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The Wombat and the Wizard
by Jean Berman

His name was Alphrezo. The townsmen called him Crazy,
and the children, begging for stories, called him Frezo. But
he called himself Alphrezo the liagician, and he wanted to be one.

As magicians do, he dressed in darks and lived in a tower in
a forest. It was a tall one, made of nolished, pale, green stones.
Alphrezo had worked hard on that tower. For years he had spent
his mornings on the ocean-front sorting green stones from the
other ones. For years he had spent his afternoons polishing
the morning's finds, and building his tower. But he always
spent the evenings studying the Art. He wove talismans, observed
the stars, practiced $pells, and stucied The Great and Secret
Book of Necromancy.

In the new moon's darkness he called spirits from vast and
terrible depths. They never came. Afterwards, he explained to
the walls why it had all worked out for the best.

"I wouldn't have known what to do with the demon if he had
come . "

The walls didn't say an;thing. Alphrezo continued his
defense. "The pentagram I drew had six points. The demon would
have escaped like...like that," he said, snapping his fingers.
"Better to have no demon than escaped one."

The walls didn't answer. They never did.
Alphrezo sighed and yawned and went to bed.

Someday he was going to cast a spell that worked. Someday
he was going to weave a unicorn that didn't look like a rhino-
cerous. Someday Alphrezo the liagician was going to be one.
Someday .

One day a spell almost worked. It was supposed to bring his
Lady Love flying through the window on rose~colored wings. The
spell had a fine talisman, a green serpent entwined about a silver
star with black flecks 1n it. The ring accompanying the talisman
was a twisted snake biting its tail. Alphrezo made good snakes.

Holding the ring behind his left ear, Alphrezo closed his
eyes and said the words of power. The room seemed to consider
trembling before the awesome words, but remained in its green
stability, Alphrezo opened his eyes. 4n attractive pink garter



































































































