreed that Peter should be the one to approach
Ishar with the questions that would get us out of here. Since
Ishar looked and acted like a stor&book character, Peter seemed
like the best one to deal with him. So the rest of us broke
out some tins of food from our backpacks while Peter went over
to talk with Ishar.

While the three of us were eating, we kept sneaking looks

over at Peter and Ishar. Ishar seemed to be doing most oi the



L7

talking, with Peter just nodding or shaking his head once in
a while. Finally, after about fifteen minutes, Peter joined
us at our breakfast on the floor of Ishar's Weapon Shop.

We all looked at Peter., He didn't say a word.

"Well, come on, Peter," Allen said. "Is there a way out
ot here or not?"

Peter still'didn't say anything. He just sat there look-
ing thoughtful. We were starting to fear the worst.

"Is it good news or bad news?" I asked.

"Good news and bad news, Petér answered. "rirst the
good news: there is a way out of King Sequoia. In fact,
there are three ways out, not even counting the iron door
entrance. Apparently the nearest exit is about a mile
from the foot of the stairs."

"Hoorayi" Allen shouted. "Let's get going then. What
are we waiting for?"

Somehow, Peter'didn't look as cheerful as he should have,
considering he'd just told us there were ways to get out of
the tree. But, of course, there wgs still the bad news part
to come.

Tim guessed part ol the trouble pretty quickly., "I'LlL
bet we have to go down those dark stairs at the bottom to
get back outs"

"Yes," Peter said slowly, "and that!s not all. All of

the paths lead through a dungeon.”
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"A dungeoni?" we a.l yelied at once. Ishar turned around
and smiled., I ﬁhink he was actually enjoying watching us take
in the mind-sliarmming news.

"You don't mean a real dungeon, like they used to have in
castles hundreds and hundreds of years ago?" I asked.

"Something like that," Peter answered,'"except that in
those days a dungeon generally consisted of.only a few cells
for holding prisoners and a torture chamber.”

Petoert!s talk was giving me the shivers. ‘But as he talked
to us, Peter himself seemed to get more and more excited.
There was even a smile on his face now. "He's actually enjoy-
ing this messl" I thought to myself. "He really wants to go
into that dungeonl"

But like it or not, it was beginning to look like we were
all going into it if we wanted to come out on the other side.
Dead or aliveo.

"Wait a minute," said Tim. "You said that we'd have to
go a mile to the nearest exit. Are you trying to tell us
that this dungeon i1s a mile long?"

"That's exactly what I'm teliing you," Peter answered.

He was up and pacing back and forth in front of us right now,
like he was ready to take off into that dungeon any second.
Sometimes Peter is one lundred percent looney.

"According to Ishar," Peter contimed, "there is a whole

network of passageways leading out from King Sequoia. The

south passageway, may I remind you, is the shortest one. . And



according to Ishar, it's also the easiest. So I believe we
should try that one -- after we're all armed, of course."

"Armed?" I asked. "What do you mean, '‘armed!?! There's
nothing reﬁlly dangerous down there, is there?" .

Another gleeful smiie crept across Peter'§~face. "Don't
you remember Ishar's words when he said we'd be finding
stranger and more dangerous things in here than the Golden
Waters or Resurrection?" He paused for a dramatic effect.
"There is most assurediy something down there more dangerous
than a spell-binding bottle," he said in a voice straight
out of the monster movies.

My head was spinning with thoughts oi going down those
stairs to face -~ whatever it was that lived and lurked down
there. Tim, though, was right back asking sensible questions.

"How are we supposed to arm ourselves? The deadliest
weapon I've got is a Boy Scout pocket knife,"

"I asked Ishar the same question,' said Peter. "Apparentliy
he's willing to do some trading with us."

"Phat I am," boomed Ishar's voice. He'd been listening to
our whole conversation with a smile ot delight on his bushy

face. "Now come over here by my business table, and let's see

what you have to offer for Ishar's fine weapons.”



FIGHTERS, MAGICTIANS, AND DRUIDS .

We all gathered around Ishar's business table. He was
seated in his tall-backed wooden chair carved with dragons
and scrolls. In front of him was his accounts ledger.

Ishar was ready to do business.

But not until he answered some questions for us.

PBefore we get started," said Tim, "let me ask you a
straight question, Mr. Ishar. Are you sure you can't just
open the door down there and let us out of here the same way
we came in?"

Ishar éave Tim a disappointed look. "I'm surprised at
you, young fellow, Where's your spirit for adventure? Sure
there's danger down there in King Sequoia's dungeon. 'But
there's excitement, too. And adventure., And. . ." He
paused here for dramatic effect, ". . .theret!s treasure, tool
NHo one's been down there for years, so far as I know. So all
the creabtures will have gathered up some fat treasures by now
-~ yours for the taking, if you can stand a little risk and
some bold fighting." |

But Tim wouldn't be put off the track that easily.

"If no one's been down there for years," he asked, "then
where does all that treasure come from?" |

Ishar looked at him innocently. "ﬁid I say no one las
been down there for years? My misteke, lad. What I meant to

say was that no one has come out of there for years."
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That might explain where the treasure came from, all
right, But it dida't make me any too eager to go dancing
down there and try to get it away from some ten-ton monster.

"So can we or can't we get out of here through that bigz
iron door?" Tim asked again. At this point, you understand,
we only wgnted to get out of there as fast and as monster-
free as we could.

. "You tried it yourselves, didn't you?" asked Ishar. That
didn't exactly answer the question., I hﬁd the growing suspie
cion that Ishar could walk down there and open that door any
time he wanted to; but he had made up his mind we were going
through the dungeon, and that was that.,.

"Oh we tried, all right," said Peter, "but we thought that
perhaps you might have some knowledge of dbor—opening that we,
at present, lack."

Ishar regarded Peter carefully. "In fact," he said, "there
is a way to open that door -- an easy way." |

We all gave a shout of joy. But Ishar cut our happiness
short.

"Unfortunately, you need a second-level magician's spell
to open it," he continued. And none of you has any experience
points -- yet."

"and just what exactly are experience points?" Peter wanted
to know. In spite of the trouble we were in, Peéer was getting

interested in our sibtuation =- as only he could. Treasure,



adventure, monsters -~ just the sort of thing he's always
reading about.

"It's very simple, really,"” Ishar explained. "The more
adventuring you do, the more experience you gain. Whenever
you fight a monster, you gain experience points. Whenever
you use a spell correctly, you gain experience points. Fight-
ing, spell-casting, bravery, shrewdness, acquiring magical
jtems -~ everything you do thnat shows you have courage and
intelligence adds to your experience. And after youlve
accumulated enough experience points, you advance a level."

"A level of what?" I asked. I had the feeling we were
getting into somethiﬁg big and complicated, as well as dan-
gerous. DBut our lives were going to depend on our knowing
the nature of this fantastic game, so I wanted to ask all my
questions now. I didn't want to be down there away from
Ishar, and suddenly have a life~or-death question facing me
that I could have asked him here and now. Better to know
now than to be wondering in front of a monster, I thought.

Ishar pushed himself back from the table, took out a long,
smoke-blackened pipe, 1lit up, puffed for a bit, then began
his explanation.

"Yes," he began, "you're certainly entitled to lmow
exactly what you're getting into, and whaﬁ your choices are,
So here they are:

"Before you start out, you must choose one of the three

basic classes to belong to: fighters, magicians, or druids.
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Once you've made your choice, you have to stick with it.
There's no changing classes in the middle of the dungeon.

"If you choose to be a fighter, you cen use any armor
or weapcn you wante But you can never cast any spells. You
can use enchanted weapons or armor, and certain kinds of magic
rings, potions, or amulets. But you can never employ magical
scrolls, wands, or staves of any kind.

. "If you choose to be a magician, you can use any spell at
all ;- provided your mind is powerful enough to cast it.
Scrolls and wands you may use -- when you find thems But you
may never use any physical weapon other than a simple dagger.
And you may not wear armor.

"Then there is a third cliass that lies between the other
two., If you want some of the advantages of both classes, you
may elect to become a druid. A druid may use weapons and
armor -~=- but he may use no .edged weapons, like swords or knives
or even arrows. And he must avoid shedding blood whenever
possiblé. -And finally, he may use druldical spells -=~ spelis
which, on the whole, are less powerful than magicians'! spells,
but good spells nevertheless,"

After Ishar's speech we were all quiet for a long time,
Each of us was thinking over the choices that Ishar had given
us. It was a tough decision =~ but an exciting one, too. We
were about to make decisions that would determine our lives,

powers, and characters as long as we were in the dungeon =-



and who could say? Maybe even longer. Once we saw that the
only way out of King Sequoia was through the dungeon, and that
we would have special powers while we were travelling through
it, #ll of us started getting into the spirit of the adventure.
This was a once in a lifetime chance. We might never have an-
other adventure like this again, as long as we lived.

~= Assuming, of course, that we would live through it.

. For two of us, at least, there was no problem about what
class to join. Like I said before, Peter is usually slow to
make up his mind about anything, But not this time. "I'm
definitely going to be a magic user," he said. I thought
that's the class he would choose. He's just the one who
would really get into casting spells and working ali kinds of
magic.

"Phe fighting class for me," said Allen. Again, no sur-
prise to me. Allen is big and Strong, and would be the best
one among us to handle any heavy fighting we might have to do.
He'd even taken classes in fencing and karate last summer. So
his choice was perfect for him, and for the rest of us.

Tim was next. He looked thoughtful for a long time, butb
finally made his choice. "This is a tough decision," he said,
"ut I think I'1ll become a magic-user too. I'm still not
exactly sure what I'll be able to do, though."™ Again, I think
the right decision was made. Tim and I are both medium héight,

and we don't have the rmuscle on our frames that Allen has., So



Tim was right in choosing a class that would iet him use
powers that didn't take a lot of physical strength. And he!'s
got a sharp mind, which is what Ishar said all magicians need.

As usual, Tim wanted to ask Ishar all kinds of questions
about ths magic-users class he'd just joined. But Ishar cut
him off, and said, "First. let Charles decide on his class.
Then we'll discuss whaﬁ powers you'!ll have, and how you'll
get them."

All ejes turned to me. My problem is that I wanted to be
both a fighter and a magic-user. It was also true that I'd
never handled a weapon or cast a spell before (none of us, of
course, had ever done that!). But I wanted to try them both.
So I compromised.

"I think I'll choose the druid class," I said, after a
few minutes ol thought.

"Fine, my boys, fine," he boomed out after I announced my
choice. "You'll have a well-talanced force." Then he sbtopped
for a moment and looked us over critically, like he was think-
ing about our chances of survivai, "Of courses, you'd be better
off with another strong-armed righter or two. But with luck,
and the right spells, and brave hearts, you'll probably
surviva "

That speech didn't sound too encouraging to me. DBut the
other three fellows were ready to go down there and stomp all
the monsters in the worid. It was Tim, though, who got us

back on the right track by asking questions.

i



"How can we get the weapons and the spells and the armor
we're going to need down there? And what ir we get hurt? I
don'!t suppose there are any doétors around here, are thefe?"

"There's no doctor down there in the dungeon, to be sufe,"
said Ishar. "But there's medicine aplenty up here., And wea-
pons. Aﬁd even spells. But they're not free. I have to make
a living, you know."

. Somehow, I justbcouldn't understand why Ishar would need
money. Where would he spend it? I couldn't see him walking
into a department store in San francisco and buying a tele=-
vision set. And besides, il he'd been living inside this
tree for 200 years, without going outside, why did he need to
buy anything at all?

But I didnt't stérb questioning him about all that. The
real question for us was, what would he take as money? Or
trade? -

Aé if he'd been reading my mind, Ishar said, "0.X., boys,
let's talk business. I'm sure you have no gold, which is the
one true kind of money up here and dcwn there in the dungeon."
He was right about that, unless he was willing to pull out a
couple of my teeth. "But open up your backpacks, and let's
see what you might have to trade."

The four of us looked at each other. What could we pos-
sibly have that this fantastic dwarf could want? What could

you offer to someone who owned the mace Palaro and the Golden
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Waters of Resurrection, plus a whole shopful of wonders?
-1 was beginning to think that the whole process of chooging
whether to be a fighter or a magician or a druid was useless,
What good would it be to choose the fighting ciass if you
couldn't afford a sword?

But we had to try, So we fetched our backpacks and
emptied their contents onto the fioor. Then began a tough

trading session with Ishar,
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BUYING AND TRADING

Ishar started off: "Now first of axi, adventurers,
you'll be needing food and water, I've got some nice
saLted vroat-meat here, or some choice cuts of wyvern. o o

"We've got plenty of food," I said, and showed him
some packets of freeze-dried stew, lasagne, dried fruit,
and other untasty but portable camping food,

Ishar took a packet of the stew, looked at it, and
frowned, "Are you trying to teli me there's stew in here?"
He shook the packet. "Sounds like dried leaves to me," '

Luckily for us, Allen had a brainstorm as he was '
watching Ishar puzzls over the stew-packet. "Let me do
the talking," Allen said to the rest of us in a whisper,

Then he turned to Ishar, who was still studying the
stew packet like it was some kind of new speli -~ which,

I guess, it was for him: a magician's meal that you conjure
up out of water and what looks like dried weeds. But I
never would have thought of thne line Allen was about to
throw at Ishare

"Phis stuff -- I mean, this fantastic food is one of
the greatest achievements of the world since you'!ve besn
outside," Allen said, with what sounded like real enthusiasm.
"ALL you need to do is add water, heat it, and it turns

into a delicious, savory, mouth-watering bowl of beel stew,

Now how about it =- what will you give us for this incredibly
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delicious magic meal in a bag?"

Allen had just neatly turﬂed the tables on Ishar. Instead
of us trying to bargain for something Ishar wanted, now Allen
had Ishar thinking about bargaining for something Ishar wanted
-= or, we hoped he would.

Ishar was obviously interested. I suppose i1 I had been
living on monster meat and mushrooms for a couple hundred
years, I'd be pretty excited about changing my diet, too.
"Well," he said, "you lads are probably selling me a batch of
dried weeds for a'stew, but I'll trust you., I'll give you one
used sword for this packet. And it had better be as good as
you say it is, or I'll come hunting for youl"

And believe me, I was sure that Ishar would be out looking
for us with a sour look on his face and the mace Palaro set
for lightning bolts after he'd tried that stew. But Allen went
on like he was giving Ishar the deal ot the cenbtury.

"Only one sword for this juicy, tender, savory stew? No
way! We'll trade for two swords and two maces for one ﬁacket,
and you're getting a good deall"

Oh man, I thought. When Ishar tastes that crummy mush he'll
bash us into such little pleces that not even the Golden Waters
of Resurrection will bring us back to life.

But Ishar only replied, "Four weapons from Ishar's shop for
one nmeal in a bag? Be reasonable, lad. Only one ol you can

use a sword anyway.'"



He was right, of course. Allen had forgotten that only
fighters could use swords. "All right," said Allen, as if he
were making a big concession to Ishar, "how about a sword, a
mace, and two daggers?"

"Too high," said féhar, "but, ahhhh, how many of those
packets do you have?"

I was about to éell Ishar the truth, when Allen spoke up
ggain with a little bit of an untruth. "Only three," he said
-~ which was right: we only had three left apiece. But Allen
kept the ball rolling on his sell-job. "Remember, Ishar,
these magic packets of delicious, tasty stew are really expen-
sive. Only a few people buy them for dinners because they
cost so much.”

Now, this was really laying it on thick -~ but he wasn't
lying all the way. The stuff is expensive -- but not becauss
it's such a gourmet's delight. And very few people do eat it
for dinner; but not just because of the price. It tastes ter-
rible, like I s;id, and you only eat it when you have to ==
which iIs when you take long backpacking trips, and you need
food that's light and easy to carry, but full of energy-
vitamins.

Oh well -- Allen was doing a great job bargaining for us,
so what did I care if he was dressing up the truth in fancy
clothes?

As iong as Ishar liked the stew well enough not to hunt

us downe
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Ishar looked at the packet again., "Well, as a favor to
you beginning advenbturers, I'll give yod the weapons for all
three packets.”

What a deal, I thought! But Allen wasn't satisfied.

"Throw in a couple of shields for Charles and me," he
said, "and it's a deal.,"

Ishar thought for a minute. "They'lL only be wooden
shields -- no fancy iron or bronze," he said.

| "Pair enough," said Allen, with a big smile on his face.
He took out his other two stew-packets and laid them on the
table. "Just pour the packet into heated water, let it cook
for five minutes, then settle down and enjoy the meal of a
lifetime."

Allen still had half a dozen mini-pizzas in his backpack;
80 he didn't mind letting that stew goe. I don't think Ishar
would have gone for the pilzza, anyway.

So Ishar wrote the deal down in his book, then walked over
to one of the big brown trunks that stood by the doorway that
led out into the front of the weapons shop. He opened the 1lid,
rummaged around for awhile, then finally pulled out a sword,
then a mace, then two dagzers. From another trunk he pulled
out a couple ot shields. He litfted the whole bundle in his
arms, brought it over to us, then let ali the stuff fall to
the floor with a crash at our feet,

"Here you are, young adventurers," he said with a smile.

"A bit used, I'm afraid. But they'il‘still deal out blows
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and help keep monster claws off your skin, if you use them
right."

"A bit used" -~ that was the understatement ot the year.
But what could we expect for three packets of freeze-~dried
stew? Allen's sword had so many nicks on the blade, it could
have bassed for a hacksaw. And.the leather on the handle was
worn right through to the metal in two or three places. But
there wasn't a bit of rust anywhere on the sword. And the
blade was as sharp as a razor.

"These weapons may be old and worn," said Ishar with pride
in his voice," but you'll never find a dull blade or a spot of
rust on a weapon from the Shop of Ishar,"

My mace looked like it was in pretty sorry shape, too.

The handle was wrapped with leather thongs, and it felt good
and tight to the grip. But there were several strands hanging
loose like pieces of dirty spaghebti. The iron head was in
good shape, thougn, even ir there were nicks and chips and
scratches in it,

One nice touch, though, is that my mace had a lion's head
at the end of the handle. It didn't have jewels or lightning
bolts, like the mace Palaro; and the lion's ncse was caved
in, like someone had mashed it flat in a fight. But I liked
that lion anyway. I promised myself that I'd clean him up and

fix his nose as soon as possible.



Those weapons were the best deal we got in the trading.
After that, Ishar was stiffer with us. It cost us Tim's
Boy Scout knife for some leather armor that smelled like old
horses. And the shields were nothing great, either.

We must have looked pretty strange carrying swords and
shields and backpacks over our lesather armor. But none of us
cared how we looked, so long as we could get out on the other
side of the dungeon.

We were all ready to go, when Ishar came up with the most
generous offer of the century.

"Well, lads," he said, "you're off for a great adventure,
and that's the truth. But two of you are magic-users, and one
a druid; but not a one of you has a spell. Now, since there's
no use in your being magicians or druids withocut having any
special powers, I'm going to give each of you one spell you
can cast., These spells don't work well outside the dungeon,
In fact, they usually don't work at all out there in the or-
dinary world. But down there in the dungeon you'!ll find them
a powerful help. And what's more, you can use them every time
you go through a dungeon."

BEvery time! Did he think we'd want to come back here once
we'd escaped? It sounded to me like Ishar had lost his mind.
But, as you'il find out later, Ishar knew what he was talking
about. Anyway, we were so happy that he woula be giving us
the spells free, we shouted for joy, slapping Ishar on his

broad back in gratitude.
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He reached into another chest -~ this was a sma:l iron
chest that he kept under his table -- and pulled out two long
sheets of paper. One was headed "SPELLS: MAGIC-USERS ONLY"
and the other read "SPELLS: DRUIDS ONLY."

"Here you are, adventurers," said Ishar with a wide smile.
"Take your pick. But only one spell each.,"

Peter and Tim looked at their 1ist. Here i. i., as well
8s I can remember:

DETECT MAGIC
HOLD PORTAL
READ MAGIC
READ LANGUAGES
PROTECTION FROM EVIL
LIGHT
CHARM PERSON
SLEEP

And here's what my list ot druid spells looked like:
CURE LIGHT WOUNDS
PURIFY FCOD AND WATER
DETECT MAGIC
DETECT EVIL
PROTECTION FROM EVIL
LIGHT

Tim and Peter and I looked over the Lists zageriy. We
asked Ishar about all of them, but we finally began to settle
on the ones we were pretty sure we would want.

"Pirst of all," Tim sald, "will these spells really do
what I hope they'll do? Anda second, how exactly does a Charm
Person spell work?"

"Pirst question: yes, definitely yes. Second question: ah,

the Charm Person spelll That's a good one. At your level,




you cen use it only once a day. But with it you can charm
from one to four humanoid creatures.”

"Humanoid?" Tim asked.

"Right --Iiike goolins, kobolds, orcs, elves, dwarves ==~
things that are basically like us, Humans and lesser monsters."

Goblins! Orcs? Xoboldsl? I remember reading about orcs
in the Tolkein books. And bhéy didn't sound like "lesser mon-
sters" to me. I was beginning to think this dungeon might be
very, very dangerous.

"Ah, just what are some of the toughest monsters down
there?" I asked. I wanted to be prepared for the worst.

Iéhar stopped to consider my question. "Well, lad, it's
been a long time since I've been through the dungeon. I'm
getting too old for adventuring myself, you know. And my shop
here keeps me busy most of the time. Bubt the most dangerous
creatures I remember were the dragons and the balrogs =--
except for the demons, of course. But the really huge and
dangerous monsters are much farther down in the dungeon than
the first level. And the demons rarely leave the plains ot
hell, unless they're surmoned. Don't worry yourseli about
the first level, though. The bairogs and dragons rarely come
up this far." )

I had some more questions, but Pster broke in with a gques-

tion of his own. "What does a Hold Portal spell accomplish?"

he wanted to know..
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"That one," said Ishar, "will keep any door open or closed
for thirty minutes. It's a handy spell if you're trying to
keep something or someone from following you through a door.
And it's handy for keeping doors open, too."

"If we'd had that one when we first stepped inside the
tree,”" I said, "we wouldn't be in here now.'"

"A true obsérvation," Peter said, "but useless in our
present circumstances."

Peter and Tim quesﬁioned Ishar closely about the other
spells. But they finally decided on Hold Portal for Tim and
Charm Person for Peter. Peter almost chose the Read Magic
spell ~- he was sure we would find some magic spells down
there to decipher. But the rest of us convinced him that we
needed an anti-monster spell even more.

For me, the choice came down to two spells: Detect Evil,
or Cure Light Wounds. From all the hints Ishar had dropped,
I figured that a spell to detect the presence of evil might
be pretty useful. But on the other hand, if there was any
fighting and people got hurt, it would be a good thing to be
able to cure them.

So I chose Cure Light Wounds.

"How do we operate these spells?" Tim asked, once we had
all made our choices. I still wasn{f sure these so-called
spells would work at all. But if they would, Tim was right:

we should know exactly how to use them.
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"Good question," said Ishar. "Now, the first thing you
have to understand is that these spells come from different
times and different lands. And so, different powers lie be-
hind them, and different spirits must be invoked if they are
to work properly. For the Hold Portal spell, you must recite
the words 'By the Ka of Thoth, I command this portal to hold
fast!' Thoth was én ancient Egyptian god; and the Pharoahs
often invoked his aid to keep thieves from opening the doors
to their tombs."

"Did it work for the Pharoahs?" Tim asked. Since he'd
taken the Hold Portal spell, he wahted to make sure old Thoth
was still around to come to his aid.

"Oof course it worked," said Ishar. "But even strong
spells decay with the paséage of time. During the course of
thousands of years, the spell weakened, and tomb robbers
broke into the Pharoahs'! chambers. But you won't be needing
to work the spell for a thousand years. Thirty minutes is
all you should need."

"How might I best use the Charm Person?" Peter wanted to
know. '

"Ah, the Charm Person spelll" said Ishar with relish.
"Now that spell comes straight from Meriin, the greatest
magician who ever lived. Unfortunately, though, he gave the
secret of this spell to a witch named Vivien, who used it on

him. Nobody has seen or heard of him since."
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"Boy, isnft that just like a woman?" Allen said with
disguste. ’

"You mean, 'Isn't that just like a man?! don't you?"

Ishar corrected him. "But at any rate, to ﬁse the speil you
must wave your arms like this, and move your feet like this,
while looking directly into your victim's eyes." To demon-
strate, Ishar looked directly into Allen's eyes and went
through the complicated dance-and-hand-mime that was supposed
to make the speil work. Allen looked puzzled; but he didn't
look charmed.

"It didn't work,"™ said Allen. He seemed relieved that
the spell didn't have any effect. Maybe he thougnht he might
' be charm-proof.

"Of course it didn't," said Ishar. "I'm not a magic-user.
The only spells I can use are connected with weapons,"

"Like the Sleep spell in the mace Palaro?" I asked.,

"Exactly," said Ishar. N

Peter went 6ff into another part of the rocm to practice
the spell-dance. It looked a little ridiculous to me. But
if it worked, that's what counted.

Ishar regarded Peter's efforts critically. "You've got
it," he said. "You certainly learn quickly. Very good --
you'll find that it's an asset to lcarn fast down there in the
dungeon.”

Next it was my turn. Ishar came over to me, tock me aside,

and said, "Young adventurer, you have chosen the most humane



spell of the three. It!s a great responsibility to use; but
in many ways it's the best spell ot all, because it doesn't
cause pain: 1%t relieves it.

"So now: what you have to do is to place your hands =~
both of them -- over the wound you want to cure. Soon =--
within a few seconds ~- the wound will disappear from the
hurt person -- but it will appear on youl Now, don't panic
when you take on the wound. In one minute's time the wound
will start to fade away from your body. In five minutes, it
will be all gone. It's an old medicine man style of healing;
but if you like fancy words, it's called empathic curing. At
first, you'll suffer from the pain of the wound just as much
as the person who's been cured. So you'll have to grit your
teeth while the cure is taking place.

"One more matter: at your beginning level of experience,
you can usually cure each person only once a day. Some rare
talents can do it twice; but only expect it once.”

After we'd all learned our spells, the four of us assembled
in the front room at the top of the stairs. We wore our packs

over the armor, and the shields were slung over our shoulders,

Ishar gave each of us a siap on the shoulders { or, I
should say, on the armor over the shoulders). "Best of luck
to you, adventurers., Perhaps you'll return some day and tell
old Ishar all about what happened down in the dungeon,"

His huge red beard fanned out as he gave us a parting smile;

then he turned back, and disappeared behind the counter.
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I sort of hated to leave Ishar'!s shop, and not just be-
cause it was cozy and safe and warm. All oI us had gotten
to like that bushy-faced old dwarf,

But we had to get out of King Sequoia, so down the stairs

we went.



INTO THE DUNGEON

We worked our way carefully back down the stairs that
‘led from Ishar's shop to the ground level. It was tricky
trying to climb down those steep stairs with alli the armor,
shields, and weapons étrapped to us. But we got to the
bottom, and took a last look up at the light shining from
Ishar's shop., It seemed dim and far away;

"I kind of hated to leave there," said Allen, adjusting
the armor on his chest and back. "I wonder it we'll ever
see him again?"

"I wdnderlir we'll ever see anyone again," Tim said in
a dreary voice.

"Where'!s your spirit ot adventure?" Peter asked, trying
to make his voice socund like Ishar's déep baritone. But
even Peter was casting longing looks up towards Ishar's shop.

"Well,™ I said, "we're not getting anywhere by standing
here. Let's go."

We headed for the down-stairs that led into the dungeon.
But suddenly Tim cried out "Stopl"

We all got very quiet. "Did you hear that?" Tim asked
in a whisper as he pointed down the stairway. '

We listened some more. For a minute, we didn't hear
anything. Then came some low croaking sounds, like several
people with deep, hoarse voices whispering to each other.

Then silence again.
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"What do you think that was?" Tim asked.

"Tet's go down and find out;" I said, trying to sound
like I meant business. Actually, I was just as scared as
everyone else, and maybe more so, But we couldn't just
stand there all week listening for spooky noises. We had
to go down there sometime and face the danger.

"You lead the way," said Allen.

. "Wait a minutel" I said in a shout-whisper. "You're
the fighter ot the group, and you've got the sword. Why
don't you lead?"

"You!ve goé a mace," Allen countered. "And besides,
we chose you as leader, remember?"

I started to argue, but I stobped myself. It was true
that I was the one who ot us into this mess by leading us
to the tree in the first place. And besides, there was no
use standing there all day arguing with Alien and walting
for the monsters to come upstairs to find out what the
cormotion was about.

So I said, "All right, I'll lLead. Peter, you stay
right behind me, and be ready to flash that Charm Person
spell on the first moving thing you see. Tim, you come
in third, and watch every door we come to, so you can keep
it open or closed when we go through it. Allen, you bring
up the rear, in case anything pounces on us from behind.

But if you hear us yelling ror help up front, come running

12



with your sword swinginge Peter and Tim, you keep your
flashlights going.”"

"Flashlighti" said Tim suddenly. "Charles, where's that
flashlignt you dropped?”

We looked around. ‘No flashlight.

"Maybe it rolled down the stairs," Allen suggested.

"Maybe it did,™ I said. "Let's go and see."

. So we all took our places, and slowly wound our way down
the spiraling staircase into the dungeon itself.

The steps were worn and slick and slippery. Some kind
of ooze seemed to be seeping through the jagged cracks that
ran like lightning zigzags through the stones. Here and
there deadly-looking mushrooms sprouted like little grey -
and blue umbrellas from the cracks in the stops and the
walls. The walls were made of the same stone as the steps,
and they seemed to be weeping dirty tears.

Down, down we went, as the stairs spiraled and shifted
around in twisting bends. Then we were at the bottom,

We found ourselves at once faced with a choice to make.
There were three passageways ahead of us. One went north,
one went east, and one went west.

"So this is the dungeon," I said, my eye3 foliowing the
flashlight beams as they moved along the walls and down the
passageways. It was absolutely pitch biack down there. If

we ever lost those flashlights, we would be finished for good.
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"Hey Charles," Tim yelled in a shout-whisper, "there's
your flashlighti"

And sure enough, down the right passageway about twenty
feet, I could see a silverish gleam. I eased down thers
stowly. I was sure that one or the wall stones would open
up and a hairy paw would jump out and grab me. But I got
the flLashlight without being attacked.

. I tried to turn it on. No go.
"Tt's broken, aill right," said Allen. "The glass is
completely smashed.

"But that's not 21l1," said Peter as his eyes got bigger
and bigger while he stared at the useles3 flashlight,

"Look at this: teethmarksi"

He was right! Something had bitten into the flashlight
with big, pointed teeth,

"Let's hope that all the creatures down here are
metal-~ecaters," said Peter,

"Even if the flashlight doesn't work," Tim said," be
sure to take out the batteries, We can alﬁays use an extra
sete"

"And now: which direction do we travel in, o peerless
leader?" Peter asked me with a bow and a sweep of his handa,
I remeﬁbered the last time he'd used tbose fancy words.
That was when I chose the path that got us into this fix.
But this was no time to groan about the past, so I tried

to sound confident as I shouted out, "Straight ahead:i"
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"Just a second," said Time. He took off his backpack,
reached into it, and pulled out a sheet of paper and a
pencil. "I'm making a map ot this place as we go through
it. If we ever get confused or turned around down here,
we could walk around in circles for days and never know it."

"An excelient thought,”" Peter agreed. "You shall be
our cartographer. Perhaps you'd best begin right here."

. So Tim made a sketch of the beginning of the dungeoh,

and it looked lLike this: H
l‘t—— WanE

% l(—.»StairwaY from above

I was getting anxious to go. "Northl" I said, and we
all started down the haliway. Allen had his sword out; I
had my mace ready; and the other two were set to cast their
spells on a second!s notice.

After going about twenty feet north, the passage turned
east (as you can see from the drawing). Then, after about
anotner 2V foet, it turned north again. Tim shined his
light down the passageway. It went on north beyond the
reach of the beam.

"Look at thisi" said Allen suddenly. He was pointing

to a big brass ring attached to a doqr in the east wall.



"A11l rightl" Allen yelled, and immediately started
pulling on it.

"Wait a minute, you gorilla," Tim shouted. "You don't
know what!s on the other sice. Listen first."

Allen gave us a '"you caught me stealing the cookies"
grin, and stopped yaﬁking at the ring. We all put our
ears to the door. We could hear a kind oif low growling,
but far away. Every so often we heard a laugh -- a deep,
cruel kind of laugh. But like the other sounds, it
seemed far uway.

"Shall we investigate?" Peter asked. "Remember, I!ve
got the Charm Person Speli; and Tim has the Hold Portal
spell, just in case we need %o keep back the owners of
those sounds."

We all agfeed on Peter's plan of action. But when we
tried to pull open the door -~ no go, We heaved and push-
ed and pulled and shook. It wouldn't budge.

"Maybe it's locked from the other side,” I suggested.
"Let's foféet it and keep on going down the‘paséageway."

"Good enough," said Allen. "It seems we just don't
have the luck for opening doors around here."

So we headed north again, on the alert for the first

sign of danger.
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KOBOLDS

After about another thirty yards, I spotted another door
on our right. Like the last one, this one had a large brass
ring attached to one side. But this door was slightly ajar.
And through the crack, we could hear shuffling sounds. |

Without talking, I motioned the other three to the door.
We all listened. The shuffling went on for a few seconds,
then stopped. Silence. Then came a horrible, high-pitched
laugh. Then some guttural, grumbling sounds. Then silence
again,

"What on earth do you think is in there?" I asked in a
whisper. .

"More important, what should we do about what'!s in there
-- attack or flee?" Peter asked.

"Attack?!™ Tim almost shouted. "You must be out of your
mindt" '

"Shhhhhi{" I said to Tim in a tense whisper. "Do you
want to bring whatever's in there out here?"

"What I want to do is leave -~ right ndw," Tim answered
in a definite voice.

"Hey, be quiet," said Allen. "Do you hear those noises
any more?"

We all got quiet at once. We listened. Nothing.
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Then all at once ﬁhe door came crashing open, and out
sprang four horrible-looking things with long claws, sharp-
looking fangs, and filthy bodies covered with strands of
greasy~dried hair. They were small -- under four feet tall
-~ but they looked vicious and beserk, and they had the
advantage of surprise on us,

"Koboldsl" Peter yelled. But it wgs Allen who reacted
first. As one ol the creatures leaped at him, he swung his
sword with both hands. The monster's howl became a shriak,
and its severed head thumped to the floor.

One down =~ but a second kobold had leaped on Tim, and
was clawing away furiously at his back. Luckily for Tim,
the backpack warded orf the first blows. I lifted my mace
and struck at the things head. There was a sickening
crunching sound, and the monster slid off of Tim's back
and down to the ground.

Two down.

I looked around for Peter. He had backed into the
doorway, and I could hear him yelling for help. The other
two kobolds were driving him deeper into the dark corner
of the room. Allen and I ran after him. In the far end
of the room, the two creatures were slashing at Peter with
their curved claws while he was frantically waving his
dagger in front of him in wide sweeps to keep them off.,

Then one of them caught Peter's dagger with a claw and
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sent it spinning through the air. They jumped on him at once,
and Peter's flashlight dropped to the ground. Allen and I
jumped on the kobolds, and all five of us thrashed around on
the floor, with the flashlight's beam jumping around crazily
as we kicked and slashed and fought.

"Get out of thére, you guys," Tim shouted from the door-
way. "There's more of them in therel"

And sure enough, another one of them landed on my back
and began clawing at my head. I spun over on the floor,
rolled once, and jumped to my feet., Another kobold came
rushing at me; but I clipped the side of its head with my
mace, and it slumped to the floor with a howl of pain.

I clouted another attacker and pulled it off of Peter,
who had rolled himself into a defensive ball. Allen had
gotten free of his trouble, grabbed the loose filashlight,
and ran for the door.

We all ran; but the monsters were recovering, and
started to sprint for the doorway right behind us.

"Pimi" Allen yelled. "Use your spell nowl"

We all shoved the door'shut, and Tim chantéd out the
words, "By the Ka of Thoth I command this portal to hold
fasti"

There was a crashing and thumping and screeching on the
other side as the monsters tried to push and beat the door
open, But the magic held. We had thirty minutes breathing

time before the charm would wear off,
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For about five minutes, we all just lay there, collapsed
on the stones of the passageway floor, breathing hard and
trying to control our shaking hands. Finally I asked Peter,
"Wwhat did you call those things?"

"Kobolds," Peter answered. ’"They're related to goblins
and orcs; but they're smaller and not as powerful as their
larger cousins -~ or so Ifve read.,"

"You mean those were weak monsters?" Allen yelled. "Oh
man, are we done fori™" |

"Rather than fruitlessly lamenting our situation, perhaps
we should discuss our next plan of action," Peter said. He
had some fierce looking claw marks on his cheeks. But he
seemed to be his old, calm seif, in spite of his injuries
from the kobo.lds.

"Does anyone need a wound-cure spell?" I asked.

We all took stock of the daﬁage we'dltaken sand decided
that we were OK for the moment.

"Let's search these monsters and see what they've got
on them," Allen suggested, pointing to the two we'd killed
in the passageway. |

This was a great idea, we all agreed. The first monster
was just a mass of filthy hair and long, dirty claws. But

the second one -- the one without a head thanks to Allen's
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swing ==~ had a pouch tied around its waist. We cut oif the
pouch and spilled its contents onto the floor.

Gold! And rings!

There were thirteeﬁ gold pieces and four small rings in
the monster's bag., Tim, Peter and I took three gold pieces
each. We agfeed that Allen should get four, because he was
the one who'd laid the kobold out with his sword. The coins
were old and worn, but the gold still gleamed through the
dirt with a dull sheen. Each coin was large =-- about three
inches across -- and the-edges were notched, like our silver
dollars. On one side was a picture of a golden castle sur-
rounded by seven stars and a sliver of a moon. On the
other side was a picture of -=- a kobold! I couldn't believe
that ugly thing had its picture stamped on such a beautiful
coine

But even while I was looking at it, the golden image of
the monster's face began to fade out. I rubbed my eyes ==
I thought for sure it was just my eyes being tricked by the
dim light of the dungeon. But no -~ the picture of the kobold
was dissolving into a shapeless lump. No, wait a minute ==
the lump was reforming into new eyes, mouth, forehead.

As I looked, the golden image became a picture of. . .mel

I looked at my other coins. They all had my picture on

them now.



Peter, Tim and Allen had all put their coins in their
pockets, and were looking at the rings. So I said, "Hey,
you guys, did you notice the face on your gold coins?"

They hadn't, so they pulled out their coins and iooked.

"Would you believe this?" Alien shouted. "This one has
my picture on it -~ they aii dol"

"Here'!s my handsome face on my gold pieces," said Peter.

"Amazing," said Tim as he stared at his coins.

"Since these coins are clearly endowed with magicadl
properties," Peter said, "perhaps they can aid us in per-
forming spells. Ah well -— I suppose we could ask Ishar,
it we ever see him again.”

We pocketed the coins, and took a look at the rings
that came with the gold coins. There were four of them
in all. Three of them looked like they might be made of
silver -~ really old silver. One of them was made in the
shape of six snakes intertwining in a circle. Another was
plain, except for some wedge-shaped marks all over it,

The third silver ring had a large blue stone in its center.

The fourth ring was all beat up, and it seemed to be
made out of wood., But there were tiny pieces of metal set
into it; and the metal pieces made up the same kind of
wedge~shaped marks that covered the silver ring.

We flipped one oi my gold coins to see who would get
which ring. Allen won first, and!took the snake ring. I

won second, and took the ring with the blue stone, even
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though it was too big for my finger. Tim got the silver
ring with the wedge-marks. And Peter was left with the
wooden ring.

"Ah well," Peter said with a shrug, "you can't win them
alle"

We all put on the rings. At once Tim fell to the floor
~=- unconscious.

"O0h no == grab him, Charles!" Allen yelled as Tim
pitched forward. But I was too late.

"Take off that cursed ring," Peter said. So we pulled
the ring off, Tim still wasn't moving, but he was breathing.
We shook him by the shoulders, but he just turned over and
grumbled "Go 'way and let me sleep.”

After more shaking, we finally got Tim up and walking
around. He was waking up, but slowly.

"He seems to be coming around," Peter said. "Apparently
the ring has some sort of' sleep spell associated with it.
It!s cliearly worse than useless for us. But perhaps it may
come in useful as a gift to someone we don't wish to be
troubled with. What do you think, Charles?"

I turned around to answer. No Peterl! where was he?

"Hey, Peter," I called out, "where'd .you go?"

"I'm right here, you nimny," he answered. "Can't you

dee?"
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THE ATTACK FROM THE CEILIXG:

After another 50 yards or traveling, we came to another
branching passageway. The main hall continued for about
thirty yards straight ahead, then bent around to the right.
But there on our immediate right was a short hallway that
went for about 15 yards. And at the end was what looked
like a room full of long, white strands of something.

"Should we keep going straight, or do you want to
explore?" I asked the group.

"Exﬁlore!" they all agreed. So we took the path to
the right.

Slowly and cautiously, we approached the room of the
white strands. They had a soft glow to them when we played
the flashlight beam into the room.

My foot struck something that went skidding off. Then
I crunched down on something else. Peter pointed his fiash-
light down at the fioor.

"Jgh! What's that?" I asked, drawing back in disgust.

"Whatever it is, of was, it appears to be dead. Let's
see," Peter said, and picked the thing up as it he were
looking at a science specimen,

It was a dead beetle. But this was no ordinary bug.

It rust have been at least six inches long, not counting

the feelers. And it had mean-looking pincers jutting out



from its head.s In its belly there were two large holes,
with dried green blood around them.

We looked around and saw dozens of the dead beetles
lettered around us. Some were as Long as a foot; others
spanned only a few inches. But they were all dead; and
they all had those holes bitten into their stomachs.

"I bet that whatever killed these bugs comes from down
there," Tim said, pointing to the room with the hanging
strands. But Peter and Allen were already moving down the
corridor to explore, so Tim and I followed.

Finally we came to an archway that opened up into a
vast room. We couldn't tell just how big the room was,
though, because it criss-crossed with those big white
ropes.

Or, at least, they looked like ropes.

Allen touched one or them. It wobbled slightly. "Mgn,
this stuff is sticky," he said. His hand was stuck to the
strand. He gave it a strong pull, and it finally came away.

"Let's leave," said Tim.

"Wait a minute," said Peter. "What's that gleam on the
far side or the room?" ‘

We could just bafely see something shiny on the floor
about 15 or 20 yards away. I strained to see what it was;
but there were too many of those white rope-~things in the

way to make out what it was.
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"T,et's check it out," said Allen. He went forward and
hacked at the strands that looped down from the ceiling and
barred our way. His sword cut through them pretty fast,
but there were so many of them that it took about five min-
utes to advance about ten feet.

"How much Longer will this take?" Tim asked.

"Use your dagger on this stuff and 1t'L1 only take half
as long," Allen replied.

"Right you are," said Peter as he started slicing away,
too. '"We're practically there."

"It shouldn't. . ." Allen began. But he never finished
that sentence,

Something huge and black swooped down from the ceiling,
knocking Allen and Tim flat.

A giant spider!

That thing must have been at least eight feet across.
It's legs were slick and wet-looking, and its body was
jet-black, except for a red hour-glass mark on its belly.

"Ttts a black widowl" Tim screamed. "Kill it, or we-re
both deadl™

Allen was trying to ward off the thing's deadly fangs
by flailing his sword in front of him, But his legs were
caught in the webbing, and the monstrous black widow was
crouching for the jump.

Then I noticed a mevement above us. Another spiderl

This one was smailer -- but at six feet across, it was big
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enough. It was gingerly climbing down our way to share in
its mate's coming feast =~ namely, us.,

Pirst, though, I had to do something about the bigger
Spider that was getting ready to spring on Allen. I took
my mace in both hands and swung as hard as 1 could at the
thing's body. There was a cruncuing sound, and part of
the spider's bulbous abdomen caved in like & piece of tin-
foil. A greenisn ooze began to seep out of the wound.,
Then the spider lurched around, its eye-facets glaring in
hate, and went into a crouch aimed at me,

I'd saved Allen, all right. But now who was going to
save me? Tim and Peter were frantically trying to keep
the sec&nd Spider from pouncing on us. And Allen was still
stuck in the webbing. I could see the venom dripping from
the thing's fangs as it pulled back onto its rear legs,
then sprang right at me.

I was too paralyzed to move. But just as the spider
began its spring, I heard the sound of Allen's sword bit-
ing into one of the widow's back legs. That stroke saved
my skin. When the spider leaped, its mangled leg was use-
less, and that threw its aim off, It shot by my left
shoulder, knocking me to the floor, and landed on its side
in the webbing behind me.

Meanwhile Allen had cut himself LlLoose, and we both

rushed over to the wounded spider. He hacked and I
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smashed until our weapons were covered with green gore, and
the spider finaily lay still,

While all that was going on with spider number one,
spider number two had retreated back up its web to the
top of the room. It made a kind of high-pitched whistling
sound, I don't know whether it was mad at us or sorry for
the death of its mate. Or maybe it was just disappoinced
at missing a delicious meal. But it retreated out or tne
range ol our weapons, singing its eerie whistling song
at us from above.

"Good work, you guys," said Tim, sheathing his dagger.

"Thanks," I replied, wiping my mace off on the sticky
strands. "Do you want to get out ot here, or should we
get what we came after?"

"Let's get it," said Allen,

"By all means," Peter agreed. "After all, we've al-
ready gone to a considerable amount of trouble to obtain
our prize."

So we started cutting again, hacking a path toward
the gleaming object we'd seen from the doorway. And all
the time we kept a wary watch on the ceiling, just. in
case the spider charnged its mind about leaving us alone.
It was still moving around up there; but so far if wasn'c
making eny move to attack us.

Finally we got to the end of the chamber. And there,

on the floor, was a grisly sight. Two human skeletons



were lying there, each with its bony fingers wrapped around
the other's throat. Cn the floor beneath them was a silver
chest -~ the source oif' the gleam.

"I bet those people killed each other for whatever's
in that chest," said Allen.

"Or was in the chest," Peter corrected him.

"Come on," I said, "let's open it up."

"Here, or back out in the hall?" Tim asked.

"Here," I said. "I know what the danger is in here,
and I think we can handle it. But I don't want to go back
out into that passageway until we're all good and ready to
fight."

"7111 open it," said Allen, and he hacked off the leath-
er knot that kept the 1id closed. He flung back the top of
the chest and looked in.

Unfortunately for Allen, the first thing he saw was a
cloud of greenish gas rising up out of the bottom of the
chest. His eyes opened up wide in surprise. Then he
pitched forward and rolled over the chest, onto the
skeletons.,

Then the weirdest thing happened. He sat up and
laughed. And laughed. And laughed. He laughed until the
tears rolled down his cheeks.

"Hey, Allen, cut that out!" I said; but I was catching

the laughs, too. Allen was rolling around on the floor,

90



S1

hooting with laughter; and the rest of us started giggling,
then laughing. We'd probably still be in there laughing, if
Tim hadn't noticed that the webs were shaking around again.

The surviving black widow was crawling down toward us
againe Only this time, there were dozens of smaller spiders
coming behind it. I said "smaller," but they were still
about a foot across. And they were coming down pretty faste.

The sight of that eight-legged army descending on us
sobered all of us up pretty fast -- all but Allen, who kept
right on howling and shrieking with laughter.

"Tt's the gas," said Peter. "We'd best drag him out of
here, since he!s clearly in no condition to walk."

S0 Peter and I dragged Allen past the corpse ol the dead
spider, through the cut strands of sticky webbing, and out
into the passageway. Tim brought the chest and covered our
retreat with his dagger.

The spiders were right behind us as we lurched out into
the passageway. But, fortunately for us, they didn't leave
their lair. The mass of little spiders, led by the big one,
swarmed over the body of the dead spider and started their
grisly feast. Ughl! We could hear the crunching and munching
sounds out in the hallway.

We finally got Allen to cool off, and we all sat down to
explore the chest again. As soon as I hit the floor I felt

really hungry (in spite of the gross sounds of the spiders:!
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feast). All of us broke out cur food while we discussed
what had happened in the spiders' den. We must have made

a strange sight: the four of us twentieth-century fellows,
dressed in armor, carrying backpacks, huddled around a
booby~-trapped silver chest, and esating supermarket fooad.

I dined on my delicious, savory anchovies while the other
three groaned and shook their heads over my peculiar tastes.

Between fits of left-over laughing, Allen gobbled down
three cold mini-pizzas {(and he thinks my tastes are weirdl).
Tim ate a carrot salad with his fingers (the same goes for
Timl); and Peter wolfed down an awful concoction of choco~
late chip cookies and beef jerky (how can he stand it?).

All the time, of course, we kept a flashlight beam
aimed at the spiders! den. We didn't want any surprise
visitors dropping in -- or down -- for a snack.

After we'd all eaten and Allen had finally calmed down
into near-normalcy, Tim took another look into that chest.
"You know," he said, "it looks empty. But I can hear some-
thing rattling around down in the bottom."

"It!'s reasonable to believe that those two skeletons
were fighting for possession of that chest when they met
their deaths," Peter said.

"Turn it over," I suggested. "Maybe there's a secret
compartment in it somewhere.™

Tim flipped the box over. And sure enough, there were

two hairline cracks in the wood at one corner of the bottom
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of the chest. Tim pressed on the corner, and prestol A
section of the bottom fell away, and out rolled two stones
-- two very valuable looking stones.

"Lovely!" said Peter as he picked up the gems and held
them up to his flashlight. "A ruby and an emerald, it I'm
not mistaken. Quite valuable, too, I should think."

We all rejoiced over that find. We even wasted some
time speculating how much they might be worth, and what we
would do with our shares when we sold them. But in thse
meantime, Tim had his fingers inside the false bottom, try-
ing to pry something out.

"Got it!" he said, and pulled out a thin piece of wood
from the secret compartment of the chest. Right away we
could see there was something magical about that stick. It
was round at one end, about nine inches long and maybe half
an inch thick, and tapered to a point at the other end. It
was made of dark, black wood. And there was a faint, deep-
purple haze that glowed all around it, like it was slowly
burning with some strange fire inside. Inlaid in the wood
were thin flames oif gold with their tips all meeting at the
point of the rod. It was beautiful.

"A wandl" said Peter. He was really excited as he looked
at it closely. "I wish I knew how to use it. Perhaps if we
were to ask Ishar. . ."

"No way am I going back past those kobolds again," said

Allen.
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"Allen's right," I said. "We have to keep én going.
Maybe you and Tim can figure out how to use it as we go
along."

Peter didn't want to hand over that fantastic wand to
Tim. They were both magic-users; but Peter already had fhe
invisibility ring. And as a magician, Tim would have the
best chance of being able to use the wand.

So we started off down the passageway again. We wers
just beginning to unwind'from our encounter with the
spiders. We were even laughing and joking about owr nar-
row escape, and kidding Allen about his laughing-fit. But
our good spirits didn't last long. After only another
thirty yards or so down the hallway, we ran into our worst

fate yet.



TERROR ON THE BRIDGE

About thirty yards down from the spiders! corridor,
the passageway slanted off to the right. After that, it
suddenly wasn't a passageway anymore. The stone floor
came to an end; and a rickety-looking wooden bridge span-
ned a gaping hole about twenty yards across. Then the
stone passageway seemed to continue on the other side.

Beneath the bridge was that huge hole. Peter and
Tim shined their flashlights down into the blackness. We
couldn't see a thing. I took out a coin -- not one of
the golden ones, of coursel -- and dropped it over the
edge of the pit. There was a long pause. Then, from far
down and away, we heard a faint splash.

"I sincerely hope that bridge is stronger than it
looks," said Peter. "Perhaps we'd best go over the bridge
one at a time."

"You first, leader," Allen said, making a low bow to
me. That was courteous of himl

"Oh well, brains before brawn,"” I said, grasping the
flimsy wooden handrail. I carefully edged my way acrosss
Planks were missing from the bottom of the bridge; and the
whole thing creaked and groaned and swayed with every step

I took.



Finally I reached the opposite side. I'd just breathed
a sigh o1 relief, when I felt a huge hand grab my ankle like
a vice-grip.

For a second I thought for sure that I was going to be
hauled down into that deep pit. But the thing that had
grabbed me shifted its grip to my arm, then my neck as it
pulled itsell out from under the bridge.

A trolll

When it climbed out and stood up, it was enormous =- it
must have been at Least ten feet tall, maybe more. It was
thin and wiry for its size. But ivs arms were still thicker
than my legs; and I could see the hard strands of muscle
under its dead-white skin. The hands that gripped my neck
looked Like human hanas; but the nails were hard and pointed
Like hawk talons.

He picked me up and held me out so that my face was even
with his. His breath gave off a rovten smell. And when he
opened his mouth to speak, I could see his snaggled teeth
all bent and twisted like an old picket fence. But they
looked sharp and tough enough to grind me to bits.,

First he just stared at me with his huge red eyes. Then
he started shaking me. The pressure ot that vice-grip was

cutting off the alr from my windpipe, and his nails were

biting into the flesh of' my neck. I was just sure it was all

over for me.
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"Gold?" it growled. "You give gold!l Goldi"

Weaklj, I put my hand in my pocket and pulled out one of
the gold coins with my portrait fresh-minted on its face. I
didn't think he'd be very satisfied with one gold piece, but
I heid it out to him.

He smiled, and snatched it up with one hand, keeping me
hanging with the other. Then he seized me by the feet and
shook me. All the stuff in my pockets, including the other
gold coins, came tumbling out, and my backpack spilled its
contents onto the floor. Some things rolied off the edge
into the pit, gone forever.

Weak and gasping for breath, I rolled over on the floor
and yelled for help. I could see Allen and Tim over on the
other side, their fiashlights pointed at me and the troll,
They had horrified expressions on their faces.

Then I noticed that the bridge was swaying and shaking.
The trolli wasn't paying any attention to the bridge, though.
it was too busy scooping up the goid coins.

I tried to rise. But as soon as I made a move, the
troll's viée~-like grip seized me again. It held me up to
its face again, a cruel smile spreading slowly across it.
The troll pointed across the bridge at Tim ana Allen. The
bridge itself had stopped swaying.

"priends have gold?" the btroll asked through the twisted
smile smeared across iﬁs ugly face. "Have friends bring

gold."
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I knew what a troll dia to its prisoners when 1t got
hungry; so I didn't answer. The troll squeezed tighter,
and started shaking me again. The pain was unbearable.
"Call friends or I eat now!" the thing growled. Saliva
began to drool down its corpse-like jaw.

I was too weak to resist. So I called across the pit,
"The troll wants our gold. Bring it across now, or he'll
eat me."

I could see Tim and Allen still standing on the other
siae of the chasm, talking to each other. They weren't
making any move to cross the bridge; and I couldn't really
blame them. But if they didn't do something soon, I would
be one dead adventurer.

And where was Peter?

Then Allen stepped ﬁp to the edge or the pit on the
other side and yelled, "We're not coming across. But
here's the gold it you want it. Catchl" And he threw
one of the gold coins across the dark hole.

It fell short. The troli leaned forward to try to
catch it; but the golden coin sank downward and out of
sight about 6 feet from the ledge.

The troll was furious. "No throwl" it shouted, jump-
ing up and down. "Bring goldl Nowl" |

But Allen didn't pay sny attention to the troll's
temper tantrum. Instead, he heaved another coin, arching

it over the pit towards the troll.



This one was going to make it., The troll looked straight
up -- and dropped me into the pit as he raised his hand to
catch the coinl

Luckily for me, we were right near the edge ol the chasm
when it dropped me. As I fell, one hand caught the ledge.
If I hadn't reached out just then, it would have been good-
bye Charles! Slowly and painfully I reached out with the
other hand and grabbed one of the boards that jutted out
from the bottom oi the bridge.

I was alive. I was hanging on -- but how long could I
.hold out? I was still too weak from the pounding and shak-
ing the ﬁroll had given me to pull myself up. And even if
I did, the monster would just grab me again. It looked ab-
solutely hopeless. But I hung in there.

The troll was standing near the edge again, watching
another one ol the golden coins as it sailed over the pit
toward hime. But this time as he reached out to grasp it,
his knees buckled, as if something had rammed him from be-
hind. With a loud and furious howl he pitched over the
ledge, his long, deadly arms flailing about for something
to hold on to. The howi got fainter and fainter. Then
came the faraway splash.

Allen and Tim were s3till on the other side, yelling
and jumping up and down and clapping their hands, "Good
work, Peter," they shouted. "Great going! Give that

adventurer a trophyl"
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All of a sudden Peter popped into visibility right above
me. "Thank you, thank you," he said, taking a low bow,

All this time, I was still hanging by my tired fingers
over that dark pit. "How about pulling me out of here be-
fore you go on with ydur victory celebration?” I said to
Peter. '

"We'd best wait until the others arrive," said Peter,
putting the ring back into his pocket. You might pull me
over if I were to try to pull you out of there all by
myself."

"Better make it fast,”" I said, my voice tight and tired
at the same time. "I don't think I can hold on much longer."
Allen and Tim were coming over the bridge as fast as they
could. But they had to be careful; and I was afraid they
wouldn't get to me fast enough.

I could feel my fingers slipping, slipping siowly but
surely, slipping away from the ledge and the bottom of the
bridge. I tried to dig in with my fingernails, but they

wouldn't hold, either. I squeezed my eyes shut and tried
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desperately to hold on. No use., I felit one hand slip away. « «

And then six hands grabbed my arm and pulled. Grunting
and panting, they siowly hauled me up. I was so weak I
couldn't help them at all. But finaliy, they pulled me up
over the tope.

"Thanks -~ that was a close one," I gasped. "And that

was a great trick you pulled off on that troll."
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But I was so beat, thait I couldn't talLk any more. I

just put my head down on the cold stone floor and slept.
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SHARP TEETH

When I woke up, it was dark -- and I do mean darke
There was zero light down there in the dungeon, I couldn't
see my hand in front of my face,

My first thought was: am I dead? I remembered the troll
grabbing me, then dropping me over Ehe side of' the pite.
Then the others saved me == or did they? Maybe I just died,
and imagined them saving me, ‘

"Peter? Tim? Allens" I called outo Silence, Then a
low groano' ’ -
| "Hey, quiet over there," came Allen's sléepy voicee
"Can't you let a guy sleep?"

Then I remembered: Itd passed out, My fellow adventurers
must have decided to get some sleep, too, as long as: i was
out like a lighto

I tried to get back to sleep, but I guess my system got
going too fast while I was lying there wondering whether I
was dead or alive. I lay there for what seemed like an
hour, because I knew that the others probably needed the
reste. But finally, I just had to have someone to talk to,
or I'd go crazy staring off into the darkmness., And besides,
I was. .sure 1 was hearing noises ail around =- shufiling
noises, creaking, and scurrying sounds like mice (or rats)

running across the floore
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"Hey," I said in a quiet voice," We'd better get going
if we want to get out of here and back to the road in time.
}Come on, you guys, wake up aﬁd let's goo'

I heard them groan as they stirred around and gradually
got themselves awakeo, Tim turned on his flashlight -=- which
made me feel 100% better at oncees That utter darkness was
really depressiné. .

Peter yawned, sbretched, and tried fo rub the soreness
out of his back, "I can definitely say that sleeping on
the édungeon floor is fit for monsters only," he said, and
everyone agreed with thats

It took half an hour 6r so to get up, repack our gear,
and setv off down the passageway again., We were all rested,
and we worked ourselves up into good spirits by talking
about how we'!d gotten rid of the trolle.

The passageway went for another fifty yards beyond the
troll bridge, then turned left, We were all on the alert,
and keeping a sharp look-out for any new dangere

And we didn't have long to waib,

Since I was in the lead, I was the first to notice that
the passageway coming up branched oft left and right in
front of us. The main way, though, still seemed straight
- ahead, But just to be on the safe side, I had Tim-flash: -
his light over to the left and righte. Nothing visible to
the right -- but just as he swung his light to the ler't,

we saw something whisk away from us -- something bige
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"What next?" Allen groaned as he pulled out his sword
and adjusted his shield. .

"Well, at least this time we should be ready for what-
ever that was," I said, pulling Palaro junior down from my
backpack. .

We carefully crept up to the place where the passageway
took the left fork. We still couldn't see anything; but
there was a scuttling sound, like soﬁething with long nails
hurrying across the floor.

So that we'd have the surprise jum on whatever it was,
we ali rushed around the corner at once, and shined the
fiashiight down the corridor. 'This branci of the hallway
was only about 10 yards deep -- a dead end. And at the
end of the dead end was a gigantic rat. It must have been
6 feet tall, and covered with long, stringy fur.

But the creature wasn!t making any move to attack yet.
In fact, it was clawing the wall at the end, as if it were
trying to escape from us. But now, it was cornered and
trapped. With a speed that was amazing for something its
size, the rat whirled around to face us, its eyes glowing
like red coals with rage and fear. Then it opened its jaws
and growled =- it might have been only a squeak it it had
been a regular-size rat. But this one had a deep growl like
a German shepherd. Its tail lashed back and forth Like a

cobra ready to strike.



Then 1t sprang,.

You wouldn't have believed such an enormous beast could
Jump so far and so fasts It knocked Peter ‘and me down like
bowling pins, and slashed into Allen and Tim with its razor-
sharp teeth and pointed claws. |

Allen got it first. The huge teeth cut into his sword
arm, and with a yell, Allen let his weapon clang to the
floor.

Peter was still lying on the fioor in a daze. I pulled
out my mace and leaped over Peter to where the rat was at-
tacking Allen. I gripped Palaro junior with both hands and
swung as hard as I could.

The mace sank into the ratts furry hide -- and bounced
off} It di@p't seem to have ahy effect at all ~=- except
that it stoppéd gnawing at Allen.

But now it looked like it was going to be my turn.
Just then, though, the rat gave a squeal of pain, and
turned away from me. Tim had stabbed it with his dagger,
and there was a stream of blLood trickling from the thing's
flank. With a growl of fury, it rushed at Tim. Allen was
back on his feet, and we pressed the attack on the rat from
behind, cutting and smashing with all our strength. The
rat finaiiy left Tim and turned back té use. Both Tim and
Alien were bleeding pretty badly.

Then, in the middie of the battle, a small tlame appear-

ed in mid-air behind the rat, who was getting ready to leap
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on us againe But the flame darted down and into the rat's
hairf hide. In an instant, the fire caught and blazed
along its whole body. We backed away from the burning mon-
ster as it twisted around and around, snapping at the flames
as it turned. Finally it rushed out into the main passage-~
way, running back down toward the troll bridge.

In another minute, the dungeon was dead quiet again,
except for our loud and labored breathing.

And once again, Peter was the hero of the day. It was
his attack with the matches -- under the protection of the
invisibility ring =-- that had finally saved our skins and
destroyed the rat. *
| But we were in no condition to do a victory dance this
time. Allen had two deep cuts on his right arm. And Tim's
face wgs badly mauled =~ bad enough to leave scars, unless
he could be healed right away.

"Well, now's the time to find out whether my Cure Wounds
8peli will work or not,"™ I said. "Let me try it on you
first, Tim." T a

So Tim and I sat down on the stones across from each
other, while Peter and Allen stood over us and watched.
Following Ishar's instructions, I put my hands over his
face, and slmt my eyes. For a minute, I didn't feel any-
thing. "Maybe this isn't going to work," I told myself --
but I kept still, and concentrated on passing Tim's wounds

over to myself,
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Then it happened.

I yelled as ir I'd been bitten by the rat myselfl ==
because, in a way, I had. I opened my eyes. The scratches
and bite marks were gone from Tim's face =-- he was com-
pletely healed. But I could feellthem on my own face,
burning and searing at my flesh. Tears weliled up in my
eyes, but I clenched my fists and stared straight ahead.
Peter and Tim and Allen were all looking at me intently,
half out of concern and half out of fascination with the
- whole process.

Then the pain began to go away. It was like an echo
fading out, becoming fainter and less distinct every sec-
ond. Finally, after about five minutes, all the pain was
gone.

"Thahks, Charies," Tim said. "I bet I would have been
scarred for life if yéu hadn't cured me."

"It's an amazing thing, feeling someone elsel!s pain,"
was éLL-I could manage to saye. |

"Someone once said that pain is the best seacher or
sympéthy," Peter said,

"In that case," I repiied, "I just got an A in the course."

"I hate to ask you to go through the same thing again so
soon," said Allen, "but could you cure me too? That rat
reélly sliced up my fighting arm." ‘

I rememﬁered Ishar saying that once a day was a2ll most

beginners could work the Cure Wounds cure. And, of course,
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I wasn't too eager v0 go on that pain trip again so soon.
But Allen needed the help, so I toid him I'd try.

But then came a howl from the passageway, and we all
whirled around to face the new menace. Allen's wound

would have to waite.
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CHARMING COMPANY

Maybe they were attracted by the noise, maybe by the
smellL of blood, or maybe by the hope that the rat would
have turned us into easy preyo. But whatever their reason,
six stocky human-like creatures rushed down on us from the
haliway. Their swords were drawn and menacing, and theilr
pig=snouted faces wore looks of insanitye.

"orcss" shoﬁted Peter as he slipped on his ring and
vanished from sighte

"This is a great time to chicken out, Pever,” I caited
out as I swang my mace Palaro Yunior to meet theﬂsword-thrust
of the first orce Alien was still wounded, and Tim had only
a dagger. ‘he orcs were pounding ana slashing away at our
shields, driving us to the wall, There was no skilli in
their fighting -- only a kind of berserk frenzy that made
them swing wildly at our defenses, But skill or no skill,
Tim and I couldn't hope to defeat ail six of thems

Then Peter reappeared behinda the orcs, and started
performing his weird Charm Person dance. His feet were
going through the intricate pattern that Ishar had taught
him, while his eyes and fingertips were focused on the
skulis of the orcs as they pressed their attacke

I began to notice that the biows from four of the
monsters were growing siower aud weaker. *wo of them,

though, contimued to hack and harmer away at our shie.ds
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with futs force. A lucky shot from my mace caught one of
the stili-active orcs a glancing blow on the headoe It
reeled back, stunnea but not unconscious., But just atv that
moment, another orc banged Allen's shieid from his hand,
and raised its sword to strike the death-blow,

Just then Peter yeiled out," Siavess Listen to me.

You are in my power nowe. Cease jour attack on those people,
You wili do as I tell you,"

Four of thém immediaceiy let their sworde-arms droop
to their sides, lTheir eyes had a glazed, far-away looke
They were obviously in Peter's powers

But the other two orcs jﬁst as obviously were note
The one attacking Alien haited for a few seconds and
turned to see what had happened to its fellowse It must
have figured out that Peter somehow held them caétive, s0
it turned on him with a snarli,

"Protect your masteri Atvack the traitori" Peter come
nanded, pointing to the onfushing orco At once four swords
slashed out, battering the astonished orc, and sending him
to the fioor under a shower of blowse A& lunge from one or
Peter'!s new s.aves, and the orc on the.fioor was deade

ﬁeanwhixe, though, the one I had stumnned had recovered,
Seeingz what was happening, it ran up behind one of its
spell-bound fellows and drove its sword into the charmed

orcis backe Mortally wounded, it howled and feli to the 1loor,



"Attacke" Peter shouted again, pointing at the last
orc ﬁot under his control. The fight was a good one, and
lasted for maybe five mimutes., But three against one is
bad odds among equals; and eventually, the last enemy=~orc
lay stilli on the dungeon fioor,

Peter was watching all this action with a look of real
pleasure on his face, And no wonder == he now had a group
of orc warriors under his complefe control, and he could
do with them whatever he wanteds As soon as the fight was
over, he ordered them to stand’ét attention, The orcs then
stood stock stili, their eyes still glassy=-looking, like
they!'d been hypnotizede
. "Well, weli," said Peter, grinning from ear to ear,
"That Charm Person spell certainly works wonders with
humanoid enemiese From now on, these brutes wili do our
heavy fighting for us. Battles are far more interesting
to me if I'm not bothered with the necessity of protecting
my own lifee Yes indeed, these creatures will certainly

come in handy."

1.1

"But how long will the spell last?" Tim asked. "Remember,

my Hold Portal spell is only good for‘thirty mimites,s And
I dontt want to be around when those orcs wake up and fiud
out how they!ve been usedo"

"True," Peter admitted," your speitr lasts only for
thirty minutes. But the effeéts of Charlest's Cure Wounds
spelt presumably lasts forever, Perhaps the Charm Person

will work indefinitely."
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"In other words," I said,”" we don't have any idea
how iong the spell will hold. It might'iast for another
thirty days -~ or another thirty seconds,"

"Alas, you'lre correct there," Peter said with a
sighe " I regret that I failed to ask Ishar in more
detail about the properties of this speli,"

"The question right now," Tim said,"~ is, can we
trust the speil enough to take the orcs with us to do our
fighting? What it the speli wears off while we're asleep
of woundéd? They could do us in pretty fast if we're not
carefuls" |

"Itm for doing them in right now before they snap out
of it," said Allen as he drew his sworde "Welre going to
have eﬁough trouble down here without carﬁﬁiﬁg more along
with use"

"I tye gov to go along with Allen," Tim saide "They!re
just too dangerous to have alonge" ' ‘ |

"But just think of the fighting they could do for us,"
I saide I liked Peter's plan, even though it involived a
certain risk, .

"Besides," Peter added," if the charm wears ofr, I
could just charm them againe"

"ot if you'lre asleep or out of tﬁe action," Tim saidq,

And so we argued and discussed the question for some
times Tim and Allen kept insisting on the danger involved.

Peter and I kepc'stressing the use they could be to us in
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a tight spote Finally I came up with a soiution,

"Look," I said, "whut we seem to be most worried about
is their coming out of the spell and attacking us when we're
not watching =~ right? Well, then, to begin with, we'll
take away their swordé. And, if you still don't think
that!s enough, we could tie their hands."

*Thatfs great," said Tim, "but then what good will they
be to us in a figﬁﬁ?" | i

I was ready for ¥hat one. "When we're ready to fight,
we cut them loose and give them back their swords. And
when we're sleeping, we can take turns watching guard over
them. What do you think?"

Allen was persuaded.' Tim still wasn't too sure he
liked the idea, but he went along with the majority. So
we tied the orcs! hands behind them, then sat down to discuss

plans of what we should do next.
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DISAPPEARANCE

We tried to question the orcs, but they just grunted
in their own kind of growl-language, and we couldn't under-
stand a thing. They seemed to respond to Peter's céﬁmands
by obeying his thoughtse. But communicating with them by
way of' language was oﬁt; Peter could tell them what to do;
tut we couldn't get any information out of them.

We decideé to check out the right fork of the passage-
way before we proceeded down the main path again. We knew
we might be asking for more trouble. But by now we were
getting into the spirit of the whole adventure, and we were
willing to explore the dungeon more thoroughly. And with
three orcs to fight for us (we hoﬁedl), we could take more
risks. -

I tried my Cure Wounds spell on Allen now, but it
didn't work =- not very well, that is. His wound faded
out part way, and my own arm took on a kind of ghost wound
which quickly went away. At least Allen felt a little bet=-
ter. We bandaged up his arm, and I promised him I'd try
again later.

We crossed the central passageway, heading dovm the
right forke. It went north for only about ten yards, then
turned right. Then after about another thirty yards to

the east, we came to a dead end ==~ or so it seemed at first.
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But the left wall seemed to shimmer in a strange way when
we flashed our light on it. It was like the wall was
slightly out of focus, even though it seemed solid when
you first looked at it.

"Let me take a look at it," said Allen. Although he
had a wounded arm, he sﬁill wanted to get into the act
right away. So he pushed by me and put his arm up to the
wall.

And his arm went right through itl

"An illusory wall!" Peter said with delight. "Perhaps
it's there to guard some valuable treasure."

"Or to hide some hungry monster," said Tim.

We all stuck: our heads through the unreal wall. On
the other side was a small room -- entirely bare, except
that the floor shimmered with the same unreal quality that
the wall had.

"Let's send an orc in to explore around first," said
always careful Tim. )

"Save your orc. I'll check it out," said ever-reckless
Allen. |

"Hey, waitl" I yelled. Too late. Allen took a step
into the room =-- and dropped out of sight through the floor.

"Hey, what. « " were the last words we heard from Allen.
Then nothing -- no jells, no crash from his hitting the floor:

just silence.
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"Remarkable," said Peter., "It would appear that the
floor is an illuéion, tooo" -

We dropped down to our~knées and stuck our heads through
the unreal wall and the unreal floor. Beneath the floor
there was a pit, only about five feet deep (luckily for Allen,
I thought). In the far corner lay a skeleton, still clothed,
a rusty sword in its bony hand, looking as it he were only
resting against the wall of the pit. |

In the cornér, right below where Allen had fallen, the
stones glowed with a soft purple light. Allen was nowhere
to be seen. But it was my guess that those glowing stones
had something to do with his disappearance.,

"You don't think that skeleton might be Allen =~ or
wh;tis left of him, do you?" Tim asked.

"Quite unlikely," said'Peter; "Look at Mister Bones's
clothes -- quite different from Allen's. Notice the boots,
for example."

"The boots!" Tim shouted. I saw a pair like that in
Ishaf's shop. .6h man, it those are the same boots . . .

.and there are the gloves. That must be the same outfit I
saw." Tim was really excited,

"What are they supposed to do?" I asked.

"Are we going to engage in a discussion about a pair of
boots and gloves, or are we going to attempt to locate Allen2"

Poeter asked.
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"You're right," I saia,. ?Got.any good idegs for finding
him?" ) '

}What Wwe clearly need," Sa;d Peter in a cool voice, "is
the épplication of deductive logice Now, let!s review the
facts. We saw Allen walk into the illusory room. We heard
his voice as he fell through the illusory floor. We Looked
into the.pit beneath the floor, but saw oniy a skeleton and
some purple, glowing stones. The skeleton, as we saw by the
clothes it is wearing, is evidéntly not Ailen. Furthermore,
the glowing stones are located precisely where he would have
landed. Therefore I conclude that the glowing stones most
probably account for Allen's disappearance."

- "Bravol Brilliant!“ I shouted, clappiné my hends. "And
now, what should we do?" '

"Do?!" Peter replied; "Why, I have no idea. I was
merely ;ﬁalyzing the facts."

"Why don't we drop an orc onto the glowing stones and
see what happens,”" Tim suggested.

"Ahi The very action I was about to recommend," Peter
said. ‘ |

But we agreed that it would be cruel just to push the
creature in and watch it break its head, or else drop through
a trap door =~ and besides, we needed that orc as a fighter.
So Tim and I each held onto one otf its arms, and we Llowered
one of the gilassy-eyed orcs down through the iilusory floor,

into the pit, and onto the purple, glowing stones,



And as soon as its feet touched the stones, the orc
disappeared, just as ir he'd been wearing an invisibility
ring.

Tim and I, who had been holding onto the orc, fell
backwards with a gasp of surprise. Where did it go?

And, even more important, did Allen go to the same ﬁlace?
_ "Now for an important question,”" said Peter. "Should
we ail attempt to touch the glowing'stones? or should
only one of us g§ through and try to find Alien?"

"Whatever we db," I said, "I think we'd betfer stick
togeﬁher. If only one ol us ménaged to find Allen, then

weld all still have the problem of trying to get back to-

gefher again. If we all go, at least our fighting strength

will be up to its best level."

"That!'s one way of 1ookiné at it," said Tim. "Another
way is that we could ail wind up lost-together." ‘

"Wé don't really know where we are right now, for that
matter,” I replied. Mfouldn't it be better if all four of
us wereitrying to get‘out or the dungeon together?®

“MYoutre right. But before we hop onto those éiowing
stonés, I want to check out those boots aﬁd gloves the
skeleton's wearing."

"Phere is one qifficulty to your proposali," said
Petér. How are you going to get over to the far end of
the pit without landing directly on those glowing stones

which, presumably, will transport you elsewhere?"
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"7111 just have to take a runhing leap," said Tim. So

he backed off and ran straight at the illusionary wall.
It looked pretty strange to see him running full force at
a wall, even though we knew the wall wasn't really there.
But he went flying through it, then dropped down through
the flioor that also wasn't really there,

Peter and I stuck ouf heads down ana looked into the
pite Tim had landed on his feet, and was pulling the
boots off the skeleton.

"0h man, I think these are ths ones," Tim yelled. He
was really excited. M"Come on down."

"Thanks anyway," said Peter, "but I believe that I'd
best stay up here to keep an eye on my orcs."

"Itm coming right down," I shouted to Tim. "Stand _
back down there." And I took my runnihg leap through the
not-there wall, ferl through the not-there floor, and
landed on my f'eete.

"Well done,.Charles," said Peter, with his head sticking
throﬁgh the fioor above me.

Tim was trying to put the boots on, but without success.
"Darn it! My feet are too big for the boots. Hey, come
here, Charles, and let!'s see if they'll fit you."

"What are thdse boots supposed to do?" I asked as I
pulled of'f my hiking boots. h

"See if they fit first, then I'.ll show you," Tim said.
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"You know, I saw a matched pair of boots ana gloves just
Like-these in Ishar's shop «- for 1,000 gold piecesi”

The boots fit me; and the gloves were f'ine, too,.
They looked and felt great. The insides were Lined with
some kind of silver fur that seemed to grip my hands and
feet. The outside was a soft, grey leather that had gold
thread stitched into it. When I looked more closely, I
saw that the stitching seemed to be patterned into the
same kind or rune-writing we'd seen on the rings and the
wand. '

I was eager to find out why these boots and gloves
should cost 1,000 goid pieces in Ishar's shop. I know
that it should have seemed strange to Be wearing a pair
ol boots and gloves that had just come oil of a skeleton.
But by now, I was getting more used to the weird things
that could and did happea in a dungeon iike this. After
coming across everyting from orcs to glant spiders, wear-
ing a skeleton?!s outfit seemed almost naturall

"Now, " said Tim, "turn around and put both hands on
the wail,"

So I did.

"Now put one foot on the wall."

So I dide

* "And now put your other foot on the wall."
I didn't. ™yait a minute," I said, "are you crazy?

I'll fali fiat on my back."



"Not i1 those boots and gloves are what I think they
are. Just try it."

And in fact, T noticed that my gloved hands seemed to
be fastened to the wall iike they were cemented there, I
moved the foot that was aiready pianted on the wall. I¥
resisted, then moved. All right! I thought -- this just
might work!

So I pulled my hands off, then put them back up higher
on the wall; I braced one foot on the wall, and then the
other. And I stayed there, hanging like a human spider.
Then I moved one foot, and it came swinging away. Then,
unfortunately, I moved both hands at once, and came crash-
ing down to the floor.

"Keep practicing, Charies," Peter said excitedly from
the floor above. M"You'll get it."

"Tn Ishar's éhﬁp,".Tim said, “tngt boot and glove com=-
bination was called the Master Climber's Set. You can
climb anywhere with them == even on the ceiling."

But right then I was only picking myseli up off the
fioor. Cirearly, I needed practice. It was strange, but
when I walked around I discovered that the boots didn't
cling to the floor at all. They heid traction only when

I was climbing. That was a great feature ol those boots

--'otnerwise, I wouldn't have been able to wear them except

Tor climbing.
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I went back to the wall. This time I tried a system
ol alternately lirting my right arm up, then the left Leg
as I put my right hand down; Left arm up,’Left leg down;
Iright leg up, Leff hand down =- and so on. It was slow
and complicated at first; and twice I almost dropped back
to the fioor. But pretty soon I was scrambiing up and
‘down the waitl like Spiderman.

"Phis is great, Tim," I said, crouched upside down on
the ﬁall, my legs sticking'up througn the iliusionéry floor
above me. "But I feel bad that you can't use them. Want
to try puéting on these boots again?"

"That'!s all right, Charles,” ﬁeléaid. "I've got this
wand. I don't know what it's géod for yet;‘but I have the
feeling I'll find out before wetre out or the dungeon.

And since I've got the wand, you ought to have the Master
CLimber's Set. We showsd sprit up all treasures equally
among all or us, right?" '

"Ahemi" said Pever from above. "I hate to disturb you
gentiemen'in your polite conversatioﬁj but we are missing
Allen ana one orc, you know. Don't you think we should
attempt to locate them?" |

"He's right," I said, ciimbing down from the wail. I
felt kind of guiity for piaying arocund white Alien might
nee& our help -=- wherever he was.

"0.K.," said Tim, "who's going to step on those glowing

stones first?"



T think Peter ought to go first with his orcs," I
said., M"If there's any trouble at the other end, Peter
can use his new fighters to help out. And we'll come
along rignt behind them."

"Assuming, of course; that we all wind up at the same
place," Peter said. “What it those stones are the entrance-
way to a random-direction telekenesis transporter?™

"A what?" Timrand I asked together. '

Peter laoked at us impatiently. "You know -= a device
that sends you somewhere ih an instanﬁ, Like the transporter
beam in Star Trek."

"But Spock and Kirk always go to the same place when they
use their transporter," I said. "So what's all this jazz
about 'random-direction!?" .

"Tfue," Peter admitted. "But this one may operate on
different ?rinciples.“ )

"Well, then we'll all land on the sténes at the same
time," I said. "Then maybe we'll have a better chance of
coming out togetﬁer." '

"How about the orcs?" Tim asked.

"We'll have to loweé.them onto the stones first," I
said. "Then we goo" |

So Peter Lowered the second orc down onto the glowing

stones and poofl he disappeared in a fraction ot a second.

Then the last orc went through.
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"Now come on down here, and we'll all jump together,"
I cailed to Peter. He took a running jump over the stones,
and came falling down to wheré we were sténding at the
bottom or the pit. He landed with a crash, but he wasn't
mrt. -
"You ought to spend more time on gymnastics in P.E;,"
I said as Peter slowly got up from his crash-landing.
"It1s true, my jumping technique is hot very profés-
sionéi," he repiied, "I'LL have to read a book or two
on the art of jumping éééurately." And he was serious!
Then we all lined up in rront of the glowing stones.
"Jump on the count of three," I said. "One, two. . .

threel"

And we were gone.
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The first thing we saw when we reappeared was Allen
struggling with a tied=-up orc. The two charmed orcs that
came through the teieportation stones {that's what Peter
called them) with us were still under his control. But
since the other one had been away from Peter for so long,
it must have gotten out of his control. The speli was
broken, and the orc was snarling with rage, trying to
butt Allen with its heado

I gave the struggling orc a good rap on the head with
old Palaro Junior, and the monster collapsed like a de=
flated balloone . ... »

Allen gouv up and dusted himself ofi. "It's about time
you guys showed up," he saido " What were'you doing back
there -- having an anchovy milkshake?"

"We were merely trying to gscertéﬁn the best course of
action," Peter explained in a calm voiceo "You wouldn't
want us to do anything rash, would you?"

"0h, indubitably nogative," Allen feplied in a petrect
imitation of Peter's style,

"Say," said Tim," do you guys realize just where we
are?" ' |

"I looked around. "This does look familiar," I replied,

Then I noticed the stéirway leading up. Yhere was the ocoze



and the jagged cracks and the deadly-looking mushrooms.
"Wetre right back where we startedi"

We were all amazed. The teLepoftation stones had some-
how sent us back to the beginning o1 the passageway through
the dungeon.

"Oh not!" Allen groaned. "Do you mean we've got to go

‘back over the same path again -- past the kobolds and spiders

and across that rickety troll bridge?"

"Look at it this way," I said. "At least we know where

we are. We could have wound up sumewhere down in the tenth.

level, and not had the foggiest idea where we were or where

we ought to go."

"Fellow adventurers," Peter said, "may I remind you that

- ir we wish we could take the path to the left tnis timé.
Perhaps it mightv lead to somewhere new and exciting."
feter's idea sounded good to us. It would mean ﬁaking
a new path -- one that dian't iLead by the kobolds! room
(although we felt pretty sure we could handle them easily
with the help of our new orc-fighters); and there might be
new adventures and treasures down the left fork. So we
took it.
But as it turned out, our side trip was uneventful.
In fact, after a couple of bends in the path, we found
ourselves back in the main passageway again, about ten

yards down from the Kobold room.

126



127

"Just a minute, you guys," Tim said. "Let me make a
map ot where we've been in the dungeon so far. I think

we ought to know where we're going, and where we've come

from." So here!s the map Tim drew:

illusory floor, pit beneath,

glowing teleportation
stones

e"illuso::'y wall
. ‘ | &

<“troll bridge

unknown —

giant rat & orcs

<'-’giant spiders

i
;—_}" kobold room

E .
’ &=dead end

Eg
S

cairs into dungeon

- After Tim had finished the map, we double-timed on down
But when we

the hallway, hoping to make up for lost time,
got to the troll bridge, we had a nasty surprise walting for
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use. One of the orcs who'd escaped Peter'!s spell was standing
on the other side of the bridge laughing at us. It_grunted
something in its own 1aﬁguage, then hacked at the-ropes that
held the bridge fastened to the floor on the other side.

The bridge groaned and sagged to one side as its support-
ing rope dropped away. Still laughing cruelly, the orc
proceeded to slash away at the other rope.

"If he cuts that rope, we're trapped over here," I yelled.
"Try to charm it, Peterl" So Peter tried his Charm Person
épell on it again; but éither the distance was too great, or
the spell just wouldn't work on that orc, or else Peter had
just used up his magié for a while.

In another minute, the rope was cut, and the whole bridge
came away with a clatter, and fell down through the blackness
of the pit. It was still fastened to the stones on our side,-
of course. But that wouldn't do us much good. The bridge
crashed into the stones beléw us, and the looseried boards
fell away into the depths of the pit.

The orc was still standing at the edge ot the pit on the
other side, laughing at us and gloating over the bad fix het'd
put us in., But just then, a huge, thin hand reached over the
edge and grabbed the orc's leg. The laugh at once changed to
a shriek of terror as thé troll pulled the stuggling orc over
the side, Then it was gone. We tried to shine our light over

to see where the troll had taken the orc. I thought I saw a
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kind of cave dug into the side or.the pit wall, about ten
feet down from the edge. But I couldn't be sure, because of
the way that pit seemed to swallow light. The troll and the
orc were both gone == that I knew, and it was just fine with
me. |

But now, of course, there was a new problem: how were
we going to get across that pit with the bridge down?

"I have some répe in my backpack," Tim said. "ngbe
we could lasso the stakes that held the bridge up over there."

We agreed on Tim's idea; so he took out his rope, and
tied it into a lasso. Allen pitched it over the pit =- tut
it fell short. He tried again and again. But he wasn't any
kind of cowboy, so he missed every time.

"Even if he does get it," I said, "how can we be sure
it!s fastened tight on the other side?"

"Got any other ideas for getting fﬁis rope over there?"
Allen asked me. He was getting frustrated at not being aﬂle
to rope the stake. |

"I sure do," I replied. "I'll just walk over there and
tie the rope on." .

"Oh really, Spiderman? Let!'s see you try it," Allen
challenged me., Tim and Péter just stood there smiling,
since we hadn't told Allen about the boots and gloves yet.

I hitched the rope into my belt, waiked over to the wall
and put my hands on it. The grip felt firm; but the thought

of crawling alon; the wall over that deep pit was pretty



frightening. But I had to try it if we wanted to get that
rope fastened and get us all over to ‘the other side.

Besides, I wanted to see the look on Allen's face when
I started crawling the wall,

So I made sure my hands were firm, planted my feet on
the wall, then started my trek across. I was being super
careful; but I couldn't resist a look back over my shoulder
at Allen. "Come on!" I shouted back at him. "Why don't
you try it?" ) - |

Allen was thunderstruck. "I don't believe it. I just
don't believe it," he kept sgying over and over. His eyes
looked iike they would pop out of nis head in amazement.

I continued edging my way across. DBut just as I almost
reached the other side, I got a little too eager. My feet
came away from the wall, and only the grip with my hands was
holding me up. But that wasn't enough to keep me in the same
place} and I started sliding down into the pit.,

Luckily, my fingers caught an 6utcropping rock about
twenty feet down. I dug in, and finaily got my feet planted
on the wall again. But down that far, the stones were slip-
pery with some kind of wet moss, so my grip wasn't too good.
Carefully, oh so carefully, I inched my way back up the wall.

About half way up, I could hear crunching sounds that

seemed to come from inside the wall itselrs PFirst I strained

my eyes =-- then I reaiized what I was hearing. The sound was
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coming from the troli's cave, and it was eating something

== probablLy the orc. 'I shivered, then continued my climb.

I had no great love for that orc, since it had cut down the
bridge, and caused the danger and hassle I was going through
just then. But I felt sorry for it anyway. After all, I'd
almost.been a troll's dinner once myself,

After what seemed like hours, I finaily dragged myself
up over the ledge. Then I tied the rope to one of the stakes
that used to hold upvthe bridge, yanking on them hard to make
sure they could bear the weight of peoplé crossing over the pit.:

"0.K., you guys," I yeiled across, '"now comes the hard
part; You're going to have to swing hand-over-hand on the
rope to this side. And make it as fast as you can, because
there's no telling when that trolli might come out for another
course for his dinneri"

- They conferred for-a minute, then Peter shouted, "We've
decided to let the orcs test the strength of the rope.and
stake first. Here they comel"”

Peter issued his command,-and the first orc came swinging
across. It reached my side without any trouble, and scrambled
up over the ledge. Then it stood stock still, staring off into
space, just as Peter}had told it to, waiting for the next
orders.

The second orc also came over without any trouble. Then

Peter came dangling across. He was causing the rope to sway



more than the orcs had, so I pulled on the line to keep it

steadier. I was so involved in watching Peter come across

that I didn't even see the hand that came creeping up over

the ledge. Suddenly, I felit a familiar iron grip around ny
ankles.

I let out a yell, let go of the rope, grabbed my mace and
swung hard at the grasping hand. There was a sharp crack as
steel struck knuckles, and the_hand let go. Peter reached my
side safely; but the troll was moving farther down the ledge
away from me. Then he began climbing up.

Since Tim wés.coming across on the rope, we had to act

fast. "Attack the troli!"™ Peter commanded his two orcs.
But then we realized: Alién had their swords! I groaned,
realizing that we'd been over-careful with the orcs. But
there wasvnothing for them to do now but fight with.thgir
bare hands. .

Both orcs immediately struck at the trolli, and there
" were savage grunts and howls as nails and teeth tore at
fleshe But the troll was just too strong for them. In a
mimute, it lifted one of the struggiing orcs high in the
air, and was about to fiing it into the other orc, when
Peter yelled to the orc still free, "Push them! Ram them
both over the edgel” The orc then charged into the troli
at full speed. With a groan, the troll and its struggiing

orc-victim toppled over the edge of the pit. And for the
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second time, I heard its hideous howl as it fell through the
darkness.

Finally Tim made it over, and we were all standing to-
gether, looking over the edge of the pit. We all congratu-
lated Peter on his quick thinking by having the orc get rid
of the troli in the way it did.

"Thank you for the compiiment," Peter said. "But it'!'s a
great pity that we're down to one charmed orc." He sighed
with obvious regret. ' |

"You're right, or course," I said. "But think of where
we'd be right now it those orcs hadn't been along with us."

"In his dining room down there," Allen said, pointing .
down to the troll cave.

"Those troll rust be impossible to destroy," said Tim.

"I bet he'll just crawl back up here again after his plunge."

"Let!'s hope we never have to cross this pit again," said

Allen., "I sure didn't like swinging by a rope over that pit
- especially with a hungry troli on the other sidel”

"Let!s get out o1 here now," I said. ™We've got‘to keep
moving ir we want to get out of this dungeén."

So down the passageway we went again, ever on the

iookout for danger, treasure =~ and a way out!l
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THE BANDITS AND THEIR CAPTIVE

We travelled for over a hundred yards going east down
the passageway. It scemed awiulliy quiet aiLl of a sudden.
The only sounds were our breathing and an occasional drip
of water splashing in a puddie on the floor. We ate a
little food on our way, since we didn't want to waste any
time by stopping to eat. It was eerié, too, waiking down
a dark passageway with only flashlight beams for lignt, and
a charmed, pig-nosed orc lumbering along by Petert!s side.

We came to a bend in the passageway, then turned north.
After another twenty yards, a fork oirf the main passageway
branched to the right. Now, usually at places lLike that,
we would get into a discussion of‘argument about which way
we should go.

Not this time, though. We heard muffled shouts, followed
by a high-pitched scream coming from the.pathway Leading
right. We shined our iights down that way. But the fork
seemed to dead-end after about twenty yards. The shouts
and the scream, though, seemed to have come from behind the
wall.

"Let's check it out," said Alien, and he took off in the
direction or the sounds before we could stop him,

"Alient's going to land us in a heap of trouble one of
these days if he keeps on acting before he thinks," Tim

said as we all foliowed Allen down the right fork.
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And, as we wouid soon find out, Tim was right.

By the time we reached him, Allen had atready made a
discovery. "This is another one of those unreal walls.
Look," he said, plunging his arm through the solid-looking
stone. _

"A true observation," Peter said, "However, this time
I woula suggest that you-test the floor on the other siae
before you leap through."

Just then, another high-pitched scream, followed by
bursts of shoutihg 'and loud laughter, came from the other
side orf the iliusory walle. Tim stuck his head through the
.non-stones, and shined his fiashlight around in the space
beyond.

"There's a doorway about another ten yards down," he
said. "And all that 'noise seems to be coming from the
other siae or the door,"

We all agreed to go down and investigate. "But let's
be very, very quiet about itv," I said. We readied our
weapons, and went through the wall sLowly, testing the flioor
every step of the way. It was solid enough -- although
Allen slipped on one ol the big blue mushrooms that sprouted
from the fioor. ILuckily, we caught him before he went
crashing to the stones.

Pretty soon we were standing by a huge stone door that

looked exactly Like the locked one back down at the beginning
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of the dungeon passageway. This door, though, was siightly
opens I carefully peered around the corner and into the
room. |

The room was about twenty yards on a side. In the
center was a small fire that burned and crackled smokily,
and sent weird, wavering shadows scurrying around the dark
walls. On the far siae o1 the fire there were four big,
burly men standing around someone -- or something (I couldn't
tell which) =-- tied to the back wall, Whatever or whoever
it was, the bandits were questioning in angry voices. After
a minute or so their voices got louder and more impatient.
Finaily one or them lashed out with his fists, and there was
another high-pitched scream. <The men laughed at the scream,
then started in on their questioning againe.

Tim, Peter, and then Allen crept around to the crack in
the doorway and looked in. The spell-bound orc stood im-
mobile.in the background, still awaiting Peter!s next cormand.

"It would appear that someone in there is in great dis-
tresé," Peter whispered. "Do you think we should atterpt a
rescue?™

"I don't know," Tim said, "those guys look pretty big.
And there are four of them =-- érmed, too, from what I can
see."

"Ah., . .ah. « .ah. . " == Allen was starting to sneeze!

We ail clamped our hands over his mouth and pinched his nose.
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"If you sneeze now," I whispered fiercely in Allen's
ear, "we're going to téke you back and feed you to the
trolll" But fortunately, the sneeze stayed bottled up.

Tim whispered, "If we could lure those thugs out here,
we might be able to untie whoever!'s being held captive in
there. I could do a hold portal spelle o "

"Right -- then we'd all be trapped inside," I said.
"What we need is a plan to keep them in there while we
sneak in and rescue the victim,"

-"And how do you propose to distract them long enough
to bfing the victim out here without those thugs noticing
the abduction?" Peter asked.

"Maybe. .‘;"'I began. But just then there was another
scream, Allen looked into the room.

"Hey, they're torturing a womanl" Allen yelled out loud.
"They're beating up on a girl they've got tied to the wall!
They éan't get away with thatl" And he drew his sword ana
rushed in, a |

With ail his yelling, Allen had attracted the attention
of the big bruisers inside; They looked startled for a
moment; but they recovered fast, drew their weapons, and
came at Allen.

"Oh man," I said, "Allen's realiy done it this time."

I tried to stop him, but it was too lute. He'd already

leaped into the room, determined to be the Noble Rescuer



of the Fair Lady in Distress, And'we had to follow him in
and fight, or he'd be cut down in a minute.

But as it happened, the fight never took place. A rap
on the skull from behind, ana Allen went down and out. As
soon as I came into the room, I realized what had happened:
there were five of them in the room -- and one of them had
been standing guard by the door. We never heard or saw him.
And so when Allen went running in, the guard just whacked
him from benind.

I saw that there was no way I could hold otf all five
of them with my mace, so I dropped Palaro junior and held
up my hands in surrender. Tim, too, dropped his dagger =-
but Peter had gotten away. Or else he'd disappeared.

The three of us were disarﬁed, pushed back to the wall,
and tied up there alongside oi the girli we'd tried to rescue.
After we'd been bound up, I got a better lbok at the girs.
She seemed to be somewhere between sixteen and eighteen
years old, %all and thin, with dark, straight hair that hung
down over her shoulders. She shouid have looked pretty
pathetic, with her eyes alli red and her cheeks pufry from
cryinges But I immediately saw something cruel in her eyes.
I could understand her hating the men who'd been torturing
‘her, but she looked like she hated the world. And ir the
tabies had been turned, I could believe that she might dish

out much worse treatment thai. she!d been receiving herseu.f,
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It was just a feeling I had about her. And I think I was at
least part right. '

She looked down on us a3 we gasped for breath. We were
bound to stakes in the wall by strong ropes that puiled our
arms up over our heads. It was really uncomfortabie, and
ﬁard to breathe.

"Fools!" she said, spitting out the words. "You certainiy
made a mess of your great hercic rescue, didn't you?“

Allen couldn't believe what he was hearing. "ngt a
minute," he yelléd. "We were trying. o " u

you failed," she“interrupted. "Phat's all that matters
now. You tried,"and you failed." “

"She's right," I said to Allen. "We were fools to come
nunning in like that. We should have-éianned it out carefully
-~ or else just Left her here, and gone back to Ishar for
help." I'd forgotten that it wouldn't have been an easy
mattefAté get back over the troll pié with the bridge gone.

Meanwhiie the bandits were talking among themseives.
They were going through our backpacks, keeping everything
they wanted and fiinging the rest around the room. It
wasn't Long before one of them came across Tim's wand.

"Hey, look at this," the bandit saia, hoiding up the
wand for his fellows to see. M"Looks Like magic stuff.

Let's see if we can get Miss Witch over there to show us

how it works."
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"Don't bother," said one of his buddies. "We haven't
been abie to get the location of the Buried Idol out of
her. She won't teil us nothing about nothing."

"Oh yes she wili," said the one with the wand as he
walked over to us. "Which one of you characters owned this
wand?" he asked us.

di did," Tim confessed at once. "But I don't have any
idea how it works. If I did, you can bet I'd have tried it
out on you." | N .

'The bandit laughed a kind of snariing laugh. "You know,
kid, I think you're telling the truth. You don't look Like
any kind of magician. But now Queenie here" -~ he pointed
to the girl -- "Now, she knows all about spells and that
kind of thing, don't you?" A

He held the wahd in ffont of her eyes, turning it
around s.owly in his fingers; She turned her head aside
-~ but I could see her looking out of the corher of her
eye at the rune-lebters on the wand.

"Maybe the game's changed now that we have your little
helpérs tied up -- right, witchie?" said the bandit. Then
he snaried, "If you don't te.l us ;here that blasted idol
is, and show me how to work this wand, I'm going to cook
your little friends here over the fire -- real slow."

The witch girl didn't even blink. "Go right ahead,"
she said with a 1little laugh. "Just save me a little for

dessert, won't you?"
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The bandit drew back his fist and slugged her with a
hard right. "You won't be so cutesy when we're thrdugh
with you, my ﬁasty little witch-princess. Ccme on now:
cooperate,.and we'!'ll let you in for a cut or the loot.,.
All you have to do first is tell me how to operate this
wand. Come on -- what do you say?"

The girl looked at the wand aééin. She was trying to
act casual and cool about it; but I could see her interest
pretty clearly.

~"Let me see it more clearliy," she said. The bandit
held it up for her to see. She looked carefully at the
runes. Then she smiled a sour smilé, and spit in the
‘bandit's face. "It's a child's toy, you idiot. There's
no magic in that rod." |

The bandit started to hit her again, but his fellows
called him off., They wanted her conscious for more ques-
tioning later. So the bandit with the wand left her with
& curse, and went back to his comrades at the fire.for
more taik, drink-swiliing, and meat-eating. |

"Is that wand really worthLess?" Tim asked her, "Or
were you just trying to throw them off the track?"

The girl looked at Tim for a moment. "How daid you
manage to get ahold of a Doom Fire Wand? You certainliy
don't look like a magicianes And I can'é believe you're

warriors."
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Tim ignored the insult. "A Doom Fire Wand? What does
it do?™" | '

"iﬁu'll find out soon enough if they learn how to use
it," she said. "But you s3till haven't answered my question:
how did you get the wand?"

"We found it," I sai&;

"Ha -= a.likeiy story!" she replied.

"But it's true. We. o of

"Don't bother explaining, Charies," Tim said. "She
wouldn't believe you anyway." We were both pretty angry
with her., After all, we did.try to help her escape --
or, at least, Allen did, and we followed Allen. It was
true that we'd botched the job, barging in like that and
getting caught from behind. But we did try.

The girls fmst have been reading our thoughts, because
her iooks softened just a bit, and she said, "I appreciate
the spirit of your attempt. But you'!li have to admit you
didn't carry it otff very weil. And now, we're alil here =-
doomed, I suppose, to be tortured to death by those vile
barbarians." Then her lLips set firm. "But they'li never
get a word ot information out of me,." |

"What is this buried idol they were talking about?"
Allen asked. B

"That's my business," she snapped back. She was back

to her olid hard—as-nails.self.



"Sorry I asked," Allen replied sarcastically. Since he
was the one who'd tried to rescue her, he was understandably
pretty bitter about her cold, unfriendly attitude toward us.
By now, I was getting mad about her sneering words.

"Listen," I said to her, "it won't do you any good to
treat us like enemies., We've never heard of your precious
Buried Idol; and right noﬁ, we couldn't care less what or
where it is, or even ir it exists or not. But we do want
to get out of this room and out or this dungeon aLive. If
you've got any ideas to help us all escape, let's hear them.
It hot, we'll just have to wait. . " I almost said,
"Wait for Peter." But I didn't want to let her know about
Peter and his in%isibility ring just yet. So I saia, "We'll
just have to walt until they decide what they want to do
with us -- or to us."

She was silent for a minute. Then she spoke. "That
wand -- you really don't have any idea whét its powérs are?"

"No idea at all," Tim replied, "Like I said, ir I kneﬁ
how to use it, I would have used it on the bandits right
away." |

She locked at Tim thoughtfully. "Yes, I believe you're
teilling the truth. If we could get that wand back, I could

drive those bandits out of here like a pack or whipped dogs."

"That's precisely what I was waiting to hear," said

feter's voice, apparently coming quietly out of nowhere.
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"Now, ir you'll kindly inform my friend Tim as to how he
hight best employ his wana, I'll see ir I can extract it
from the bandit's beit."

The witch!s eyes widened, and she looked around
franticaliy. "Who are you? Where are you?"

' "Shhh -- not so loud,"'I told her in a thsper. "That's
,Petef, and he owns a ring.of invisibility. And right now,
he's our only hope for getting us all out or here alive. So
keep your voice down. If they catch him, it's aiLl over for
all or us."

"A ring of invisibility?" she said, her eyes opening
wide. She was obviously imp}essed. "And you had a Doom
Fire Wand? Maybe I misjudged you. No one wins prizes like
that in thé dungeon without some skili in fignhting or con-
juring."

"Ity glad youtve decided we're not just thieves," said
Allen. |

"May I suggest,™ said Peter to the witeh, "that you
inform Tim as to how he can use the -- what did you call it?
-- ah yes, the Doom Fire Wand. There's no use in my stealiné
it ir he doesn't lmow how to use it; and it is his wand, you
know." -

"Bring me the wana aﬁd I'lL use it on those bandits
myself," she replied. "I can't trust you bunglers to do

it I‘ignt . "



"Ah, but you must trust us," Peter replLied in his most
reasonable voice. "I've been iistening quite closely to
your conversation'héré; and I have no reason to believe
that you would help us escape once you yourself were free,
Nor am I convinced that you would return the want to Tim,
its rightful owner, ir I gave it to you. No, I would much
rather that you instruct Tim in its operating procedurés."

The girl stiffened and frowned. "You do not trust me?"

"Frankly, I do not. But if you can help us all escapé'
by télling Tim about the wand, I might be inclinedAto trust
you more. Right now, though, there can be no question ot
trust. You want to be free, and so do my friends. I can
help everyone == but only if you will help us."

"And if I refuse?" '

ﬁThen I wili atﬁeﬁpt to free only my friends. Why
should we risk ourselves for someone who SO cleariy spurns
our offers of help? If . you refuse, I can onliy try to filch
weapons, untie my friends, and hope that we can fight our
way out ot here by swords and spells. We may die in the
attempt, it is true. But in any case, you would remain
behind, tied to the wall ==~ and still at the mercy of the
bandits., And they seem little inciined to show mercy.

But the choice is yours." |
Peter was driving a hard bargain. But he had to, or

the witch would obviously set herselt free and leave us to
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the bandits' vengeance. Right then, though, with Peter free
and invisible, we held the upper hand in the bargaining.

"It seems that I have Little choice," she said with
bitterness. She cleariy wasn't used to taking orders or
offers on any terms but her own.

"If you wish to be free, yes," saia Peter. "I sincerely
wish you would trust us ana allow us to befriend you. But
since you persist in treating us lLike bandits, we must be
rather businesslike with you. S0 =~ you help us, we help
you. That ié my proposition."

The witch seemed impressed by Peter's calm, ratiounadl
words. I have to admit that Peter was sounding l1ike a
powerful magician just then, speaking out of thin air ard
protected by his ring of invisibility, in a voice that
commanded respecte.

The witch turned to Tim. "The smalier end oI the wand
is the firing end. Point it at your enemy, and concentrate
on a mental picture of a boit of blue lightning coming out

of the wand's tip. Then recite this rune: 'Greian Furor

Shadray!! Do it with as much intensity as you possibiy

can, since the wana discharges only after enough psychic
force has been built up. And ir it works =- well, just
watch and wait and see what happensl"

"Are you sure that williwork?" Tim asked suspicious.iy.
"How do we know that you're not jﬁst putting us on so

Peter will cut you loose?"
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"It will work," she saia simpliy, "if you do iv right."

"Well, madam, for your sake and for ours, I hope
you'fe telring the trutn; because iI you're not, there's
not much hope ot any of us escaping ative."

"What are you going to do next?" the witeh asked Peter.

But there was no reply. Peter was gone.



TdE BATTLE

For what seemed like hours, nothing happened. The light
from the smoky little fire in the center or the room fiicker-
ed diij; so there was no chance for us to see whether Peber
was succeeding in filching the wand or not. But at lLeast for
the moment the bandits were occupied in eating, drinking, and
arguing among themselves. From the snatches oi conversation
I couid hear, two o1 the bandits wantved to siit our throats
and move on. They were convinced that we were useiess, and
that the girl couldn't be made to talk.

Another two bandits agreed witn them as to our useless-

ness, but wanted to try some more torture to see if they
coula pry the location or the Buried Idol out of the girl.
I couldn't tell whether they really thought they might learn
Sometniné, or whether they just enjoyed torturing people. I
had the feeling, though, that after they tired ot working on
the girl, they would amuse themselves with us next.

The fifth bandit dian't seem to care one way or another.
He just nodded his head i; agreement, no matter who was
speaking. He seemed to be drowsing off from the effects ot
the wine.

But suddenly, the fifth bandit jerked aiert, ciLapped
his hand to his knife sheath, and yelled, "Hey! Somebody
stole my knifel" He Jumped up quickly, loéking around the

room for the thief.
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The others laughed at him. "Sit down, Grax," one or
them said. "Your head is so fuddied with wine, you pro-
bably threw it away with alli that junk we got from the kids."

"I didn't," Grax answered vehemently. "I know I didn't."
Then he scratched his head. "At least, I don't think I did."
He seemed to grow confused for about five heartbeats. Then
he snapped his fingers and said, "Just a minutel! Now I re-
member. I felt my knife sliding out of the scabbard. There's
someone in here, I tell you. Maybe a ghost." He Looked
around again, feaffull this time.

"And just what would a ghost do with your knife -- pick
his teeth? 8Sit down and relax, Grax. Have some more wine.,"
And they éll laughed at Grax again as he stumbled around the
fire, cursing as he looked for his knife and swilling wine
from a leather wineskin.,

In the meantime, Peter céme back to where we were tied.,
"It would appear that I'm not a very slick pickpocket,! he
saide "But I did managé to obtain éhe wand and a knife to
cut you'loose. I'll release you first, Tim, since we'll be
needing the services ol your wand right away."

Everything seemed to be going along smoothly -- except
for Grax feeling his lknitf'e siLip away. But then, my heart
skipped a beat. "Peter!" I whispered. "You're becoming
vidible again. Keep your ring on."

I could see Peter now, stanqiné there like a grey

ghost, cutting Tim's rope. e Looked at himself. "It



150

seems that the ring is losing its effectiveness,” he said
simply. "I'd better work quickly." But with every passing
second, he was growing more and more visible. We could
onLy hope that the bandits wouldn't lodk toward us until he
was thrpugh freeing us. '

"Hurry up,! Allen whispered. "If they sce you, they'li
be on us in two seconds." ‘

Peter had just finished cutting Tim loose and was working
on Allen's bonds, when the bandit named Grax spotted him.

"There he isl" yelled Grax, pointing at Peter. "There's
the one who mist have grabbed my knife. Let's get him,
boyst"

" And with that the bandits sprang to their feet and
reached for their weapons. But Peter was prepared for that
moment .

"Attackl Attack tneée men.now, my servantl" he shouted.
And fnrough the door rushed Peter's spell-bound orc, brand-
ishing his sword 1ike a berserker.

The bandits were completeLy surprised. The orc cut
down the man ﬁearest by with a slashing swoop or its sword.
But then Grax let fliy a spinning bal: studded with sharp
spikes that flashed wickedly as it whistled through the
air and struck the orc in the side or the head.

The orc fell to the flLoor at once, But instead of

running over to pick up his weapon, Grax shouted out the
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words '"Shavo Eedro Gadro!'" and the bail of spikes dislodged

itself and flew back into his outvstretched hand. Then the
bandits turned their attention back on use.

"Jse the wand!" cried the witch. "It's our only hope.
Use the wand nowi"

Tim grasped Eﬁe wana firmly and pointed it at Grax.
The bandits hesitgted for a fatal second. They must have
known that they could easily defeat us. Tim, Peter, and
Allen were weaponless (except for Peter's dagger), and I
was still tied to the wall. But they clearly feared the
wand. Grax, though, came out of his fear-fit first. He

drew his arm back to send his spiked bai. flying at Tim's

head, just as Tim shouted out the words "Grelan Furor
Shadray!" |

The spike never left Grax's hand. From the tip ot that
small and innocent-looking wand came a crackling boit of
blue lLightning. It shot forward with a noise iike a thun-
derclap, and zigzagged right into Grax's chest. For about
hali a second there was a sound like a thousana mad bees
buzzing. Blaék smoke poured from the bandit's body as he
dropped to the fioor.

Now there were only three bandits 1eft =~ ana they
wanted novhing more to do with Tim's Doom Fire Wand. With-
out wailting to see whether their comrades were only dead or
wounded, the remaining three fied out the door with yells and

Cursese
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"Go after them,'" screamed the witch. "Kili them!
Kill them atll The pigs deserve to diel"

"I don't want to destroy anything or.anyone more than
I have to," said Tim, siipping the wand inside his belt.
"We're free now, ana that's what counts.”

"You fooll" she snapped. "What it they return with
reinforcements.or more powerfui‘weapons. Don't you know
they'll be thirsting for revenge?” |

"We!ll deal with that probieﬁ~when we came to it,"
said Allen. |

"You!ll come to it soon enough," she repiied. "Now
come over here and release me this instant,"

. "Please wait your turn," said FPeter, who proceeded to
cut my bonds first. Then he turned to her. "I hope we'lLl
have no cause to regret freeing you," he said; then cut
througn the heavy thongs that bound her to the wall. Now
we were all free,

Tim and Allen went around the room gathering up our
belongings, which the bandits had either stuffed in their
own pouches and bags, or else fiung around the room. Un-
fortunately, they'd escaped with our remaining carved
coins =-- only Peter stilli had his. But our weapons and
armor were still there. And, best of all, Allen now had
a new weapon to use =-- Grax's spiked ball.

While Peter and I were talking with the witch about

where we should go nex$, we heard a clanging crash from
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the other side ot the room. We all whirled around, just

in time to hear Allen yell "Shavo Eedro Gadrol" and to

see the spiked ball come whirling back to his hand, its
spikes fitting themselLves exactly between his fingers.

"This," Allen said with a wide grin, "is going to
come in vefy handy. I hope we meet up with those bandits
again.,"

"That weapon," the witch remarked, "is no ‘toy. In
case'you're interésted, it is called the Sailing Stone of
Spikes, and was once owned by Darman the Berserker. The
bandit named Grax must have stoien it from him -- Darman
is too great a warrior to have lost it to that sleazy
robber in an honest fight.

"You are quite fortunate to own the Sailing Stone,
young adventurer. But beware: if it is thrown, and
called back without drinking the blood of a victim, it
may turn on its owner and sink its blades into his flesh.
Therefore, beware of target practice on dungeon wal.s,
sir, lest you fall victim to your own weapon."

Allen looked at his new weapon with considerably more
respect. Then he smiled, anda tucked it into a part of his
backpack where it could be reached quickly. "Don't worry,
miss," he saids "The Sailing Stone of Spikes and I are

going to get along together just fine."
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So while Allen and Tim contimued gathering up our
equipment == plus whatever else the bandits had Left
behind -- Peter, the wiccn-girl and I discussed what

we might do next.
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THE CAT AND THE EGG

We learned that the witch's name was Tasha. Wheu we
asked her where she came from, shne told us an astonishing
story. She hadn't been born at ail: she had been conjured
into existnece by a high-level wizard for the purposes of
tending his laboratory, ana for working minor spells that
he had no time for. But when we asked her where she lived,
and how and why she got away from her wizard-creator, she
was vague.

"Let's just say that my home is clLose by, yet far away.
And let's just say that my master, Nostradamus, let me go
for his own purposes.”

"Apre you still in his service, or are you free?"

Peter asked. '

"Both -= and neither," she replied.

We clearly weren't going to get any more information
out sr her on that sﬁbject, so I switched the conversation
to what we should do next. "Do you have any idea how we
can get out of this dungeon, Tasha?" I asked. "I mean,
it's been great, being advie to 3o édventuring down here.
But we do want to get out again == and soon."

"Into the upper worlid?" she asked with surprise. "But
no magic works up there, dr, at least, not the kind of.magic

that we work down here., Personally, I've never been outside,
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and I have no reason to want tu go there. The dungeon is
my life; and it's big enough for me to spend a lifetime
exploring.”

"But are there any ways out of the dungeon except
through the door under Ishar's shop?" I asked.

She thought for a moment; then ééid, "Yes, I have
heard that there is an inter-dimensional door in the fourth
leverL of one part of the dungeon. But the path to reach it
is extremely dangerous. You would be wiser to go back out
by the door through which you entered,"

"Unfortunately, that is out or the question,™ said
Peter. We toLd her the story of how we became trapped in-
side King Sequoia in the first place. We must have lookea
pretty glum as we told the story, because she burst out
laughing at us even before we'd finished.

"Such sad faces! And such an easy problem to solve.
Have.jou never heard of a Wizard Knock?"

We hadn't. From her sleeve she plﬁéked a small piece
of brown parchment and handed it to Peter. "This is your
key to the outside world," she said. "I'm giving it to
you to repay the debt I owe you for saving my Life -- even
though I was pretty harsh with you."

Then her smile faded. "But don't trust me," she con-
timuied in a serious voice, "for your own sakes. I may
have temporary fits of grauitude like this; but my wizard's

training makes me cold and even cruel most of the time."
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Then the smile returned. "But for now, we can be
feilow adventurers -- at least for a while. I will tra-
vel with you untii we must part ways. I have a queste. o ."
she began, but then feil silent.

"Does it have to do witn the Buried Idol?" Peter asked.
"Perhaps we could be o' some assistance." '
' "We will speak of it no more," she replied. Her face
had the old hard look once again.'

"Letts get back to the subject of how we can get out
of hére," I said. I told her about the destroyed bridge
and the troll that lurked in the pit. "So, if it's at all
possible, we'd like to avoid going back that way. Is there
any other way we can got back to the door we came in by?
And how will that piece of paper help us get the door oﬁen?"
' "As for your first question," she replied, "the answer"
is yes, there 1is another way to return to the entrance with-
out cfossing the troll pit. You may remember that when you
came into the dungeon, there was a locked door on your right.
Did you see it, or try to open it?" We told her we had.
"Excellent -~ you know just where it is. I will show you
a passageway that leads to that door from the other side.

"And as to your second question: this scroll, when
properly read and recitod, will open any door -- unless it
has been charmed shut by a wizard greater than sixth levedl

in experience." Then hor face darkened. "I forgot one



important detail, however. This spell may be used only
by one who possesses a Hold Portal spell."

"Then we're in luck," I told her. "Tim -- the one
who owns the wand -- has‘a Hold Portal :;pell. Het's
already used it once, in fact.,"

"Excellent -~ that is indeed fortunate. '; will in-
struct him in the use of the Wizard Knock. Only mark my
words well: this spell can be used only once. As soon as
it works its magic, it will curl up and vanish into smoke.
So use it only when you need it desperately. If the door
to the Outside World is definitely locked, then by all
means save this spell to use on that door. Otherwise. . ."
here she smiled her old, cruel smile -- "otherwise you may'
find yourselves adventuring in the dungeén for many a year."

- So after a brief meal == courtesy of the bandits, who '
had left behind some excellent meat, already roasted over
the fire -~ we left that grim room for gbod. Allen and I
were both in the lead, sword and mace drawn and ready for
action, since we figured the bandits could be lurking any-
where, walting for revenge.

We passed through the iliusory wall and out into the
main passageway. We struck off on a bending course that
took us north, east, north, and east again. So far, so
good ~= no trouble yet. Then after traveling south for

about twenty or thirty yards, the passageway branched off:
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one road continued south, and the other led oi'f to the
east;

"Which path should we follow to the doorway you men-
tioned?" Peter asked Tasha.

"Tﬁe passageway east is your road back to the entrance-
way door. But there are some interesting marks on the
floor leading south. Lcok."

The stone floor of the soubhern passage was pittted
with ciusters of holes, with three tiny pits per ciuster.
And across the stones were long, continuous scratch marks
-- as if something had been dragged across them ;-Asome-
thing, maybe, that had three-taloned cLaws. Big claws.,
'Our flashlights showed that the passageway continued south
for another thirty or so yards, then turned west.

"What say you, adventurers," said Tasha in s challeng-
ing tone of voice. "Do you want to run directly to satety,
or are you wiliing té.expiore this mystery first?" The way
she put it, we were all cowards if we didn't decide to
explore the pits and scratches to the end ;f their trail,

But as it was, we were all ready for some more adven-
turing anyway. It's amazing how the excitement and action
down there in the dungeon gets into your blood. Only a
couple of hours eariier, we were back there in the bandits!
room, tied up and waiting fpr torture, and maybe death,

Now we were ready to go and search out more danger =- and



not for any money or honor, eithef. Just the excitement
and the feeling of meeting danger and overcoming it was
enough. So far we'd been lucky =~ and skiliful, too.
And since we might.not ever have another chance for: ad-
venturing like this again, we decided to foliow those
tracks, even in spite of Tashat's daring us to do it.

"Let's go south," I said to the other three. "What
do the rest of you say?" | )

"South it isx“'thsf.all shouted in one voice. So
of'f we went. .

After'going south, then west, the passageway headed
north. Tim shined his light into the gloom up ahead.
His beam struck a large pile of rocks. We all gathered
together and readied our weapons and spells, since those
rocks could easily hide an ambush party.

"You know," I saild, "those rocks don't look iike just
a random heap.. It's like they were placéd there in some
kind of order.,"”

"If those rocks are what I think they are," said
Tashé, "youtre right. And we are in extreme dénger. We
should leave at once." And she turned around to g0

"Wait a moment," Peter said, putting his hand on her
shoulder. "Do you want t§ run directly to safety, or are
you wiliing to explore this mystery firsti"

Peter's quoting her exact words back at her must have

shamed Tasha, because she turned back to us and saia, "You
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mock me. Very well =- but mark my words: those stones, by
every indication, are . . ." ’

But just then, Tasha's explanation was cut off by a low,
dismél-sounding yowiing {:hat came from the direction of the
stones. Then it stopped. Silence. We all lookqd at each
other. ) '

"Why don't you put on your invisibility ring and go
check out the sounds?" Allen suggested to Peter.

8T would be gladnﬁo try the course of action you sug-
gest;* Peter replied. "But unfortunately, the ring's
power.seems to be used up =-- only temporarily, I hoﬁe. But
since you now possess the Sailing Stone of Spikés, perhaps
you should lead the way." ’ ». ’

"Uh, well, I really haven't practiced enough.ﬁith it
yet. But how about ir Charles walks ahead on the ceiling?
That way « o« o : )
‘ ®That way I'd be a sitting duck, or rather a hanging
duck:lfor whoe%ér or whatever made that noise," I interrupt-
ed. "Tim, you've got that fantastic Doom Fire Wand. How
about leading the way toward the stones?" ’ '

"Well, all right," Tim agreed reluctantly. "But why
don't we all go in together? That way there won!t be ohly
one lone target in-case we're-attacked.ﬁ .

Tasha, who had started to say something earlier about
what she thought the tracks meant, said nothing more. She
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seemed 0 be thinking -- or rather, scheming -- about
something else, from the look in her eye. So we all
bunched up together, and slowly started toward the pile
of stones.

Aslwe advanced, we came into a réctangular room,
maybe thirty yards by twenty yarda. The pile of rocks
was backed up to the wall on ocur left; and extended out
into the middle of the room. There was a strong smell
of something in there, but I couldn't place what it was.

Tim could, though. ?Liiardsl éhis place smells
1ike it's full of lizards or snakes -- or something."

J‘usé then, his flashlight beam caught the gleam ot
a sihgle eye peering at us from between two stones in
the pile. Then it suddenly disappeared. Still no
sounds at all in the room. )

"Did you see that?™ I asked.

"See what?" AllenIerlied, looking around the room.
It turned out that I was the only one who'd seen that
éleaming eye in the rocks. -

"Are you certain that you aren't just imagining that
you saw an eye?™ Peter asked. Cle;rly, nobody wanted to
believe me; buéchey were all afraid that I actually had
seen something. ‘

"There's one way to find out,"” I said, and started

towaéds the rocks, my mace ready fof instant action.
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Then there was another yowl, and something sprang out
of the rocks at me, landing with its claws in my chest.

It felt 1like my heart had jumped into my mouth, I was so
startled. Whatever it was had leaped on me so fast that
- I didn't have any time to swing at it. I dropped the
ﬁace, seized the creature with both handé, and pulled it
off my chest, uhi;e my super-helpful friends just stood
there with their mouths hanging open.

After some grappling with whatever it was, I finally
got a good grip on it and held it out in front of ms.

It was a cat.

A blue catl

When my friends realized that all those creepy noises
had been coming from a little cat, they burst out laughing.
Tasha, though, was looking very carefully at the cat's fur,

fThis,? she said finally, "is no ordinary cat.” )

ﬁThat,i Peter saia, Tis quite obvious from the color
of its fur." )

"Pah!™ she spat in disgust. "You outsiders see only
the surface of things, Look at those eyes. There is
great intelligence in those eyes =- human intélligence."

Allen looked, but wasn't convinced. "If it's so smart,
then why did 1t almost got-itself killed Bj juméing on
Charles?"

"Bacause it must have recognized that we were all

jumpf, and might have hurled some weapons at it if it



had tried to escapo,? Tasha replied, with an obvious dig
at Allen's impulsiveﬂbéhavior. "And wouldn't an ordinary
cat have tried to run away? This one leapt.into Charles's
arms a3 a demonstration of'inﬁelligence -- and of‘rriendiy
intentions."

"I can think of better ways to show friendliness than
by diéging claws into my chest," I said to Tasha. But the
longer I gazed into the cat's e&eé, the more I was inclined
to agreé with her. That ca% looked 1like it wés thinking,
and trying to cormmnicate something through its eyes =--
maybe some kind of mental telepathy. I wasn't picking up
any signals. Those eyes, though . . . .

But there was still the question: was the cat good or
evil, assuming thav it did have some kind of human or super-
himan intelligence? And now that we had it, what should we
do with it? S
' The aeébnd question was answered as Tasha reached out
to take the cat from where it was resting in the crook of
my arm.

ULet me have the cat,”" she said. "Perhaps I can learn
something about o o o" ) ) '

But the cat slashed her‘gra3p1ng hands with a wicked
swipe of its claws. It didn't évon change position in my
arms. But 1t let Tasha know definitely thabt it didn't

want toigo with her,
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fou miserable little beastlﬁ Tasha screamed, and
starged to strike the cat with ﬁér own long, cat-like
fingernails. But I pulled the cat away, and Allen came
between Tasha's claw-nails and me. )

"Take a hint,f he said to Tasha. "The cat wants to
staynﬁich Charles =- or; at 1e§st, 1t doesn't want to go
with you." | -

,Tasha.drew back, and gave Allen a superior sneer-
smilé. *Sult yourselves. But mark my words: if the cat
proves to be an evil sorcerer or a fonm-changing mons ter,
you'll have only yoursleves to blame for the consequences.”

“Tim interrupted our argument with a shout. "Hey you ‘
guys;Acome over herel! You won'!'t believe thisi" 'He was
standing on the heap-of rocks ;here the cat hé& been
hidden., We all climbed up to where Tim was, looked down
inside the pile, and saw == "

A gigantic eggl

And when I sayh“gigantic," I mean this egg was at least
four feet 1ong and three feet-high. It was a light orange-
red in color, with black lines or veiﬁs all over,

"A red dragon egg -- Just as I'd hoped!" Tasha exclaim-
od as soon as she saw 1t. "Aha, here indeed is a great
opportunity." All the coldness was gone from her voice now.

Her eyes seeﬁed'brighter, and she was really excited.
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"A dragon eggl" said Alien with a groan. "Oh great --
that’s just what we need: a baby dragon to take back as a
souvenir of the dungeon. "

M¥ou fooll" Tasha hissed. "Don't you realize what a

-
-

valuable find this iséf

"What I see," said'Tim, "is how dangerous a find it
oould be. What if the dragon's mother comes back and
finds us here with her ogg?" ,

"She will not return,"’éaid Tasha with conviction.
"Don't you see how close the egg is to hatching?”
a GI fail to understand why the condition of éﬁe egg
should mean that the mother will not return," said Peter.
"But what I would like to know is why you consider this
;gg so valuable? And even if it is priceless, you clearly
cannot move the'egg out of here by yourself; and it is far
too unwieldy for all or us to carrj. And where would you
take 1t? And finally, of what use would a red dragon be
to you?ﬁl ) |

Taéﬁa looked at Peter in surprise. "Do you not lnow,"
she said to him, "that the new-born red dragon will follow
and obey the first creature it sees when it emerges from
the egg? And can you not imagine what an invincible ser-
vant suéh a beast coulq be in the dungeon? Those vile
bandits, for example, would not have dared tb attack me,

had I possessed even a young red dragon.”

-
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"I just can't see how a fulli-grown dragon could pos-
sibl& £it into these passageways," I said, ™unless this
type is a dwarf breed. The ceiliﬁgé are oo low, and

the hallways are too narrow for it to be able to manseuver.”

"But that is how a dragon learns and grows in the dun-

geon," Tasha replied. "It eats and grows until its living
space~bécomea too'confiﬁing. Then it leaves, and travels

downward to lower levelds, where the spaces are taller and

wider than they are here in the first level."

"Are you telling us that there are rull-érown dragons
down lower in this dungeon?™ Allen cried out. "Just how
many levels are there in tﬁis'place?" B
"Let me put it this way," Tasha sald to him. "How

doqpibne travels depends on one's strength, courag;, and

experience. I myself have gone’no deeper than the fifth

level, althouéh I have heard adventurers.-~-- mighty warriors

and powerful wizards, like my own creator -- tell of many
more," |

“ﬁhy would anyone want to go where the monsters are
even more dangerous than thsy are here?™" Tim asked.
"We've had enough trouble just trying to stay aiive on the
first lavel. I can't imagine just going out and looking
for even bigger tro&ble."

"Ah, but you have all tasted adventure yourseives,

have.you not?" Tasha asked with a smile. "And is it not

-~ -~ -
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& sweet taste, & goou savor, when you defeat an enemy and
win magic and treasure?? ‘She paused to let us consider,
then continued. fJust‘ﬁhihk: the lower levels do indeed
contain monsters ﬁény times more dangerous than those you
have encountered here., But the treasure is also greater
down thers, and the magié to be won, more powerful -~ and,
of course, the excitement is therefore also greater.”
Then she looked at each of us carsfully. ﬁTell ie,

novice adventurers: once you leave the dungeon -- ir

you leave the dungeon, I should S8y =- wiil you not wish

to return scme day, to fight for gold and spells and charms?"

’4\

The four of us looked at each other. None of us said

a word, because we knew she was right.
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A PARTING OF THE WAYS

®How long do you think it will take for the egg to
hatch?" Tim asked Tasha.

She shrugged her shoulders., "I have never seen a red
dragon egg before. But if I can judge by the eggs of the
black dragon and the white &ragon, this one should hatch
within a week == perhaps even in a day or two."

"Are you just going to wait around here for the egg
to hatch?" I asked.

"I méﬁn-to do just that,"” Tasha answered. "I have
_enouéh food to last me for a while. An opportuﬁity like
this is rare, very rare, even in the dungeon, where almost
anything can and does happen in oné's lifetime. In return
for my patient waiting for a few daﬁs,.I will have a ser-
vant who will grow ever more powsrful as the years go by.
Surely you can understand my reasoning?"

"When you say 'powerful servant,'"'éaid Peter, "just
how do you mean tb‘employ the dragon?" )

"Once they are a.few years old, éﬁey begin to mature
into~tremendously fierce fighters," said Tasha. "But you
have to know how to control them. —They dévelop hﬁge claws
and long, sharp teeth, like atl dragons; and they can fly.
What'!s more, the red dragon has the ability to breathe acid

twicé a day when 1t's fighting. And since red dragons are



intelligent beasts, they can be put to guarding a treasure
or a laboratory." The more she dreamed and talked about
the future, the more her eyes lit up. Obviously, nothing
was going to stop her from trying to keep that dragon.

But as for the rest of us -- we weren't going to stick
#round for several days or a week just to wait for the big
event ~- which was only going to profit Tasha, anyway. For
one thing, we had been gone for days, and we had to get
back to the outéide, and down to the highway in time to
mneet my dade In fact, we were supposed to meet him in
Just about twenty-four hours ~-- and we weren't even out of
the dungeon yetl! -

And for anoéhor thing, I wasn't entirely convinced
that the mother dragon wouldn't r;turn and decide to get
fid of the intruders in her nﬁrsery hanging around her
egg. True, I'd never seen a dragon; and for sure I'd
1ike to have seen one. But I lkmew our limits. The four
of us had whipped or outémarﬁed some tough enemies so far
in the dungeon. But we couldn't take on a dragon and come
out of the fight alive. ”

So I turned to our companion and said, "Look, Tasha,
we can understand your reasons for wanting to stay here.
But ths four of us have to get back to the outside world
-~ and soon. If you want to come with us, fine. If not,

we're going to have to leave you here now."
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"I understand,™ she said without emotion. "It is well
that we part ways now.”

"But before we parﬁ ways," Tim said, "could you tell
us how we can get back to that door you were telling us
sabout?"

Sé.Tasha explalined the route. The way seemed easy
enough,'except that at one crucial blaco, we were not to
take the stairs going down, since these led to lower levels
of the dungeon. And, of course, the last thing we wanted
to do right then would be to go deeper into that dungeon.

Then Tasha gave Tim the Wizard Knock spell, and told
him how to use it. She warned us again that the spell
could be used only once, and so to save it for our last
exit.

"Will you take the cat with you?" Tasha asked, her
eyeswlooking possessively at the bld; animal still curled
up in the crook of my arm.

"We'll let the cat make that decision,” I said, anﬁ
put it éown on the floor. T

"Goodbye, Tasha,™ said Peter. "Perhaps we will meet
agaiﬁ sometime under less dangerous'circumstancos."

She smiled cooly, and replied, "For a wizard-witch
in the dungeon, there are never 1less dangerous circum-
stances.' And mark my words: yoﬁ saved my life; but I

have repaid you with instructions and a spell. Therefors
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I consider the debt repaid. The next time we meet, we may
be friends -- or we may be enemies. Nothing is certain in
the dungeon. But for now, fare you well -- and may your
adventuring be successful."”

So she shook hands mth us all the way around, then
sottled down on a stone to keep watch over her red dragon
egge :

The four of us regrouped, with Tim and me in the lead.
Then, with a fina‘l wave of the hands, we left Tasha and
her prize, and went back out into the main passageway.

The blue cat followed along behind me.
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RUN AND HIDE

To tell the truth, we were all glad to leave Tasha
behind. Her moods were too unpredictable -= and we could
never trust her.

"I'd hate to meet up with her again after she's got
that red dragon for a servant. That bit about her debt
to us being cancelled didn't sound liké she wants our
friendship very badly," said Allen.

"Prue," Peter agreéd. "I expect she'd make a first-
rate.dragoﬁ lady, though. She has sometﬁing of the per-
sonality of a dragon herself."

"Come on;" I said, "you gﬁys are being unfair. She
taugﬁb Tim how to use the wand; .she told us how to get
out of the dungeon without having to go back by way of .
the troll pit; and she gave us the Wizard Knock spell.
There's got to be a streak of kindness in her, in spite
of those cold words."

As we were talkihg, we'd been heading east down the
main passageway -- ultimatély, we hoped, toward the door
leading out of the dungeon, the same door we'd tried to
open from one side and couldn't. But after we'd been
traveling for about a hundred-yards or so, we had to quit
arguing about Tasha and make a decision. Straight ahead
of us was a door; but the main passageway itself took a

jog south, then appeared to keep going east again.
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We stopped to talk it over. '"While you guys are de-
ciding which way to go, let me bring our map up to date,"
sald Tim, who got out his pencil and map-drawing, and sat
down to work.

"Pasha didn't say anything about a door, did she?" I
asked Peter and-Allen. '

"She sure didn't," Allen replied. "So much for your
.grat.{tude to Tasha-foz.' showing us how to get out of here."

"I do remember her saying to keep going south, though,"”
said Peter.

"How do we Mnow that this door doesn't open onto a
sout_fx passageway?" Alien asked. | —

"Hey, before ‘5.'0151 make any moves, do you guys want to

takaha look at where we've been so far?" Tim asked. He

showed us the map as he'd filled it in, “and it looked like

this: ,
Tasha & Red Dragon Egg
. Teleport Stones
( ! flf"‘“l
Bandit
Iliusory ' |
Cave— Wall |
!
!

" Z=/<-Troll Bridge
Giant Rat
Giant Spiders { ]
' J
Kobold Rooxn’—""ll-:-1 | ;
. ;Si.a.i‘rs into Dungeon
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"The dotted lines stand for where I think the passage-
way will go == hopefully, back to the door we want," said
Tim, '

"Hah!" Peter exclaimed after studying the map for a
uhilé. *Ybu're right. We have to go due south, and
somewhat*easé." He smiled at Tim. "Your map is in :act
accurate,” . | ' ’

"0f course it's accurate," saia Tim with mock indig-
nation." You dbn't think I ever make mistakes, do you?®

"So which way‘are we.gbing to go -- along the main‘-
passégeway or through this door?" Allen asked. ™Myself,
I'd sure like to see what's on éﬁe other side or this
door." -

"frobably‘just what's beeg on the other side or every
door we've opened down ﬁere -= tpouble!™ said Tim.

”I'ﬁ sympathetic with your urge to“go explbring, Allen,"
Peter said. M"But if we have any intention ot getting back
to the highway on time, we'd best take the quickest way
out -- which, we hope, is ﬁy thb route Tasha suggested.".

We all agreed that Peter was right, so we took the '
passageway.

Right into troublel

After we went south, then east, we came out into a
long, long passageway stretching orf south. And the

passageway wasn't empty: about sixty yards away, Tim's



flashlight picked up the gleam of swords, shields, and
helmets., Then the whole pack or snarling, pig-snouted
faces turned to us. And witn a shout, they began strid-
ing towards us at a fast pace,

It was a whoie army of orcs!

There was no telling'hbw mahy or them there were --
and we certainiy weren't going to stana thnere ana count
them. But it was obviéus that there were far more than
we could ever ‘hope to handle.

"Runi" I shouted. "Everybody back down the way we
just-caméi"' )

So we.ﬁook o1f -=- although we imew that if they
followed us ail the way back to the troll plit, they'd
have us for sure. |

"In here!" Allen yelled as we passed the door he'd
beenhﬁanting.ﬁo enter before. Maybe there was a chaﬁce
they wouldn:t follow us in there -- or maybe the door
could be locked or blocked with a "Hold Portai®™ spell
from the other side. So we heaved on the door. It
came open, and in we went. .

But Peter was gone!

Or so it seemed. Then he popped back into sight
again, and said, "I've just thought or a mervellous
scheme, now that i'ﬁ sure my ring of invisibility is
working again. The rest or.you stay in here, and keep

the door shut. Use a Hold Portal on it if you have to,
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Tim; but remember: you'd like to get back out this door
again -- which you can'f, ir th§ door is charmed shut.,
Meanwhile, I'll draw off the orcs, lead them a merry chase
down the haliway, then turn invisible, siip back past
them, and come back here to get you. @ick now, shut the
door, and wish me luck."

We didn't have time to argue with him, so we pulled
the door shﬁt, with Peter on the outside. We could oniy
hope that his plan would work -- because it it didn't,
that would be all for Peter. ]

Tim and I listened by the door. Soon the thundering
footfalls of-the orc army came by. From the sound, it
seemed as though they were running at a medium Jog == not
fast, but at a pace that could be kept up for as long as
they wanted. It was a good speed to wear down a frightened
eneny. Peter éould easily outrun them in short spurts.
But he didn:t dare go .all the way to the troll pit. His
only hope would be that the ring of invisibility wouldn't
give out on him at the crucial moment. )

I was thinking about how he might get out 1f he couldntt
turn invisible, when ail o1 a sudden it struck me how we .
all could have gotten cut without facing those orcs. "The
teleport room!i" I groaned. "We completeliy forgot about
that. We could have gone back there and teleported to

the entrancel"”



"You're right," said Tim. " didn't we think of

that?"
I~thougnt for a bit, then said, "I have a feeling

that Tasha mist have worked some sort of spell on us.
Maybe she knew about the Dragon Room all along, but just
wanted us along for proteétion, in case there were any
more bandits, or maybe even a mother dragon that needed
to be fought."

"I bet you're right," said Tim. "It's just too mach
a coincidence for all four of us to hé%e-forgotten all
about the teleport room. Maybe we could still go back
there, though." |

"Not with those orcs between us snd the room," I
replied. "What do you think, Allen?" '

Tim and I turned around. But Allen wasn't there.
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THE GREAT CHASE

"Allen? Allen! Where are you, you kiutz?" Tim and
I called out. '

"Down herel" came the far-away reply. "Come on down

here and cneck-éhis out. This place is even bigger than

the rooms up there.”

Tim and I looked at each other, then shrugged our
shoulders. There was nothing else to do but to go get
him and drag him back up with us. So we went running
north, and came to a set of stairs leading down.

"O0h nol" Tim groaned. "Allen's gone down into the
second lev;i.” a -

"Well," I ‘said with a sigh, "let's go get hinm, Wb
can't leave him down there." .

”Don’t tempt me," Tim replied as we descended the
worn; gréy stones into the secondklevel.'

At the bottom of the stairs was a huge room, with
two wide passageways branching out from it. Straight
ahead, at the end of the room, was a kind of abniche,
with a curtain drawn across the far end of it. Allen
was standing there looking at thes curtain, and was just
getting ready to open it.

"pon't do it, Allen," I saia, "We don't have time

to go adventuring down here. Don't you remember --

-
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Poterts up there trylng to draw those orcs orf our trail.
And watve got to be up there by the door and ready to run
when he comes back."

"Just hang on for a minute," Allen replied. "It
won't hurt Jjust to « « " . )

—But 83 he was roachiﬁg for the curtain, there was a
tremendous beliowing noise from the northern passageway
that led out of the room. Allen scrambled cut of the
niche in a big rry, and we all headed for the stairs
at full speed.

But not before ths ogre saw us.

The monster was a3 tall as a troil -- maybe twelve
faet“high == but much more massive. Its thick head was
set atop a squat neck, and its face and arms were covered
with long, thick hair. But the face ==~ ughl! I've never
seen such an ugly face, Its teeth were loné an& pointed,
but all snaggied and bent at different ahgles, with some
of them sticking out of ivs mouth like jutting rocks.

The eyes were lge, and looked like they were bulging
cut of their sockets.

The ogre lunged at us with surprising speed. We
turned and fled up the stairs, but it came stumbling
after us, beilowing with what sounded‘to us like the
rage of monster-hhnger. There was no use trying to di-

vert this thing with gold or any other treasures, like
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we did with the troll. It wanted a meal, and that was
all. |

We got to the top of the stairs and sped toward the
door. "™Maybe those things aren't alLowed on the first
level," Allen gasped as we push;d the door open.

"Guess again," I said, pointing back at the slobber-
1ng,'growling thiﬁg‘as it headed toward us. Obviously,
there were no rulés, written or otherwise, that would
keep that ogre from trying to feed itself as fast as it
could.

When we were all through to the other side, we
slammed the door shut. We could hear shouting coming °
from farther down the hali in the direction that Peter
had led the orc pack. Did they get him?

"So glad you could meke it back for Ehe party,"
Peter said. He was standing beside us, looking half-
ghostly, just as he did while he was untying us in the
bandit room. "Unfortunately, the ring isn't yet back
to full power of Invisibility. Just as I'é turned in-
visible and let all the orcs run'by me, I'started to
double back =-- but I started becoming visiblie again.

One of the last of them turned around and saw me ==
curse the luck! -- and « « « But look: here they comet"

Just then,‘though, came a heavy thud against the doér

that Tim and Allen were pushing against.
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"Phe orcs aren't the only problem we've got around
here," Allen yelled, as the door shuddered again, and
began to inch open.

Then Tim pointed his fingers at the door, and chanted,
”By the Ka of Thoth, I command this portal to hold fasti" |

The ogre had already forced the door open about a '
foot. But the spell locked it into place, and the ogre
couldn't squeeze itself through. Instead, it reached
one ha;ry arm out through the crack it had already made
in the doorway, desperately trying to grab one of us and
pull him back through. But Allen gave the ogre's arm a
good slice with his suord, and the ogre pulled ics arm
back, howling with rage and pain. Then 1tv started crash-
ing and hammering at the door in a berserk fury. The
spell held -- but every time the ogre struck the door
with its tremendous strength, the door seemed to open
another fraction ofr an inch.

And meanwhile, the orc army was.bearing down on us
fast,

"Run! Nowl" I yelied, and we took orf down the
passagewéy south -- hopefully, toward the door that
would lead out of the dungeon and upstairs into free-
dom, once Tim could use his Wizard Knock.

At first, we outdistanced tne orcs pretty well.

We could run faster than they could straight away.



But we were weighted down by our backpacks, weapons, and
other gear. And tney seemed to be able to keep up their
steady joggling pauce for as Long as they wanted.

Thirty, forty, fifty, sixty, seventy yards. The
passageway seemed to go on.forever. We were gasping
for breath, and sweat poured down our foreheads.

"How much farther until we get to that door?" I

'Q .

asked Tim.
5wb sould be coming to a bend to the right pretty

soon; if my map is accurate,”™ he shouted back. And

sure enough, there it was, about forty yards ahead.

We put on an extra burst of speed, straining our tired

legs to an even greater effort.

We rounded the bend at full speed =- and I slipped
and fell! The floor was sliclk with pools or stagnant
water, aﬁd I just wasn't careful enough. Of course, we
weren't exaétly in a pésition to be cautious about where
we stépped. But down I went, twisting my ankle under me
as I fell. ‘

"Charles is down!" Tim yelled. The others came to
a quick stop. - |

"Itve got him," Allen answered as he hauled me up
off the floor. I tried to run again, tut my ankle just

folded under me.
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"I think I've sprained my ankle," 'I groaned. "Just
leave me here, and I'll try to hold off the orcs as long
as I can." N

“"No wéyl" Allen replied, and flung my arm around his
neck. We sééggored together that way down the passageway
west, the orcs gaining on us fast now. About another
forty yards ahead of us was the door -- the same door we
had tried to open from the other side when we first came
into the dungeon.

"] certainly hope we won't be compelled to use the
Wizard Knock on this door," said Peter, panting in quick
gasps. 'The fast run had been expecially hard on him, who
was mich more at home with a book than on a ranning track.
"We should try to save that spell for ths final door, you
know."

"If we can't open this door, we're never going to
have a chance to use that spell or any other again,"®

said Tim.

Jﬁst as we came up to the door, the orc-platoon
rounded the corner behind us. They raised an even louder
shout when they saw us, apparently trapped at a locked
door. We could see thelr swords and shields flashing
with the reflected beams sent out by our lights.

"The door's bolted shut," Tim shouted.

MThen let's heave it opoﬁ -= and fast,™ Allen said.

Then he turned to me. "Can you stand by ydurselr for a
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minute, Charles?"

Sure,™ I réélied, drawing out my mace. "Go ahead,
and I'1l see if I can hold them off." '

"No holding them off by yourself;" Allen said as he
heaved on the bolt. "You're coming tﬁrough wicth the
rest of us.” ) -

The bolt slid open with.the harsh grating noise of
rust§ iron scraping against stone. We all héaved on the
door, and pushed through to the other side..

The orcs were almost upon us. We tried to push the
door shmt, but several of them slammed into it with full
force. Slowly but surely, the door opening widened, and
we felt ourselves pushed backward.

"Pim," Peter shouted desperately, "try a Hold Portall"

Tim tried chanting the words that had worked twice -
us so far. But he couldn't let go of the door to concen-
trate bn the chant, becau;e all of us were needed to keep
the orcs from tursting through. |

No good -- the spell didn:t work. "I must have spent
my power on the last door, to keep the oéfe back," Tin
gasped.

"Then maybe we'd better run for ic," I yelled over
the shouting of the orcs. But we dian't dare to push,

or the orcs would be on us at once.
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Finally, with one gigantic heave, the door flew open,
hirling us backward. The orcs came charging at us, swords
and maces already swinging away. Fortunately fo: us,
though, Peter was still thinking. He looked straight at
the first four orcs that came through the door, and went
into his complicated Charm Person dance.

The orcs wers puzzled by Peter's strange movements,
and they hesitated for just an instant in their attack.
And then it was too late for them to escape the power of
the spell,

"Attack, my slaves!" Peter shouted, pointing at the
rest of the orc army aéhit surged through the door.
"Destroy our enemiesi"

~ With a roar, the-éharmed orcs.began swinging their
: Swords at their fellows. The surprise was so great that
Peter's orcs hacked and haﬁmeped down several of their
comraées before they wers finally overwh@lmed.

And meanwhile, we ran -- and I limped -~ down the
passageway to the stairs that led out of the dungeon
and back to the place where we first came into the tree
-- & place we hadn't seen for what seemed like a long,
long timel -
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THE GRAND BATTLE

T My injured foot held us back from going full spesed.
But the charmed orcs were giving us some extra time by
holding oif the main attacking force. Soon we were back
up in the big circular room where the door led from the
inside or King Sequoia to the North PForest.

"Let's go, Tim," ‘Allen said. "Cast that Wizard Knock
speli.as—fast as yod-can, and let's get out of here. "

"Here goes," said Tim. He le§eled the palms of his
hands at the doér, and recited the words, "Pleedreem

Ovriete Tendel == By the powers of Jams, let this door

open at oncel™ Then he rapped three times on the door,
first with his right hand, then his left. The spell scroll
in his right hand crumpled up like it was on fire, ana the
ashes drifted to the floor.

Then a spear struck the door only inches above his
clenched fist. The orcs were up the stairs and into the
room. There didn't seem to be so many or them now --
maybe because Peter's charmed orcs had done away with
several or their coﬁrades before going under themselves.
But there still were soms fifteen or twenty of the mon-
sters, all swerming up the stairway and into the room,
each of them brandishing a sword or a mace or a spear.

And the door hadn't opened.
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"Come on, Tim!" Allen yelled frantically. "Keep
working with that spell.” |

"I did!" Tim shouted back. "I'm finished. It just
didn't work." o |
hGood old Tasha and her big-help spell," said Allen.

bitterly as he drew his sword. "Now we'rs going to have

-~ -

to fight our way out.”

"I in fact we ever do get out," said Peter as he
drew his dagger. )

But then, no more conversation. The orcs were upon
us, and the fight had begun.

To start, Allen got in a good == or lucky =-- swing
with his sword, and put one orc down right away. Those
monsters were ugly and tough—lboking, tut vhey couldn't
move Qs fast as we could. They were clumsy, and had ;o
rely on sheer, brute force in their fighting. But from
the looks of things right then, they had more than enough
of that to win the day.

After the first orc went down, three others began a
slow, swinging and hammering at Allen's sword and shield,
driving him back closer and closer to the circular wall.
He was parrying their blows weil enough; but he obviously
couldn't keep it up as long as they coﬁld.

Tw6 orcs attacked me at once. The first swing I

parried with my mace; then I swung around, got by his
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guard, and banged him hard on the helmet. The orec
reeled backwards, then fell motionless to the floor.

I immediately leaped onto the wall as high as I
could, Just as the second orc's sword swished throﬁgh
the air right where I'd been étanding. My magical
boots and gloves held.me to the wail for the few seconds
I needed. Then I leaped all the way over the orc's
5oad, bringing mj‘mace Squarely down on his helmeé.
When I h;t the ground, two orcs were down, and I was
crouched and ready for the next attack. My hurf
ankle was screaming out in protest; but I was in a
fight for survivadl, and}couldn't pay any.attention to
minor ipjuries at a time 1like énis.

Meanwhiie, Tim and Peter were rusned by a crowd of
severai orcs, who must have seen only their daggers,
and thought them aimost defenseiess. But Tim had his
hand ready in one hand, ana poinved it righ? into the
middle of the charging crowd ofr monsters. The blue
flame crackled from its tip, and a searing Eo;t of light--
ning Tlared out into tne midst of the orcs. Two of them
went down at once, their ciothes smoking. The rest or
them backed off with howls of pain and frustration.

I was glad to see the fight going'so well; but I
shouldn't have been watching 1im and his wand without

keeping a lookout for troubie. Something came crashing



into me from behind, and I went down to the floor, my
mace arm pinned beneath me and an enraged orc gripping
me tigntiy from behind. I managed to twist over on my
back. But I lost my mace in the process; ana the orc
was raising'its long, wicked-looking knire to plunge
into my chest. |

The only thing I could do was to lash out and land
a deéperation punch'on its jaw., I think that biow hurt
my fist more than it mirt the orcts j;w. But luckily
for me, I'd hit him with the blue.stone ring I'd gotten
from the kobolds. As soon as the ring made céﬁtact, a
pale, bluish sphere began to expand out from the stone,
and wrap itselif around me. The orc, to its amazement,
was pushed off my chest by the force or the expanding
sphere. And as he struck at me with his knife, the blow
Just glanced harmlessiy oIf the force-field surface of
the sphere.

Another orc came up, raised its mace with both hands,
and smashed at the sphere with his mace. No luck (for
him). I was completely enclosed and protected by the
magical force brougnt fortn by the ring.

So the orcs couldn't get to me. But I couldnit get
to them either. I picked up my msece, which was lying in-
aide the force-~field, and tried to hammer my way out.
The biows just glanced off the inside or ths sphere. I

was trapped inside.
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In one way, I was just as glad to be out or danger.
But in another way I was frustrated that I couldn't get
back out there to hélp my friends. I wasljust a épec-
tator now == llke a spectator in a silent movie, too,
because the sphere cut oft ali sound from the outside,
and gave everysthing an unreai, bluish me. The fight
raged, swords and shields clanged together, orcs and
people were shouting -- but it was.all & noiseless pan-
tomine to me now.

The first thing I saw was an orc's blade bive into
Allen's right hand. "He dropped his ﬁlade and jumped
back,—grabbing his injured hand with the other hand.
But just as two orcs moved in for the kill, something
swelled out from under clenched and injured hand. It
was the fing -= the ring he'd gotten from the kobolas at

the same time I'd gotten miﬁe -= and four huge snakes

dropped from hié hand to the floor, thelr fangs bared and

their long, supple bodies coiled to spring.

The orcs jumped back, eyes frozen with amazement ana
fear. Allen was Just as amazed as they were, and for an
instant they were ail -- Allen, orcs, and snakes == ail
frozen like g 3-D hologram.

Peter had been watching the whole scene, too, ana
figured out immediately what must have happened. "Order
the snakes to attack, Allen,™ he shouted. (I couldn't
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hear him, or course; I got this part or the story fronm
them later). '

So Allen pointed at the orcs and yelled, "Attack
those thingsl™ The four serpents shot forward like
steel-sprung-ﬂiséles. Two of them wrapped themselives
around two or the orcs'-necks, and the other two snakes
sank thelr fangﬁ intonfheir tegs. The orcs backed away,
howling and struggling to loosen the iron grip of those
coils around their necks.

The battle seemed to be going pretty welli in our
favor. But then, one ol the orcs ~=- a big, ugly fellow
with jagged scers that zigzagged across his face =~
shouted something, and they all retreated to the far end
of the room. There they massed togecher -~ there were
still about fifteen of themileft -- and the big orec saiq
something to them in .iow tones. |

Allen came over to where Tim ana Peter were standing,
and the three o1 them got their weépons ready for what-
ever was going to happen. I was still locked inside my
blue sphere of protection, ﬁnable to help them out at all.
I could see Allen take out his Salling Stone of Spikes,
and balance it in his hand for throwing. Tim readied his
wand. Peter held his dagger poised for action.

The air was tense. The orcs were getting ready for

their big charge. Would'they survive a rush by fifteen
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orca? And how would I ever get out or this sphere I was

trapped inside?
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THE RETURN OF AN OLD FRIEND

The orcs charged. The leader -- that same blg orc who
thad called them alil togéther for the charge ~- only ran
about three steps before‘Allen's Sailing Stone of Spikes
Jropped him in his tracks. o

"Shavo Eedro Gadro!" Allen cried out, and the mira-
culoﬁs weapon flew bacﬁ‘to his grasp. 'But by then it
was too late to use it again., The orcs had closed in
=ange for hand to hand combat. .

Another sheath of blue fire shot forth from Tim's
#and. More orcs fell--- but not enough. Soon they-were
al) charging into the smalti, huddled group of my friends,
seating Allen's sword and Peber's dagger to the ground.
Jm's wand was wrenched from his grip. Peter had used
10 ﬁis Charm Person speii. It looked Like it all over
Jor them. ' . | |

Then.(thqy told me latér), there came a booming shout
‘som above them. "Twelve agéinst three?™ roared the voice.
Zou orcs never have a sense of fair‘pl§§. Guard you well,
~avugh, orcs. The combat wili now become more equal."

The surprised orcs looked upward in amazement. They
‘9re expecting a quick victory; and alreaay the rour.of
1 had proved tougher than they expected. Then they
' “meught they had my thres friends ready for the slaughter,



when someone came to their aid, shouting down to them from
the stairs that led upward.

it was Isharl

His longhow ﬁnmmed*hs the arrows.’ -he Let fly whistled.
sharpiy.throughﬁbnepair. -.One, WO, thres, four orcs fe.il
to the floor, struck down by the dwarf's deadly aim. They
backed off in confusion, trying to escape from the lethal
rain of arrows. But as soon as they began their retreat,
Tim picked up his'ﬁand from a fallen orc and released an-
other flash of lightning-flame,

The remaining orcs =~ and there wéren't many! =- ran
for the stairs, howling with fear. We ---with tﬁe helip
of Ishar, of course -= had just defeated an entire army
- of ores. I still eould hardly believe it. A few minutes
' earlier, ié looked as ir we would all be dead. Now we
were all free to go == assuming I could get out of my
sphere; and assuming we would be able to open that door to
the outside., '

"ell, well, welll™ said Ishar, in a voice twice as
big as his size. "The adventurers return -- and with
some fine ﬁeapons,-too. But you certainly brought a pack
of trouble ailong with you; 0ld Ishar was giad to help
out, though." '

Then he turned to me ana my blue sphere. He came

over and peered insiae, like I was a fish in a'fishbowl.
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I couldn't hear him or taik to him, bus I tried to get
across t; him the fact that I was trapped inside and
couldn't get out. He soon gbt the idea, and made twist-
ing siéns around his ring finger.

"Aha," I thought. So I twisted my ring to the left
- néthiné.' But when I twisted the ring to the rignt,
the blue shell began to grow fainter. After thrse com~
plete turns, the -shell disappeared entireiy, and I was
free again, .

"Welcome back to the world," Ishar said as the shell
fade&'awgy. ‘Phen he saw the blue cat. "And who or what
‘is this stranéély-colored creature?” he asked. With a
swoop of his arms he scooped up chéhblue cat, who had
been cowering in the corner during the whoie battie.

Ishar examined the cat's fur and face critically.
"It cercain¢y doesn't look like a normai cat wivh dyed
_fﬁr " he commented.

"e found it in a room by a red dragon egg,“ Tim
told him, "and ic followed us up here." )

"It1l be an imperial balrog if this cat isn't a
bewiﬁcﬁed human being," Ishar swore. And ac th;t, the
cat looked up into Isnar's eyes == and nodded iuvs head!
It was amazing to see a éat telLi us thav it wasn't a J
éat at all, buv a person with some kind ot euchaﬁtmens

laid on it. No wonder Tasha wanted this cat so much.



"Well," sala Ishar, setvting the cat down and clapping
me on the shoulders, "I imagine you adventurers have had
some pretty exciting times since I saw you last. Let's
all go upstalirs to the weapons shop and talk abocut it.
And maybe I can talk you into selling or trading some of
those fine weapons you've won." Then he looked'éround
the room. "Say, weren't there four of you when you
}gtarted oﬁt? Where's that other magic-user -= the one
who uses the fanéy languageé"

He were all so relieved just to have survived the orc

attack, and so surprised to see Ishar again, that we didn't

even notige that Peter was missing.

"Ahhh, he probably just slipped on his invisibility
ring when the going got tough there at the last," said
Allen. But he sounded worried -- and so were we all.

~ Then we saw him. There, in the midst of a pile of
fallen orcs, lay Peter.

- "He's hurti" Tim yelled. "Quick, Charles, do a
Cure Wounds spell on him."

I ran over to where Peter was lying, and felt his
pulse. "No Cure Wounds spell is going to help Peter,"
I said slowly. "He's dead."
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THRE GOLDEN WATERS OF RESURRECTION

The Joy over our victory turned to sadness in a flash.
Suddenly we knew: we'd chquered monsters, won treasure
and magic, had gone through some great experiences -~ but
- now none of it was.wOpth it, since Peber was dead.

~ Without a word, Ishar climbed the stairs back up to
his weapons shop, and disappearéd out of sight.

"What do we do now?" Allen asked helplessly.

"I don't know,'" Tim replied. '"We couldnigﬁoven open
the door. But now, even if we can get that door open,
we'll have to carry Peter's body back to the highway."

"I guess you're right," I said. Then we were all
silent. What would we say to his parents? And who
" would believe our story when we told the truth -- that
Peter died of sword wounds in a battle with an army of
ores? ‘
~ In & few minutes, Ishar came back down the stairs
Hi?h a crafty smile on pis face., He looked at each of
us, then said, "My boys, I shouldn't give you any
breaks at all after that stew you traded me. Ughl" He
made a face. "That was the worst stuff that I ever
tortured my tongue with! But you're young, and new at
this game of adventuring. So let me make you an offer

for a deal." He reached into his pouch and pulled ocut
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a small bottle. "Here it is -- maybe the most precious
thing in the entire universe «- a vial of Golden Waters
of Resurrection! Surely you remember this bottle from
your last visit to my shop.”

We certainly did remember it A l1light of hope flashed
across our faces. Hore was a magic potion that could
bring the dead back to life. But Ishar surely wouldntt
Just give it to us outright. What would he want in
exchange? _ L _ .

- As if he'd read my thoughts, Ishar said, "Now, you
realize of course that this potion is extremely rare and
-quite valugble. I myself have seen only half a dozen
such bottles of this fluid in my whole life. But I'm a
businesamwan ~- even though I'm>sti;l not a bad warrior,
qs}ycu'vo Just seen -- and as a businessman, I'm always
ready to make a trade. What have you got to offer me for
this potion?" o o |

- He certainly must have known how badly we wanted those
Golden Waters of Resurrection. So I didn't feel 1like I
was giving up anything when I almost shouted, "Everythiﬁg.'
We!ll give you the whole pile of treasure and magic."

"Let me see what you've got," Ishar replied. "Stack
it all here where I can see it.":

As ve were piling up our treasures for Ishar's evalua-

tion, Tim asked him, "Are you sure those Golden Waters will
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really work? It's not that we don't trust you, or that
wo'lre afraid you might gyp us out of our gold and things.
We just donft want to get our hopes up about reviving
Peter and then be disappointed.™ .

Ishar looked at us soberly. "I won't lie to you.
With this potion, there is a 25 percent chance that the
potign won't work. Sometimes the potion was brewed too
weak, and sometimes the person has been dead too long for
its magic to take effect. But here's my promise: if it
doesn't work, I won't take a cent from you. Fair enough?"

"fair enough,'" we all agreed. ]

- All of our wimnings from the dungeon made a pretty
impressive pile. The ruby and the emerald, the gold,
the one remaining carved coin, my sphere of protection
ring, Peter's ring of invisibility, Tinm's ring (it was
& loser anyway); my magic boots and gloves, Tim's wand,
and Ailen's snake ring and his Sailing Stone of Spikes..
~= we hated to have fto part with all that -treasure. Bubt-
all the loot in the world wouldnit have meant a thing to
us Jjust then if Petpr's life was gone forever.

"Here it all 13," I said to Ishar. "Is it enough to
buy the Golden Waters of Resurrection?"

Ishar was a shrewd trader. He lmew how badly we
needed that vial. He looked at our treasures and frown-

ed, a3 if we were trying to pass off second-rate stuff in



201

* exchange for his genuine potion. But finally he said,
"Well, I'm getting the bad end of this deal, and that's
the truth. But I suppose. . ."

- "Wait just a minute,"” said Allen. I could see the
look. in his eye, and ; kmew what was comingi even in the
midst of this ﬁragedy, Allen couldn't pass up a try at
bargaining with Ishar. "We're giving you some pretty
valuable things here. Let's make a compromise: we'll
give you most of these things if you'll agrea.£o let us
use them free of charge when and if we ever come back to
the dungeon again. How about it?" )

I couldn't believe it. Not mnly was Allen trying to
d:ivé a bargain while our friend's 1ife was at stake; he
was actually talking about returning to the dungeon iater
-= for even ﬁoro risksl _ ) '

Ishar looked shocked. "But if you want it so that
you can use these weapons whenever you want to, thzy'rq
really still yours. I can't sell them -- I'd only be
keeping them for you. No, that's no kind of a doal.ﬁ

So they argued back and forth. Finally, though,
they reached an agreement. We agreed to give up the gold.
and jewels, the coin, and all'ths magical things except
for Peter's invisibility ring and my mégic boots and
gloves. Ishar would keep everything in his shop until

we came to use them again. Then we could use them for



_one campaign, after which we either had to pay him for them
or else give them to him outright to sell. And we had to
return within one year, or Ishar could sell everything -~
ring and boota included.

Considering how badly we wanted that vial of Golden
Wators of Resurrection, I thought Allen did a pretty good
job of trading. And so did Ishar. "A hard bargain-
driver you are, son," Ishar said to Allen, "but it's a
deal. And here is the vial."

Since I was the healer of the group, Ishar handed the
small bottle of precious fluid to me. 48 I looked at it,

. & saw ita colors twist and turn in wild, fantastic shapes
that always seeméd on the verge of making some definite
picture, but never quite making it. It was hypnotizing --
but I couldn:t allow myself to stand thers entranced by
its mysterious patterns this time, like I had before. I
had a serious healing job-to attempt. “

So I tilted back Peter's head and let the liquid flow,
drop by drop, into his parted but lifeless lips. I emptied
the bottle, but thore‘was 8till no breath, no stirring of
the pulse. Everybody, even Ishar, was bent over us, their
faces drawn tight with anxiety.

A minute went by. Two minutes. Five mirmutes. Ishar
started to look pretty glum -- and that was dofin;tely a
bad sign.
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". "It should have taken effect by now if it were going
to work at all," said Ishar with a heavy voice. "I'm
afraid. . ." .

But just then, Peter movedl His eyelids fluttered,
and the color came back to his cheeks. The breathing
started again. And he opened his eyes.

~We all whooped and shouted for joy. Ishar even did
a little dance of celebration.

PetorAlooked'up at me with a puzzled expression.
*Wha# is the occasion for all this commotion?" hs asked.
"I was sound asleep, and then all of a sudden I hear the
lot of you shouting as if it were New Year's Eve. What
on earth are you making all the racket for?"

We all laughed. But Peter just looked around
sleepily'and yawned. .

ﬁFbr some curious reason, I find myself very hungry,"
he said. "I don't suppose any of you would have some

chocolate chips, would you?"
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BACK DOWN THE PATH

After Peter had returned to life, we all went up to
Ishar's shop for a celebration. We told him the complete
story of ocur adventures, while he listened attentively,
commenting every so often on cur bravery or our foolish-
ness. He was silent, though, when we told him about
Tasha. May‘bo there was -- or used to be -- something
between them. We never found out. ]

Finally, though, I had to say- something about our
bad luck with the door. "Ishai', it's been great talking
with you. And we'll always be grateful to you for start-
ing us off on these adventures. But we're supposed to
meet my dad today at a place a loixg ways from here. That
door is still locked, though. Can you help us try to
open it?" A

"Like I told you when you first came .hzre," said
Ishar, "I can't cpenthe door any more than you can, un-
less I've got some special kind of spell =-- and even then,
I can't use it, since I'm a fighter -- or used to be,
anyway. But I can't understand why the Wizard Knock spell
didn't work -- unless, fo course, it's a fake. And I
wouldnft put it past a wizard's witch to give you a spell
that didn't work, just as a cruel kind of joke. I've
even known wltches, like that Tasha you spoke of, to give
young magic-users spells that backfired on the users.



"But come on; let's go downstairs and see if we can
discover the problem." . _ o

So we all packed up and climbed down to the circular
room where we'd fought the orcs. And there was the great
door, the source of all our troubles, still closed. Ishar
walked up, put his hands against it, and shoved.

The door swung open!

_ ‘Aﬁd'so did our mouths. "How did you do that?" Tim
asked in amazement. "I thought you sald you didn't have
any maglcal pcwers.” ‘

 "And I don't," said Ishar with a laugh. "You unlocked
. 1% yourself with that spell. All you needed to do was %o
push the door open. The spell unlocks the door for you,
but you cantt expect it to produce a doorman who comes out
and opens the door with a bow. You've got to do that
yourself." _ _

We all, especially Tim, felt pretty foolish about that
dumb mistake. It was obviocus that we all still had a good
bit to learn asbout the dungeon. _

After the several days we'd spent in the dim, flash-
light-1it world of the underground, the sunlight was
blinding. But we soon got our daylight eyes back, and
ventured ocutside. Ishar, though, stayed behind. |

~ "Come back again, lads," he said with & wave of his
powerful hand. "I like to see young adventurers, full
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of bright ideas and the pep of youth, go down there and
brave the dangers of the dungeon. Apd of cgurso," he
added with a wink, "it's good for business, tool" Then
he grasped the door and pulled it shut with a clang,
leaving us outside at thes foot of K;ng Sequoia.

We a1l stood there for a moment, looking at the huge
tree and thinking about what went on inside it.

" can hardly believe all the things that happened
to us in there,” T said. ‘

. "I can't wait until we get back and tell all our
friends about this,"™ said Allen. "Will they ever be
green with enyy when they hear about our adventures!™

"What makes you thihk they'll believe us?" Tim
asked him,. ‘ ) _
"And why wouldn't they?" Allen asked.
~ "Would you believe someone if he came up and fold you
that he'd gone inside ;n enormous tree, met a dwarf who
sold hinm weapons and spells, fought with kobolds, giant

spiders, trolls, bandits and orcs, met a witch, died,

came badk to life, then escaped from the tree with a spell

the witch had given him?"

Allen's face looked glum. "It doean't sound very
believable, does it?"

"I bhate to intrude on your musings and speculations,"”

said Peter, "but according to my calculations, we have
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approximately six hours until Charles's father arrives to
pick us up. May I suggest that we depart at once?"

"Six hours!" I gasped. "Oh man, we'll never make it.
It took us twice that long to get up here."

'fHe'd beét_: get going in anﬁ case, Show us the way
again, oh peerless leader," said Peter with a bow.

"And let's double-time it!" shouted Allen.

80 we all took off running back the way we'd coms,
with me kj.nd of loping along, since my ankle was still
sore. _I‘wasn:t too sure of our path after the first
half hoﬁr of travelling. But then I saw one of Allen's
marks on a tree, |

Allen saw it too. "Now aren't you guys glad I had
the genius to mark those trees when we came out here?"

"We're just luck the rain didn't wash those genius
marks away," said Tim, _ . _ _
. The rain had l.eft the marks, but it made our path
pretty boggy. Before long, we were all spattered with
rmud. The day was besutiful, though. Strong sunbeams
were making the miat rise off the ground, and all the
branches and needles sparkled brightly. After what
seemed like hours of running, we came to & river.,

"I don't remember this," I said. "We might have
taken a wrong turn somewhere back there." ’

- But we flopped down on the carpet of wet redwood
needles anyway. We were ﬁoo tired to go any further
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without some rest. We'd missed at least one whole night
. of sleep. And the exertions of th; pasﬁ several days
vere finally starting to catch up with us. |

- "I remember this plaée," Pim said finally. "It was
dry before the rain. That's why you don't remember thers
being a river here, Charles."

~ "How about some chow?" Allen asked as he opened his
backpack. Now that we were resting, it occured to us
that we were super mngry, so each qr us dgg out his
favorits foode.

"Anyone want some anchovies?™ I asked as I opened a
tin of the tastiest food there is.

"Ughi"™ was Tim's reply. "Here -- better have some
nice carrots and spinach leaves to go wikh that awful
stuff you're eating." }

- "0h, no thanks," I said, looking at the wilted spinach
leaves and dried-out carrots. How could he eat that stuff
and like it? - ) '

- "Have some pizza, you guys," Allen sald with his mouth
full. He held out a few pieces of old, stale pizza to
all of us. ' o N

No, thank you," said Peter. "But would you like a
bite of this dglectable chocolate chip sandwich -- my
best invention, if I do say so myself."

We looked at the soggy bread crammed with dried-out
chocolate chips.. "No, you go right ahead and eat the



whole thing -- if you dare,™ I said. So each of us ate
his own lunch, wondering why all the rest had such weird
| taste in food. - )

_ W§ reated for awhile after we'd eaten, then took off
again through the woods at a steady jog,-hoping to make
the highway by five o'clock. |

We came to another one of Allen's X-marks. I was
relieved to see it; but Tim said, "It's 4:30 right now.
We'd better ustle, or we'll never make it in time."

So we ran full-tilt. And at exactly five o’clock,
we reached the highway. And just as we threw ourselfes
down on the grass next to the road, utterly wiped out by
fatigue, I saw my dad's car coming down the road towards
us. He pulled the car up to where we were lying, and
rolled down the window. o _ ' .

"Well, there you are -~ still relaxing, too, I ses.
Did you have a quiet and peaceful time out there in the
North Forest?" . _ -

The four of us looked at each other and burst ous
laughing, Quiet and peacefull

"Right," I said as we all piled into our car. "It
was 8o restful that we want to come back here again scon.
Will you bring us back here some timo?ﬁ

"Sure," said my dad. |

And bafore he slammed the door, the blue cat jumped
in and settled down on my lap.

BEFFAF LR EBR B IR P
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EPILOGUE

Well, that's my story. I was going to prove it was
9:11 true by lnviting you to come over to my houge and
seo the blue cat. But since I started writing this book,
we'!ve been back to King Sequoia and the dungeon in the
tree. And the cat turned out to be . .. . ' |

- I'11 tell you about that cat, and some even more

anazing adventures, in t;l_'xe next story. But if you're
ever in the North Forest, and iIf you come to a huge tree
with a door in its side, and if you can get that door

cpen ==~ you may write your own bookl
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