


































































































stolen, nothing has gone well. 1 am
blind and virtually deaf and without a
friend in the world.”

*“l am your friend. Didn’t I speak
to you every day?”

“True, but you are senile.”

Balint laughed as he stroked the
egg’s surface. “I may be, but I am all
you have.”

“Such is my sorry lot in life. Al-
though I am hardly deserving, is it
possible I might be returned o the
mountain from which I was stolen?
You are king and such a minor task is
within your feeble grasp.”

“I shall take you to the el-Liot
Mountains myself!”

“All the way?” asked the egg.

“It will be difficult,” admiued
Balint. “I will leave Yucel as regent
since Istuwanisincompetentand Adara,
lovely Adara who reminds me so much
of her dead mother, lacks majority.”

“Morven would marry his son to
her and thus rule the realm by default,”
said the egg. “I overheard.”

Balint gestured away the problem
and called for his squire. Balint, egg
and squire left for the mountains at
sunrise the following day. Only Yucel
was on hand to bid them farewell.
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“They are after me. I know it,”
quavered the voice inside the egg. “They
are evil, and I am helpless...”

“It’s not you they seek,” said Bal-
int. “I do so wish my squire hadn’t
taken flight, though. He was a useful
lad for doing menial chores. But those
brigands were rather fearsome.” He
chuckled. “I think I handled them well,
even if [ do say so myself.”

“They do not seek to eat me?”
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“No, no, they were after a few
coins and nothing more. I may not be
the swordsman I once was, butI can still
swing a blade. And they must have
been deterred by my silver-tongued
claims.”

“They thought you acrazy old man.
Their clansdemand protection of such,”
the egg said.

“Nonsense.” Balint snorted indig-
nantly. He knew the egg was probably
right. His shouting and boasting of
being king had made the brigands laugh.
He looked at his tunic and noted for the
first time that the royal coat of arms
embroidered on the front was obliter-
ated by mud stains.

“Where do we find the lower passes
in which you expect to sight Duke
Darvin’s army?” asked the egg. “I feel
I should know, but I was stolen before
full consciousness came to me. 1 know
so little.” The tone turned self-pitying.
“Not even fresh from my egg and al-
ready a failure. How will I redeem
myself?”

“Y ou provide me with companion-
ship when others of my own realm
desert me,” said Balint. “Afier this
adventure I shall make you—"

“Halt!” The word roared and ech-
oed down the rock gully they traversed.
Even the partially deaf Balint snapped
around.

“Who orders a king to stop?” he
demanded, pulling his sword free from
its sheath, The action took long sec-
onds of fumbling.

The mighty voice roared again,
“Leave! We do not want your kind in
these hills.” A spider larger than a
peasant’s hut leaped to bar his path,
Balint’s horse reared and threw him.
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