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| delight to do thy will,
O my God:
yea, thy law is
within my heart.

Psalm 40:8

Prologue

Come with meto the land of Terrestria. My name is Wanderer,
and | am aminstrel. | make my living by traveling from village to
village and from castle to castle, singing my songs and spinning my
tales of the kingdom in exchange for ameal and a place to sleep.

My lifeisat times adifficult one, for constant travel can be
rough on afellow, but the life of aminstrel can at times also be
quite an interesting and rewarding one. Oh, the stories that | could
tell, if | had thetime! We minstrels usually find awarm welcome at
just about any castle or village, for we bring with us bits of news
and gossip, and our ballads and stories provide a welcome relief
from the dreary, humdrum life of the common man and the
nobleman alike.

Once upon atime, my wife and | had a child, abeautiful girl
child with hair like corn silk and eyes like the wild blue sea. Alas,
both were taken from me by that notorious highwayman called “the
fever.” Upon the loss of my wife and my child, | became aminstrel.

But enough about myself.

Terrestria, the kingdom of good King Emmanuel, isa

magnificent land of towering mountains, thundering waterfalls, and
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crystal clear rivers. The pasture lands are rich and the grass grows
tall. The land is generous, eager to give of its wealth, and the farms
prosper. Aye, Terrestriais aland of bounty and beauty.

My King, the wise and powerful Lord Emmanuel, rules
Terrestriawith a gentle, patient hand, and his subjects love him
with al their hearts. Never has there been aking so wise, so loving,
and so merciful as His Majesty. To know Emmanuel isto love him.
The people of Terrestria are indeed blessed to live under the
protection of such a magnificent King.

And yet, Terrestriais at war, and has been throughout the eons
of time. A powerful warlord prowls the kingdom: a cruel, selfish
man by the name of Argamor who has tried repeatedly to usurp
Emmanuel’ s authority and seize His Mgjesty’ s throne. Argamor
will one day be banished from the kingdom forever, but until that
happens, | fear that he will plague us unceasingly. His followers
have alegacy of pain, sorrow, and suffering, yet blindly they still
follow him, not realizing that he is destroying them.

Come with me, young reader, as | take you in story fashion to
the kingdom of Terrestria. You'll engage in impossible quests,
battle treacherous dragons and perhaps flee from angry giants,
discover adventure and mystery, for such things are commonplace
in this kingdom. Many adventures lie ahead, and you may find your
heart pounding at times. But do not fear to make the journey, for if
the way grows too treacherous or the perils more than you can bear,

you may at any time escape to the safety of your own land by

simply closing the book.
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Chapter One

Lightning slashed across the darkening skies and thunder
boomed angrily in reply as ablack coach sped recklessly down the
steep slope toward a small Terrestrian village. The coachman, atall,
gaunt figure dressed in solid black, hunched lower into his
greatcoat. The wind howled and moaned like a creature in pain. The
oaks and boxwoods lining the narrow roadway writhed and swayed
asif dancing to silent music. The blackness of night threatened as
the storm raced toward the little town.

The coach swayed dangerously when it reached the foot of the
hill. The vehicle raced into a curve, careened recklessly to one side,
and then at the last possible moment righted itself and then slowed
for an even tighter curve.

The storm arrived suddenly. The rain crashed down with a
vengeance as the darkness of night abruptly descended like a black
curtain. The ominous, sodden clouds above the sleepy village
abruptly unloaded upon the unsuspecting town, releasing their
burdens asif diced open with aknife. The rain fell in torrents,
pummeling the hillside and then flowing down toward the village in

muddy streams and rivulets. The coachman was immediately
drenched by the violent downpour, and he cursed bitterly. A white-
hot bolt of lightning illuminated the valley.

At that moment, the door to the coach flew open. “Please, sirel”
afrantic voice pleaded, and then a human figure tumbled from the
open doorway to land sprawling in the thickets at the roadside. The
coach sped on and was swallowed by the blackness of the night.

With acry of dismay the figure at the roadside leaped to his
feet, but the coach was gone. Immediately drenched by the
unrelenting downpour, the hapless figure looked around
desperately. An observer would have noted that he was disheveled
but well-dressed, shaking with cold and fear, and that he was a
young man about to cross that line that separates youth from
manhood. “King Emmanuel, help me,” he cried in desperation.
“What am | to do now?”’

With an explosion of sound and a shock wave that made every
nerve in the young man’s body tingle, afiery bolt of lightning
struck the hillside less than fifty paces from where he stood,
stunning and paralyzing him. The resulting crash of thunder was so
powerful that the force of the sound knocked him to the ground. But
in that brief instant that the hillside was illuminated brighter than a
hundred daylights, his probing eyes spotted a crude shelter, an
abandoned hay wagon. It wasn’t much, but it would provide a slight
reprieve from the sheer violence of the storm.
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He crawled toward it, and then, regaining the full use of his
limbs, rose to his feet and staggered toward it. The wind howled
and gusted, throwing handfuls of rain into hisface asif to display
its hatred. A racking cough shook his slender body and he shivered
uncontrollably. With an unearthly cry that was somewhere between
amoan and a sob, he literaly fell into the mud beneath the wagon.

The youth crawled forward and then curled up against the
broken front axle. Lacking a cloak or coat to protect himself against
the brutality of the tempest, he simply raised trembling hands to
shield hisface. A prolonged fit of coughing shook his entire body.
“My lord, Emmanuel,” he moaned, “help me! What am | to do
now?”’

Lightning stabbed at the hillside, the valley, and the defenseless
village, striking again and again without mercy as if determined to
obliterate the landscape. High on the hillside, a mighty oak took a
direct hit and exploded in abarrage of flying limbs and bark.
Thunder rocked the valley, echoing and re-echoing until the youth
clutched hisearsin pain. It sounded asif Terrestriawas being
destroyed.

In the midst of the swirling maelstrom of rain, wind, lightning,
and thunder, alone yellow light appeared, bobbing and weaving
erratically asit traveled toward the decaying hay wagon.

The wind abruptly ceased its shrieking and the downpour
lessened considerably. Darkness reigned as the lightning stopped

and the thunder was silenced, creating an unexpected calm. The
youth raised his head.

At that instant, afiery bolt of lightning struck an outcropping of
granite less than ten paces from the wagon. The ledge exploded,
hurling tiny shards of rock to strike the face and neck of the youth,
and a shock wave of intense heat and energy seared his face and
throat. Stunned and temporarily blinded, he dropped his head to the
protection of the cold mud beneath him.

A warm glow of yellow light arrested his attention and he raised
his head and then cried out in terror. The white hair and wrinkled
skin of an old man’s face had appeared just inches from his own.
Disembodied and without definite form, the face floated in the
darkness of the storm. “What are you?’ the youth cried out in fear.
“Have you come to destroy me?’

A hand touched his shoulder and the terrified youth recoiled in
panic, striking his head on theiron rim of the wagon wheel and
nearly knocking himself unconscious. Stunned and disoriented, he
struggled to scramble from beneath the wagon.

“Gavin,” acam voice called, and the youth realized that he was
in the grip of two powerful hands. “Gavin, it'sall right! | won't hurt
you. It'sal right, lad.”

The youth stopped struggling and cowered in the mud as he
awaited the inevitable. “What do you want with me?’
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“It’s all right, Gavin,” the quiet voice assured him. “I’ve come
to help you.”

Gavin raised his head. “Who are—?" A fit of coughing
interrupted his words. “Who are you?”

“Just afriend who wants to help you, lad.”

“How—how do you know my name?’ The light moved, and the
youth could now see the form of an old man kneeling in the mud
beside the wagon. He sighed with relief. Thiswas no evil apparition
or banshee, just an old man with alantern.

Strong hands lifted him to a sitting position and his wet,
trembling body was suddenly engulfed in the warm folds of adry
cloak. “Follow me, Gavin,” the quiet voice said. “Let’s get you
inside, out of this dreadful storm.” The old man’s eyes searched his
face. “Are you ready to make arun for it?”’

Gavin nodded. “I'll follow your light.”

The old man’s arm slipped around him, scooping him from
beneath the wagon and lifting him to his feet in one motion. “We'll
go together.”

The intensity of the tempest seemed to increase as Gavin and
the old man hurried through the darkness of the night. Peering
anxiously through the crashing wind and the slashing rain, Gavin
could barely see the ground in the feeble glow from the lantern, but
his companion seemed to know where he was going. He led Gavin
through a steep ravine, across alittle stream, and into a forest that

sheltered them somewhat from the full force of the storm. At last,
the old man paused and lifted the lantern, and Gavin could see that
they had reached the weather-beaten door of a humble cottage.

“Comein out of the storm, lad,” the old man invited, lifting the
latch and pushing open the door. Gavin threw himself across the
threshold.

As the old man closed the door, the feeble light from the lantern
seemed to increase a hundredfold. A cheerful fire blazed on the
hearth and the little table before it was set with two steaming bowls
of porridge. Gavin stared. It was almost asif he had been expected.

The strong hands of the old man peeled the cloak and the cold,
wet outer clothing from Gavin’s shivering body. “Come,” his host
invited, “stand before the fire and warm up. Y ou must be chilled to
the bone.” As he spoke, he wrapped awarm blanket around Gavin's
shoulders. Gavin bent over in aprolonged fit of coughing.

The warmth from the blazing fire slowly crept into Gavin's
bones. “ Sire, | thank you for rescuing me,” he said gratefully. “ But
for you...”

“Don’'t talk now,” his host admonished him, handing him a
steaming mug. “Drink this. It will warm your insides and soothe
that cough of yours.”

Gavin took a huge gulp of the hot cider. The warm drink flowed

through his being like liquid fire, warming and strengthening him.
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He took a deep breath and then another big gulp. “ Sire, thank you,”
he whispered. “But for you | would have died.”

Several moments later, when warmth had returned to Gavin's
aching body and he was dressed in awarm, dry robe, the old man
gestured toward the table. “Have a seat, Gavin. A little hot porridge
will do you good.”

“Sire, who are you?’ Gavin demanded. “How do you know my
name?’ He gazed around the cottage. “Y ou have hot cider and
porridge ready, and arobe just my size and...sire, if | didn’t know
better, I’d say that you were expecting me. Who are you, anyway?
How...how did you know that | was coming and would need your
help?’

The old man turned slowly. His face was cam and peaceful and
his clear gray eyes sparkled with friendliness. “I make it my
business to know these things, lad.”

“But who are you, sire?’

“Eat,” the man said, gently leading him to the table. “We can
talk over our porridge.”

Within moments Gavin discovered that the porridge was
absolutely delicious. Once he started he couldn’t seem to get the
spoon to his mouth fast enough. Warmth flowed through him and
he luxuriated in the feeling.

“1 am anobleman in the service of King Emmanuel,” his host
said, when he and Gavin were hafway through the smple meal.

“My nameis Wisdom, or, as some call me, Sir Wisdom. | was
simply sent to help you in your time of need.” The clear gray eyes
studied Gavin's face, and a sad smile crossed the man's
countenance. “Y ou took arather mean tumble from that coach,
lad.”

“Sir Entertainment threw me out,” Gavin retorted angrily. “1 am
aminstrel and | have been traveling with him, singing and playing
for the lords and their ladies at the various castles. When | became
ill and lost my voice, he threw me out like an old shoe!”

Sir Wisdom’s eyes met Gavin's and the youth felt asif the old
man could see right into his soul. “Y ou have just discovered for
yourself just what a treacherous master Argamor can be, did you
not? Aye, Argamor will use you, and then he casts you aside when
you are no longer useful to him. Like an old shoe, as you put it.”

Gavin paused with the spoon halfway to his mouth “ Argamor?
But | wasn’t serving Argamor, sire.”

“Then whom were you serving?’ Sir Wisdom asked.

Gavin shrugged and swallowed the spoonful of porridge. “I
wasn't serving anyone, sire.”

“We al serve someone or something,” the nobleman corrected.
“Whom were you serving?’

“Then | would have to say that | was serving myself. | was
singing simply for the chance to travel and become known, and to

make some money.”
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“So you weren’t doing it for King Emmanuel’ s honor and
glory—which means that you were serving Argamor.”

“How can you say that, sire?’

“You weren't serving Emmanuel, were you?”’

“Not really, but | wouldn’t say that | was serving Argamor, sire.
Argamor is the sworn enemy of His Majesty and | would never
serve him.”

“‘Hethat is not with meis against me; and he that gathereth not
with me scattereth.” His Majesty’ s own words, lad.”

Gavin sighed. “Then perhaps | was serving Argamor, though |
did not redlize it.”

“Thereisforgiveness with His Mgesty,” Sir Wisdom said
softly.

Gavin nodded and fell silent.

When the simple meal was finished, Gavin thanked his host and
then arose from the table and took a seat before the fire. He reached
out and checked his wet clothing, which Sir Wisdom had hung to
dry upon the cooking crane. “Already!” he exclaimed.

The old man looked up from his task of clearing the table.
“Your clothing isdry, | takeit?’

“Aye, sire. That was mighty fast.”

“It'sahot fire.” He studied Gavin's face. “And what are your

plans now, may | ask?”’

Gavin hung his head. “I have no plans, sire. This all happened
so quickly.” He sighed as he watched the crackling fire. Just then, a
burning log collapsed, sending a shower of brilliant sparks up the
chimney. The youth turned and looked at Sir Wisdom, and the old
man saw the unspoken pleain his eyes. “1—I suppose that | will
change back into my own clothing and try to find a place to spend
the night.”

“Find a place to spend the night, lad?’ Sir Wisdom stiffened
and drew himself up to hisfull height asif he were offended by the
words. “And what is wrong with these accommodations, may |
ask?’

“Nothing, s-sire,” Gavin stammered. “I would love to stay here.
|—I just was afraid to ask, sire.”

The old man grinned. “If you tried to step out into that storm |
would stop you, lad. Y ou're spending the night here. I’ m already
planning on it.”

Relief flooded over Gavin. “Thank you, sire.”

Sir Wisdom placed a basin on the table, poured water from a
pitcher, and began to wash the utensils from the meal. Ashe
worked, he watched Gavin. The youth sat by the fireplace with
shoulders slumped, head down, and awoeful look on his young
face. “What’s on your mind?’ he asked, though he knew exactly

what Gavin was thinking.
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“What am | to do?’” Gavin lamented. “1 will stay with you
tonight, sire, and | do appreciate your hospitality, but what am | to
do tomorrow? | have no home and no way to provide for myself.
This all happened so suddenly.”

“His Mgjesty has plansfor you,” Sir Wisdom said quietly.

Gavin’s head shot up. “What do you mean by that, sire?’

“Emmanuel knows your needs, lad. | seethat you have no chain
of iniquity or weight of guilt, so I know that you have been set free
by Emmanuel and that you are one of his children. He knows what
is best for you, and he has a plan for your life. What you need to do
now is concentrate on finding that plan.”

“I1f Emmanuel has a plan for me, why did he allow me to be
thrown from the coach in the middle of aterrible storm? | was
doing fineasaminstrel. Lifewasall right, and | enjoyed what | was
doing. But now it seemsthat it all has been taken from me.”

“Hetook it from you so that you would look to him,” the old
man replied quietly.

A puzzled expression appeared on Gavin's face.

“You said that lifewas ‘all right’, yet Emmanuel wants you to
live an abundant life, not just alifethat is‘all right’. His plans for
you far exceed any plans that you could have had, and yet you were
satisfied with the meager existence that you knew. This afternoon,
before you were tossed so unceremoniously from that coach, would

you have been interested in learning Emmanuel’ s will for you?’
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Gavin shrugged.

“Perhaps not,” Sir Wisdom answered for him. “You didn’t see
your need for him; you were doing just fine on your own. But now,
after being tossed out like an old shoe, as you put it, you are willing
to admit your need of him, are you not? Emmanuel now has your
attention, and | dare say that you are willing to listen.”

He smiled asif he knew something that Gavin did not. “I think
you are ready for the quest.”

“The quest, sire? What is the quest?”’

“The quest for Thelema Mountain,” the old man replied
vaguely, smiling that mysterious smile again.

“Whereis Thelema Mountain?’

“Let’s get some sleep, shall we?” Sir Wisdom replied. “I'll tell
you about Thelema Mountain in the morning. | do believe that you

are about to embark on a quest that will change your life forever.”
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Chapter Two

Gavin awoke to theirritating sound of arooster crowing. He
stirred, stretched, and slowly opened one eye, frowning as he took
in the unfamiliar surroundings. Where am 1? he mused sleepily. The
fireplace looks familiar, and the table, and...The cottage! Thisis
Sr Wisdon' s cottage. Abruptly, memory sharpened and he recalled
the events of the night before. He sat up and the delicious aroma of
baking bread brought him wide awake.

“Did you sleep well?’

Gavin turned to see Sir Wisdom preparing the table. “Aye, sire,
that | did. | slept very well.”

“Excellent. Now, how about some breakfast?’

Gavin grinned. “Aye, sire, | am ready. What are we having?’

“Fresh bread and venison stew,” the old man replied. “I’ll have
it on the table before you can reach your seat.”

The words were a challenge. Gavin sprang from the pallet on
the floor and leaped for the chair that he had occupied the night
before, but he was not quick enough. Just as he dropped into the
chair, Sir Wisdom plopped a pan of steaming bread onto the table.
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Hisfriendly gray eyes were twinkling merrily. “Maybe next time,
lad.”

Gavin laughed.

The old man ladled a generous helping of rich brown stew into
Gavin’'s bowl. The steam wafted around Gavin's head and the
enticing aroma reminded the youth just how hungry he was.

“So tell me about this quest that you mentioned last night,”
Gavin requested, as they fell to eating the delicious breakfast. “Y ou
said something about a mountain.”

“Aye, the quest for Mount Thelema,” Sir Wisdom replied.

“Mount Thelema? | have never heard of it.”

“It’ sasacred mountain far to the east. The mountain is quite
rugged, and so tall that clouds obscure the peaks. Thereis ahuge
cleft in the middle so that at first observation the mountain appears
as two separate mountains. The region above the cloudsis never
visible from the valley floor, but it is said to be aregion of delights
known to but few of Emanuel’s children. If you would journey to
that sacred region above the clouds, you would learn of
Emmanuel’s plan for you.”

“Mount Thelema.” Gavin said the words aoud, slowly,
carefully, as though awed by the sound. “Is there any significance

to that name?”
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“Much significance. Thelema is an ancient word meaning ‘the
will of the King'. In your quest for Mount Thelema, you are
seeking the will of King Emmanuel.”

Gavin was silent for amoment as he thought it through. “Last
night you said that His Majesty has aplan for my life. Is thiswhat
you mean when you speak of the will of King Emmanuel ?”

Sir Wisdom nodded as he buttered a piece of hot bread.
“Exactly. If you are willing to make the journey to Mount Thelema,
you will learn of Emmanuel’s plan for your life.”

Gavin was silent, and Sir Wisdom noticed. The keen gray eyes
met Gavin’'s. “You do want to follow His Mgjesty’ s plan for you,
do you not?’

Gavin lowered his gaze. “1 think so0.”

“You think so? Lad, the King reveals hiswill to be obeyed, but
not to be considered. Y ou cannot ask His Mgjesty to show you his
plan so that you can consider whether or not you will follow it.
Emmanuel will reveal hiswill for you when you are ready to obey
it with al your heart.”

“What if | do not want to do the King' swill?” Gavin asked
curtly.

“Why would you not desire Emmanuel’ s will for you, 1ad? Y our
King can be trusted. He knows you better than you know yourself,
and he loves you more than you will ever know. Finding and doing
the will of King Emmanuel is the grandest accomplishment in this
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life, and it brings the greatest fulfillment and the sweetest rewards.
Y ou told me that you enjoyed your life as aminstrel, and yet, when
you learn Emmanuel’s plans for you, you will find them to be a
thousand times better than your own plans.”

Gavin was silent for several long moments, and Sir Wisdom
waited patiently. At last, the youth gave voice to the fear that was
troubling him. “What if King Emmanuel’swill for meis something
terrible?’ he asked.

“Terrible? How could Emmanuel’ swill be terrible?

“What if he wants me to be something that | just cannot be, or
do something that | just cannot bear to do? Aye, Sir Wisdom, |
want to serve him and | want my heart to be yielded to him. But
what if his plan for me is something that would make me
miserable?’

Sir Wisdom smiled and shook his head sadly. “That isafair
guestion, lad,” he answered slowly, “and yet you would never ask
that question if you understood just how much your King really
loves you. Emmanuel’s plan will never make you miserable—when
you find his plan for you, you will delight in doing it.”

Gavin was thoughtful. “How far is this mountain?’

“The distance cannot be measured in miles or furlongs,” Sir
Wisdom replied. “The mountain lies far to the east, though no one
can tell you just how far. You will not reach it in aday, or evenina
week. Some have spent years seeking it without ever finding it.
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Aye, the quest will be along one, and the obstacles will be
numerous, but the rewards will be worth every step of the journey.”

The youth sighed as he pondered the information that the old
nobleman had just shared. “Y ou said that some have sought the
mountain and never found it,” he said slowly. “How can | be certain
of finding it?’

““Ye shal seek me, and find me, when you search for me with
all your heart,”” Sir Wisdom quoted. “His Majesty delightsin
guiding his children to the place where they find hiswill.”

“But you told me that some have sought for years and failed to
find the mountain,” Gavin argued. “How can | be sure of finding it
when others have failed?’

“Others have sought the mountain out of curiosity, or perhaps a
sense of obligation, yet they sought it without a yielded heart.
Remember, Emmanuel will not reveal hiswill to be considered, but
to be obeyed.”

Gavin was silent for along time. Sir Wisdom waited patiently.
The fire burned low on the hearth, but neither person moved.

At last, Gavin stood to hisfeet. “I will make the quest and seek
Mount Thelema,” he announced. “| seek to find the will of my
King.”

Sir Wisdom looked deeply into his eyes and again Gavin felt as
if the old man could see into the very depths of his soul. “But what
about your heart, lad? Isit yielded to your King?”’
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Gavin paused before answering. “In truth, | do not know,” he
replied dowly, “but if it isnot, will | not discover that as | make the

journey?’

I
LA

Later that morning, Gavin stood in the doorway to Sir
Wisdom’ s humble cottage, arrayed in chain mail armor given him
by Sir Wisdom. His heart trembled as he thought about the quest
ahead of him. “But sire, how will | know which way to go? What if
| lose my way? What if Argamor or his men should stop me? Sir
Wisdom, can you not go with me? | don’t want to go alone.”

“Thisjourney will be quite difficult, and actually perilous at
times,” the nobleman replied. “ There are dangers of which | cannot
warn you. Y ou must beware of those who would seek to dissuade
you from making the journey and those who would directly oppose
you and seek to do you harm. But rest assured that King Emmanuel
will guide you safely to the mountain.”

Gavin attempted to adjust the strap on his Shield of Faith. “How
will he guide me?’

Sir Wisdom looked at him in surprise. “With his book, of
course. You do know how to use the book to choose the right path,
do you not?’

“I—I"m not sure.”

“Let me see your book.”
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Gavin reached within his doublet and withdrew the sacred book
that Sir Wisdom had given him. He handed it to the old man. “Any
time you face a decision or need guidance as to what path to take,”
Sir Wisdom instructed him, “simply open your book and turnit in
the direction that you think you ought to go. The book will help you
discern the way to go by glowing brightly when you turn it in the
right direction.”

He swung the book vigorously and in an instant it became a
sharp, gleaming sword. “And of course, you will face opposition
from Argamor and his dark forces, so you will use the book to
defend yourself.”

Gavin glanced up into the branches of a myrtle tree just outside
the door where there perched a snow white dove of unusual beauty.
“You said that the dove will guide me. How will he do that?”’

“The dove knows the mind of King Emmanuel perfectly, and he
will assist you in choosing the right paths. He speaksin a still,
small voice, so you must be careful to pay close attention when he
speaks, for his guidanceis easily ignored.”

“1 will listen,” Gavin vowed.

“And of course, the voice of the dove will always be in perfect
agreement with the words of the book,” Sir Wisdom continued, “for
they were both given to you by Emmanuel. Follow the guidance of
your book and listen for the voice of the dove and you will not go

wrong.”
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Gavin glanced at Sir Wisdom and then looked back to the
beautiful dove. “I will listen for hisvoice.”

Sir Wisdom nodded. “Aye. Be careful that you do, for he will
never lead you wrong. Obedience to his voice will guarantee
success in your quest for the mountain.” He paused and looked at
Gavin with eyesfilled with compassion. “ Always remember that
you can send a petition to His Mg esty at any time, day or night.

Y our King desires success for you in this quest, and he stands ready
to answer your every petition.”

Shortly after being adopted into the King's family, Gavin had
learned of an incredible form of communication with his gentle
sovereign—whenever he desired to send a message to the King, all
he had to do was write it out on a parchment, roll it up, and release
it. Miraculous as it seemed, in an instant the petition would be
delivered to His Mgesty’ s throne room at the Golden City. Gavin
had learned from experience that Emmanuel was eager to receive
his every request.

Gavin nodded at Sir Wisdom’swords. “1 will make frequent use
of my right as a son of the King. | will send regular petitionsto His
Majesty. But what about provisions for the trip? | have neither food
nor money.”

Sir Wisdom lifted a haversack and placed it upon Gavin’s back.
“Thisgraceis provided for your journey by the lovingkindness of
your King,” he said.
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Gavin frowned. “But you said that the quest for Mount Thelema
will be quite long. The pack upon my back is quite light, and |
know that it cannot contain enough provisions for such ajourney.”

“Your King has provided for today,” the old man assured him.
“Take the journey one day at atime. Tomorrow he will replenish
your supply as needed.”

Sir Wisdom stepped close and wrapped his arms around the
youth. “Farewell, Gavin. Follow the guidance of the book, lad, and
listen to the voice of the dove. Be sure to send a petition to His
Majesty whenever the need arises, and you will find that his
resources will meet your every need. Go in faith, my prince, and
you shall have a prosperous journey. Farewell, my son. May King
Emmanuel’ s love go with you.”

“Thank you, sire. | am deeply grateful for your counsel and
your help.”

Gavin set out with alively step and amerry heart. The
disappointments and terrors of the night before were forgotten.
King Emmanuel loved him and had a plan for hislife, and he was
going to find it, though the journey to Mount Thelema might be
long and treacherous. A merry heart expressesitself in song, and
before long Gavin was singing praises to King Emmanuel.

He was careful to follow the guidance of the book, and less than
five furlongs from Sir Wisdom' s cottage the path | eft the easy
terrain of the lowlands and began to wind its way toward higher
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elevations. Soon he was following a narrow, winding track that
wound its way along the very edge of a steep precipice. He looked
down across an expanse of forest and spotted the roof of a small
cottage among the trees, and he recognized it immediately.

Thank you, Sr Wisdom, he thought gratefully. Your advice and
counsel have helped put me on the right path at last. Soon | shall
know the heart and the will of my King, and | am forever grateful to
youl.

The sun was warm and the trail was steep, and he soon found
himself longing for adrink. When the path crossed alittle stone
bridge spanning asmall stream, he left the path and hurried
gratefully down to the stream. The water was cool to his touch and
he eagerly washed his face, splashed some on his neck and arms,
and then dipped up a double handful and drank deeply. A blue jay
in anearby elderberry tree scolded him vigorously and he laughed
in delight. He dipped up another double handful and again drank
deeply.

“Good morning to you, my young friend,” a cheerful voice
called, and Gavin looked up to see atall, thin man with a mournful
face and thinning hair. The man left the trail and hurried down to
the stream. “Would you be so good as to share your stream with a
thirsty traveler?’

Gavin laughed. “Certainly, sir. Just don’'t drink it al, for we
may need some later.”
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The man laughed as he knelt at the water’s edge. “Aye, and I'll
save some for you.” He drank noisily, wiped his mouth with the
back of his hand, and then took a seat on alarge boulder.

“Where are you off to, my friend? It’s quite atrek through these
mountains, isn’t it? The Mountains of Difficulty, folks call them,
and indeed they are aptly named.”

“My nameis Gavin, sir, and | am on aquest to Thelema
Mountain to find the will of my King.”

The man’s eyes registered his surprise. “ Thelema Mountain,
you say? And how do you propose to get there, lad?’

Gavin shrugged. “I intend to walk, sir. And what is your name,
if | may ask?’

The man extended his hand. “I beg your pardon, Gavin, I'm
forgetting my manners, | am. My name is Malcolm. I'm a cobbler
by trade.”

Gavin shook his hand. “1 am pleased to meet you, sir.” He sat
down on another boulder opposite the cobbler.

“You say that you intend to walk to Mount Thelema, but just
how do you intend to find it?”’

“King Emmanuel’s book will guide me, sir. And the doveis my
guide aswell.”

Malcolm glanced up at the dove perched in a nearby tree and
then back to Gavin. “The mountain may not be that easy to find. |
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say that because | myself am returning from a quest to Mount
Thelema”

Gavin leaned forward eagerly. “How far is the mountain, sir?
What was it like? Did you find the will of Emmanuel ?’

Thetall cobbler sadly shook his head. “1 wish | could answer
your guestions, Gavin, but I'm afraid that | have no answers. Six
weeks ago | set out for Mount Thelema just as eager and full of
spirit as you, and just as determined to know the will of my King.
But alas, you find me returning from my quest in failure. | have
faced dangers and difficulties such as you can not imagine, yet |
still do not know Emmanuel’ s will. Mount Thelema has proven
impossibleto find, lad.”

Gavin was stunned by the man’s words. “What do you intend to
do, sir?’

Malcolm shrugged. “ There is nothing else to do, Gavin. | will
go back homein failure.” He sighed. “Allow me to give you some
advice, lad, and perhaps spare you some grief. You are fresh and
eager to go to the mountain—I can seeit in your eyes—and that
tells me that you are just starting out on your quest. May | suggest
that you turn around and go back, as | am doing, rather than
continuing on and meeting with defeat and discouragement, as |
have done?’

He sighed again. “Lad, take it from one who knows—M ount
Thelemaisimpossibleto find.”
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Chapter Three

Gavin stared at the cobbler for severa long moments without
speaking. The man’s words rang of truth and sincerity, and Gavin
had no doubt that he meant every word of them, but the idea of
abandoning the quest left an empty feeling in the depths of his soul.
“l—I cannot turn back, sir, for I must know the will of my King. |
must find and climb Mount Thelema.”

“It'sno use, lad,” the cobbler said, shaking his head sadly. “|
tried my best, yet could not find the mountain. In fact, there are
many who say that such a mountain does not exist.”

“You must bewar e of those who would seek to dissuade you
from making the journey and those who would directly oppose you
and seek to do you harm.” The words of Sir Wisdom echoed in
Gavin’s memory like awarning bell. Perhaps Mal colm the cobbler
had been sent by Argamor. He stood up. “Sir, why do you seek to
dissuade me from finding Mount Thelema? Are you an emissary for

Argamor?’
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Malcolm'’s head snapped back asif Gavin had slapped himin
the face. “An emissary for Argamor? Nay, lad, do not say such
things! | could never serve that evil warlord!”

The cobbler’s face held an expression of absolute misery and
Gavin redlized that his words had hurt the man deeply. Perhaps he
istelling the truth, Gavin told himself, and perhaps he really did try
to find Mount Thelema. And yet, if heis an agent for Argamor, |
must be careful not to let him set a trap for me. “ Then why do you
seek to dissuade me?” he challenged.

“l—I do not seek to dissuade you, lad,” Malcolm replied
slowly, hesitantly. “1 only seek to tell you that the journey will be
harder than you can imagine, that you will face unimaginable
dangers, and that the quest must end in failure. | tried, lad, yet |
could not find the sacred mountain. Forgive meif | sound cruel, but
neither will you. Mount Thelema, if it really exists, cannot be found
by the likes of us.”

Gavin frowned. “1 have been told that it is adifficult quest,” he
told Malcolm, “but that King Emmanuel wants us to find the sacred
mountain. Is that not one reason that he gave us the book?’

“The book?’ The cobbler’s face was blank.

“Emmanued’ s book,” Gavin replied, drawing his book from his
doublet. “The King' s book will guide usto Mount Thelema. In your

guest for the mountain, sir, did you follow the book?’
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“Nay, lad, | did not, for | did not know that it would guide me
there,” Malcolm confessed humbly, and at this, any doubts that
Gavin had entertained were erased. Malcolm was telling the truth.

“Look, sir,” Gavin said eagerly, opening the book and turning it
so that the pages glowed, “the book will show us the way to the
mountain! The pages glow when we are on the right path, but dim
when we stray from the path.” As he said this, he turned the book
so that the pages dimmed noticeably.

Malcolm was amazed. “Lad, if that istrue, we can find Mount
Thelema! We can know the will of Emmanuel!” Hisface lit up with
delight.

“Will you go with me, sir?’

“Aye, lad, that | will,” the cobbler replied joyfully, “for my
heart desires to know the will of my King.” He stepped to the
stream, dipped up a double handful of the cool water, and drank
deeply. “Well, lad, shall we be off?’

“Call me Gavin, if you please, sir.”

“Aye, Gavin, shall we set off for Mount Thelema? And do call
me Malcolm, lad.”

Gavin and Macolm set off at abrisk pace. The trail was steep
and rocky. Although Gavin was younger and perhaps more
energetic than his companion, he had to walk fast to keep up, for
the cobbler climbed with an enthusiasm that seemed to lend energy

to his steps.
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“Just ahead is atreacherous area with many rockslides,”
Malcolm warned afew minutes later. “We'll have to watch our
step.”

“Is this the way you came?’ Gavin asked.

“Aye. | was coming back, you know, when we met.” Malcolm
sighed. “I’'m sorry, Gavin, | am, that | tried to turn you from the
quest. | did it ininnocence, lad, for | truly believed that finding
Mount Thelemawas an impossibility. Would you find it in your
heart to forgive me?”’

“Aye, of course,” Gavin responded brightly. “1 will be glad to
have you as atravel companion. Perhaps we can be an
encouragement to each other.”

“Aye, but | didn’t start off too well on that one, did | now?”
Mal colm commented sheepishly, and they both laughed.

“Thisisthe place | warned you about,” the cobbler said a
moment later, pausing and pointing up thetrail. “Thereare a
number of rockslides, and there are areas where a rockslide could
take place at any moment. Be careful.”

Gavin glanced up at the mountainside above thetrail. Just as
Malcolm had warned, the arealooked treacherous, and he realized
that arockslide could start at any time. The steep slope above the
trail was littered with thousands of boulders of all sizes, many of
them poised for aquick slide down the mountain. “Aye, you were
right,” he said to his companion, “thisis atreacherous place.”
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“Beware!” Malcolm shouted, leaping backward and knocking
Gavin down. “Rockslide!” He ran past the youth asif pursued by a
pack of wolves.

Gavin leaped to his feet and dashed back down the trail. Behind
him alow rumble grew louder and louder until it became a
deafening roar. He spun around. Thousands of boulders of all sizes
slid downward until the trail was completely obliterated. Gavin
trembled at the sight. The spot where he and Malcolm had been
trekking was now covered in thousands of tons of rock! “We—we
could have been crushed!” he stammered.

“Ah, but praise the name of Emmanuel, we were not!” Malcolm
said cheerfully.

Gavin stared at him. Quite a change from the defeated cobbler |
met just a short while ago, he thought.

A look of horror swept across Malcolm’sface. “Look!” He
pointed at the rockslide.

Gavin gasped in dismay. Protruding from the vast pile of rocks
was atiny human hand! Without regard for the danger of the
situation, he leaped forward and fell to his knees on the rock pile.
“Help me!” he cried to Malcolm. “Someone is trapped beneath the
rocks!”

Working frantically, the two travelers cleared the rocks from
around the hand. To their complete astonishment, they uncovered a
tiny little wisp of aman less than afoot tall! Dressed in agreen
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jerkin and brown leggings, the tiny figure lay on his back with his
eyes closed. His lower face was concealed by a short, curly brown
beard.

“What—what isit?” Macolm’s voice came as a nervous
whisper.

“It'saperson, | think,” Gavin replied, also in awhisper. “But he
sureistiny, isn't he?’ Bending over, he cautiously touched the tiny
figure, and then picked him up, cradling him carefully in both
hands.

At that moment the little man opened his eyes. He lay perfectly
still in Gavin’'s hands, moving only his eyes as he studied his two
rescuers with suspicion. Abruptly, awide smile swept across his
tiny face. “ Gentlemen, | thank you!” he cried in athin, shrill voice.
“1 do believe | owe my life to you.”

As Malcolm and Gavin stared open-mouthed, the little man sat
up. “Where's Apathy?’

“Who?” Gavin asked in a hoarse whisper. The tiny man was the
most astonishing sight he had ever seen, and the youth trembled as
he held him.

“Apathy,” the tiny man repeated. “My friend.”

Leaning over the edge of Gavin’s hand, he stared down in
dismay at the rockslide. “Help me,” he cried. “Apathy is buried
beneath the rocks!”
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“There,” Malcolm said, pointing to atiny foot protruding from
the rocks. Dropping to their knees, Gavin and Malcolm helped the
tiny man free his friend from the rockslide. When the rocks were
cleared away, Malcolm lifted the limp body and cradled it in his
bony hands. Dressed in adark blue jerkin and black leggings, the
second tiny man had along beard that reached nearly to hiswaist.
His eyes were closed and Gavin feared that the life had been
crushed out of him.

Malcolm held the lifeless body closeto hisear. “1 can't tell if
he's breathing,” he said soberly. His chin quivered and his eyes
held alook of anguish.

“Let me see him,” thefirst little man demanded. The cobbler
was kneeling, so the little man scrambled up and stood upon
Malcolm’ s thigh. Reaching up with both hands, he grabbed the
cobbler’ slong fingers and pulled his hands down toward himself
until hisinjured friend was at his own eye level. “ Apathy, wake
up!” he shouted in atiny voice, slapping Apathy’s face with a
ferocity that astounded his larger companions.

Apathy opened his eyes. “Envy, what are you doing here?
Where are we?”’

“You and | nearly left Terrestriafor good,” histiny friend told
him. “We were buried under an enormous rockslide, but these kind

gentlemen graciously dug us out.”
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“Isthat true?’ the tiny man in Malcolm’s hands demanded,
staring up at the cobbler.

Malcolm nodded. “He'stelling it as it happened, little man.”
“The nameis Apathy,” the little man responded, sitting up in
Malcolm'’s hands. “My friend hereis named Envy. And if you have
indeed saved our lives, we are grateful.” He suddenly grimaced and

grabbed hisleg. “Oh! Oh! My leg! | think it’s broken!”

As Gavin and Malcolm watched in dismay, thetiny manin
Malcolm’s hands twisted and writhed in pain. “Can you help us?’
Envy implored, wringing histiny hands. “We must get him back to
thevillage.”

“Just show usthe way,” Gavin replied. “Why don’t you ride on
my shoulder? It will be faster.” Envy nodded in agreement and
scrambled up, holding tightly to the youth’s doubl et.

Following Envy’ s directions, they soon found themselves
approaching atiny village with scores of tiny houses less than three
feet tall! A whitewashed sign at the side of thetrail proclaimed in
bold letters that were a bit difficult to read, “Welcome, traveler, to
the Village of the Littlekins.”

So these are Littlekins, Gavin thought.

Asthey hurried down a street so narrow they could barely walk
side by side, Macolm and Gavin stared in utter astonishment. From

the number of housesin this village, Gavin thought, there must be
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hundreds of these little people! Thisisthe most amazing thing |
have ever seen!

But the biggest surprise was yet to come. As Gavin and
Malcolm carried the two tiny men down the narrow street, Apathy
suddenly sat up, leaped from Malcolm’s hands, and shouted in a
shrill voice, “We brought two big ‘uns! Come and get ‘em!”

At that moment, Envy leaped down from Gavin's shoulders.

Suddenly becoming aware of the clamor of angry voices, Gavin
turned to see a horde of tiny townspeopl e rushing into the street
from all directions. Many of the men carried burlap sacks that
appeared to be quite heavy; the women carried coils of rope.

Gavin and Malcolm looked at each other in amazement, but
they were not alarmed in the least. The biggest man in the crowd
was barely twelve inches tall. The angry horde of Littlekins
swarmed around Gavin and the cobbler, striking and kicking at their
feet and lower legs. Gavin and Malcolm laughed. The little people
were attacking them in fury, but their assaults had no effect. “With
one good kick | could send twenty of them flying,” Malcolm told
Gavin in amusement.

“Little folk, what are you doing?’ Gavin cried, doing his best to
hold back his laughter at the absurdity of the assault. To him, the
attack of the little people seemed as frivolous as a pack of squirrels

attacking apair of lions. “We're not your enemies!”
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The angry horde swelled in numbers until the street wasfilled
with tiny villagers. Shouting and screaming in their tiny voices,
they surged forward, competing with each other for the opportunity
to take a swing at the two amused travelers. But their furious assault
was having little effect; Gavin and his companion could hardly feel
their feeble blows.

Gavin took a step backwards, stumbling over some of thelittle
people and knocking them flat, though he managed to avoid
stepping on any of them. Thetiny villagers responded in ablind
rage, swarming forward like a colony of oversized ants and
screaming in their eagerness to do him harm. The women suddenly
uncoiled their ropes and began to run back and forth between the
buildings, stringing their ropes across the street like atangled spider
web.

Several brave young villagers had ventured to scramble up onto
the roofs of the houses. They launched themselves at Gavin and
Malcolm like human missiles, some of them managing to catch
hold of belts and other articles of clothing, and hung on for dear
life. The two travelers brushed the tiny attackers away, doing their
best not to hurt the little people.

“We are not your enemies!” Gavin called again, trying to reason
with the horde of angry Littlekins. “We're just passing through on
our way to Mount Thelema. Please stop! We do not wish to harm
any of you.”
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But hiswordsfell on deaf ears. The angry mob of Littlekins
now numbered in the hundreds. The men with sacks began to upend
them, scattering scores of small, round bouldersin all directions.
The crowd surged forward, shouting and swinging and pressing
against Gavin’'s shins until he was compelled to take severa steps
backwards. Suddenly his boots slipped on the boul ders underfoot
and he found himself falling backwards. As he hit the ground, the
mob shouted exultantly and swarmed over him like ants on a dead
moth.

Gavin dtill was not alarmed as he rolled over and leaped to his
feet. If it was afight that these Littlekins wanted, then it was a fight
they were going to get! But somehow the frantic hordes of tiny
villagers had managed to throw a noose around his neck, and, as he
attempted to stand up, they jerked him down into the dust again.
Gavin lunged upward against the tiny rope, flinging dozens of little
people to the ground like so many toy dolls. He struggled to his
knees, but the Littlekins pulled him to the ground again by the sheer
weight of their numbers.

“Get off me!” Gavin shouted, struggling and thrashing about in
a desperate attempt to free himself. “Let go of me!” He threw his
arms wide, scattering Littlekins left and right. Throwing his hands
to his neck, he grasped the noose about his throat and attempted to
pull it open. The Littlekins swarmed over him again, shouting and
kicking and hitting him.

22

Redlizing for the first time the seriousness of the situation that
he wasin, Gavin pulled the book from his doublet. Instantly scores
of Littlekins pounced on his sword arm and wrested the book from
his grasp before he could swing it. The sheer weight of their masses
flattened him to the ground. “Malcolm!” he shouted.

In desperation he looked around to see the cobbler lying prone
upon the ground, bound hand and foot so tightly that he could
scarcely move. As Gavin watched in dismay, nearly a hundred
Littlekins surrounded Malcolm, hoisted him into the air over their
heads, and carried him triumphantly down the street. Gavin

shuddered, knowing that asimilar fate was in store for him.
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Chapter Four

“Where are we?’ Malcolm groaned, rubbing his aching head
and looking around in the darkness. Gavin lay on the floor beside
him. Hearing the clank of a heavy chain, the cobbler was astounded
to realize that shackles were fastened to hiswrists. Similar chains
were upon hisfeet. “So where are we?’ he asked again.

“1 think we're in the Dungeon of Condemnation,” Gavin replied
soberly.

“The Dungeon of Condemnation! How did we get here?’

“We're the prisoners of the Littlekins,” the youth responded
bitterly. “ They brought us here.”

“The Littlekins? Envy and Apathy? But we saved their lives!”

“Aye,” Gavin growled, “but apparently they set atrap for us.
I’m beginning to think that the whole episode with the rockslide
was just a charade.”

“Why, those little blackguards!” the cobbler snarled. “Just wait
till I get my hands on them!”
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“1 don’t think you’ll get that chance,” Gavin told him wryly.
“We arelocked in their dungeon, you know. I’'m afraid they have
us at their mercy.”

Malcolm grunted as he pulled against the chains, testing their
strength. In his struggle he banged his head against the wall. “Well,
thisisafinefix we'rein,” he growled. “Here we are, just starting
out on the quest for Mount Thelema, and just like that we' re rotting
in adungeon that smellslike apigsty. | still can’t believe that those
little rats would turn on us after what we did for them! We saved
their lives!”

“Nay,” Gavin argued, “1 don’t think so.”

The cobbler stared at him. “Y ou don’t think we saved their
lives? They were both buried under tons of rock! But for us, they
would have perished!”

“1 think the whole thing was an elaborate charade,” Gavin told
him. “I think it was atrap they set for us.”

“Aye, well, we walked right into it, didn’t we?” Malcolm
retorted bitterly. “It seemsthat | was right after all—we will never
make it to the mountain. Instead, we' re going to rot in a dungeon
run by little people less than afoot tall! Who would have thought
it?’

“We're not defeated yet,” Gavin replied fiercely. “We're going
to leave this dungeon behind us and press on until we reach Mount
Thelema and find the King's plans for us.”
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“Aye, just like that,” his companion replied cynically. “We' re
just going to walk out of here asif we don’t have shackles on our
hands and feet! Son, wake up and look around you! We're
prisoners. We're not going anywhere!”

“Areyou just going to give up?’

“1 don’t see anything else to do. Do you have aplan?’ The
words were caustic and bitter.

“Nay, but Emmanuel does,” Gavin responded. “He’ll show us a
way out of here.”

Malcolm snorted. “1’m sure he will. Gavin, thisis my second
attempt at Mount Thelema, and again it ended in failure, just as
before. Did | not tell you it would be this way?’

Gavin remained silent.

“Didn’t I? Didn’'t | tell you that it wasn’t worth trying? Didn't |
tell you not to set yourself up for failure and disappointment? If we
ever do get out of here—which | doubt—I’m heading straight for
home. I’ ve had enough of the quest for Mount Thelema!”

The cell door opened just then and a Littlekin walked in bearing
atray of food. Smartly dressed in ared doublet with gold braid,
white leggings, and shiny black boots, he was obviously a soldier.
The sword at his side was well-polished. “Good day, gentlemen,”
he said in amocking tone, “I trust that you are enjoying the fine

accommodations.”
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Malcolm snarled and grabbed for the tiny soldier, who dropped
the tray and skittered out of reach just in the nick of time. “Come
here, you littlerat,” the cobbler growled. “I’ll show you some fine
accommodations!”

The Littlekin grimaced in mock fear. “1’m trembling, big ‘un,”
he said tauntingly. “Look at me—I’m trembling!” He kicked the
tray within reach of his prisoners and Gavin saw to his
disappointment that it contained nothing but bread and water.
“Pardon me for spilling your water, Governor,” the tiny guard said
with mock regret. “If you hadn’t been so churlish, you would have
something to drink.”

The cobbler curled hislip in disgust as the little soldier headed
for the cell door.

“Wait!” Gavin cdlled. “Sir, wait!”

The guard turned.

“Can you tell me why we are in here?” Gavin begged. “What
have we done wrong?”’

“1 don’t know that I’d tell you if | knew,” the Littlekin
responded, throwing alook of disdain in Malcolm’sdirection. “If
you'rein here, you'rein here, and that’ s all that matters.”

“But we haven't done anything wrong,” the youth pleaded. “We
saved the lives of two of your townspeople!”

The Littlekin soldier laughed. “ Oh, | doubt that.”
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“But we did!” Gavin was desperate. “What—what are they
going to do with us?’

“1 suppose you' |l stand before our magistrate, Lord Careless, for
trial.”

“For t-trial 7’ Gavin was aghast. “ Trial for what?”

“ Aggravating the prison guards, if nothing else,” the tiny guard
replied, with asnicker. “The penalty for that offense is death, you
know.”

“D-death?” Gavin nearly choked, and then he saw that the guard
was merely having fun at his expense. “When would the trial take
place?’ he asked, glancing at Malcolm for support.

“How should | know?” The Littlekin shrugged. “I do know,
however, that Lord Carelessis out of town at the present.”

“But when will he return?’

“How should | know? Lord Careless doesn’t share his travel
plans with me.” The guard smiled tauntingly. “Good day,
gentlemen.” He headed for the door.

“But how long will we be in here?’

“Don’t you big ‘uns ever listen? | already told that | do not
know. If you'rein here, you'rein here, and that’s all that matters.”

“But can’t you help us? Would you tell the town authorities that

we haven’t done anything wrong?”’
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Thetiny soldier smiled. “You'll rot in here, for al | care.” He
hurried from the cell and to Gavin it seemed that he slammed the
cell door quite abit harder than was really necessary.

“Hewasn’t very helpful, was he?’ Malcolm observed.

“Well, you didn’t help matters any,” Gavin replied, giving him
adisgusted look.

“1 almost caught him,” the cobbler said, with alaugh. “1 would
have wrung hislittle neck and used his keys to set usfree.” He
looked around the dismal cell. “Oh, bother, and now what are we

going to do?’
i

The rising crescent moon threw a beam of silver light through
the barred window of the dreary Dungeon of Condemnation. Gavin
sighed heavily and looked over at Malcolm, who was snoring
peacefully. How can he slegp? he thought, with atrace of
resentment. Here we are, slowly rotting in a filthy dungeon instead
of making our quest for Mount Thelema. Does he not care? Has he
given up completely?

He studied the cobbler’s peaceful face. | wonder—if we were to
get out tomorrow, would he go on with the quest? Or would he just
turn around and go home immediately, as he has threatened more

than once? If that happened, would | go on without him? He set his
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jaw. I will go on without him, if I have to. | will find Thelema and
learn of Emmanuel’ s plans for me, no matter what it costs me!

It had been afortnight now, fourteen long dreary days spent in
the cold, damp dungeon deep in the earth. Will we never get out?

Gavin sighed as he watched alarge rat make its way boldly
across the cell, being careful to stay just out of Gavin’s reach. That
thing is bigger than any Littlekin, the despondent youth thought
grimly. What a horrid place thisis!

If only there was some way to escape. In his mind he again
searched carefully for a plan, aweakness, some way to escape the
confines of the Dungeon of Condemnation. But, just as before, he
came up with nothing.

“Usethe Key of Faith,” a quiet voice whispered.

Gavin looked around in confusion. “Who said that?’

“Usethe Key of Faith to escape the dungeon.” The voice was
quiet, barely audible even in the silence of the prison cell, and the
startled youth wasn't quite certain that he was not imagining it.

He looked around. “Who are you? Where are you?’ A dlight
movement in the window arrested his attention and he glanced up to
see the beautiful plumage of the dove gleaming like silver in the
brilliant light of the moon. “Did you speak?’ he asked in awhisper.

“UsetheKey of Faith,” the dove said, for thethird time. “Itis
found within the pages of your book.” Spreading his snowy white
wings, hetook to the air.
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If only I had my book, Gavin thought bitterly, but the Littlekins
took it from me when they captured us. With a deep sigh and afinal
glance around the darkened cell, he dropped his head to the pile of
filthy straw and closed his eyes.

Malcolm was in abad mood the next morning as he and Gavin
started on their usual ration of bread and water. “1’m not sure just
how much more of this| can take,” he growled, to no onein
particular. “I’ve had enough of this wretched place.”

“We need to work on an escape plan,” Gavin said eagerly.
“There has to be some way out of here. Macolm, there has to be!”

“Oh, don’t start in on that again,” the cobbler growled. “Haven't
we been through this enough times? There is no way to escape from
thisrat hole. Would you just let it rest? Y our endless chatter about
an escape is amost worse than being in here!”

Gavin lapsed into silence, hurt by the bluntness of his
companion’swords. He took a bite of the stale, hard bread and
chewed it dowly. “I just wish that the Littlekins hadn’t taken my
book.”

Malcolm shrugged. “What difference would that make?”’

“We could useit to get out of here.”

“Aye,” thetall cobbler replied sarcastically, “you would read of
Emmanuel’ s plan for escape from this dungeon, would you?’
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Gavin knew that Malcolm was mocking him. “You're really
bitter about this, aren’t you?”’

“Wouldn't you be?’ Malcolm angrily took abite of bread. “Do
you really think that Emmanuel cares that we are in here? We were
attempting to go on a quest to learn our King' swill for us—I told
you it would end in failure—and look what happens! Aye, we're
going to spend the rest of our livesin this stinking dungeon and our
King doesn’t even care.”

“Don’t say that,” Gavin pleaded. “He does care!”

“Then why didn’t he provide away for us to escape this
miserable prison?’

“Hedid,” Gavin argued. “It’sin his book.”

The cobbler snorted. “Aye. Thereis an escape plan in your
book.”

“More than that,” Gavin replied. “The Key of Faithisin my
book. We could use it to escape—the dove told me.”

A strange look crossed the cobbler’s face. “Would you say that
again?’

“If 1 had the book, we could use the Key of Faith to escape,”
Gavin repeated. “It’ s in the book.”

Malcolm the cobbler let out his breath in along sigh of
exasperation. “Then why in Terrestriadid you not say something
earlier? We' ve been in this dungeon for more than afortnight.”
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“1 didn’t know until last night,” Gavin replied evenly. “Besides,
what difference would it make?’

His companion sadly shook his head and pointed upward.
“Your book is on the window ledge. It’s been there ever since they
threw usin here.”

Gavin’s mouth fell open. “Then why didn’t you say something?
You'retaller than me, and | never saw it.”

Malcolm shrugged as he stood to his feet and reached toward
the window ledge. “1 didn’t think it was important. Y ou never told
me about the Key of Faith.” He grinned. “ Come on, we're getting
out of here!”
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Chapter Five

The two travelers hurried up the steep slope above the Dungeon
of Condemnation. Gavin paused just long enough to put the golden
Key of Faith back within the pages of his precious book. “Praise the
name of Emmanuel,” he exulted. “He provided the key that set us
free!”

“Avye, that he did,” Malcolm agreed. “We serve a glorious King,
do we not? It isonly by his gracious provision that we are free from
the dungeon. And thisis one glorious day!”

Gavin stared at the man. He's as changeabl e as the wind, he
told himself, cross and anxious one moment, happy and carefree
the next.

He adjusted the pack on his back. “ Can you believe that the
Littlekins left our packs in the corridor of the dungeon, right where
we would stumble over them?’

“Maybe Emmanuel planned it that way,” Malcolm replied
cheerfully.

“WEell, on to Mount Thelema,” Gavin said.
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A cloud seemed to pass across the cobbler’ s face. “1 think you'd
do best to go on without me,” he said, looking at the ground rather
than at his companion. “I—I"m going to turn back and head for
home. For me, the quest for Mount Thelemais over.”

“Don’t say that,” Gavin pleaded. “His Majesty has a plan for
you, too, and you must find it! Do you not desire to find
Emmanuel’ swill for you, to know that your life will have meaning
and purpose, rather than the emptiness that comes from serving
oneself?’

The cobbler sighed. “Aye, lad, | would like to know that, but
perhapsit is not possible. As| told you, | have been on the quest for
Mount Thelemafor six long weeks, eight now, counting our timein
the dungeon. To be honest, | suppose that | have just lost heart. |
would like to find Mount Thelema, but | am weary of the whole
matter.”

“And let us not be weary in well doing: for in due season we
shall reap, if wefaint not.”

Malcolm stared at him. “What did you say?”’

“It’sa quote from the King' s book,” Gavin told him. “Sir
Wisdom showed it to me. Oh, Malcolm, go with me to the sacred
mountain! Together we shall find the King’swill. He will guide us

and our quest shall be successful, for we have his book.”
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The cobbler hesitated. “| cannot bear another failure,” he said
quietly. “Perhapsit isbest if | smply turn back now. Y ou go on
without me.”

“But we arein this together,” Gavin insisted. “I do not want to
go on without you. How can | go to the mountain and find
Emmanuel’ s will for me and the abundant life that he promises,
when you are returning to an ordinary life that has no purpose or
meaning?’

“My life will have purpose,” Malcolm replied. “I will return to
my life as a cobbler, making and mending shoes for people.”

“Isthat fulfilling?’ Gavin questioned. “Does it give purpose to
life?’

“1 don’t know that it gives purposeto life,” the cobbler
answered with a shrug, “but it does provide aliving. It keeps food
on the table and aroof over my head.”

“But thereis more to life than that,” Gavin argued. “We were
born to find and do the will of the King. There is no greater purpose
inlife!l 1 don’t know about you, sir, but now that | know of the
existence of Mount Thelema, | cannot be satisfied until | find the
King's plan for me. | will reach the mountain, or die!”

“1 can serve the King as a cobbler,” Malcolm protested, in his
own defense. “And in away, | am serving others by making the
shoes that they need.”
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“True enough,” Gavin admitted, “and yet that is not your true
motivation for returning to your former life as a cobbler. When |
asked you if being a cobbler gave purposeto life, you replied that it
provided aliving. Sir, how can you settle for less than the King's
will?’

He withdrew the book from his doublet, opened it, and took out
aparchment. “1 will send a petition to His Majesty asking for his
guidance on this quest. | will mention you—shall | tell Emmanuel
that you are accompanying me, or that you are returning home in
defeat?’

“Don’t tell him that | am returning in defeat,” the cobbler said
quickly.

“Will you go with meto Mount Thelema?”’

Malcolm was silent for several long moments, and Gavin could
tell from his face that there was a battle raging within his heart. At
last, he nodded. “1 will go,” he said quietly. “1 will not settle for less
than the will of my King.”

Gavin was delighted. “Then let us send a petition at once to the
Golden City,” he suggested, “seeking His Mg esty’ s guidance,
provision, and protection as we make the journey. It isonly with his
help that we will arrive safely at Mount Thelema.” He spread the

parchment on his knee and wrote the following message:
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“To His Majesty, King Emmanuel:

It gives me great joy to tell you that Malcolm the cobbler is
joining me on the quest for Mount Thelema. We seek to find
your will for us that we might obey it. Guide usto the
mountain and protect our hearts from those who would
hinder us or lead us astray.

Your son, Gavin.”

Rolling the parchment tightly, he released it and watched in
satisfaction as the petition shot from his hand to disappear over the
crest of the mountain. “It’ s already in his hands,” he told Malcolm,
with delight. “My petition is already in King Emmanuel’ s hands.”

“Aye, lad, itis” the cobbler agreed. “Well, shall we commence
our quest?”’

The two travelers started out with merry hearts and lively steps.
Thetrail was steep, but the morning was bright and cheery with a
warm, friendly sun and a gentle breeze rustling the leavesin the
treetops. “1 love this kind of weather,” Malcolm commented.

“It'sasplendid day to be traveling,” Gavin agreed. “1 wonder
how far it isto Mount Thelema. | can’t wait to seeit!”

“So tell me about your life asaminstrel,” the cobbler requested.

Gavin shrugged. “It was an exciting life for atime, | suppose. It
gave me the chance to travel and to meet new people. We werein a
different castle every night. The pay was good, and | was starting to
accumulate quite a bit of money.”

“So why did you quit?’
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Gavin sighed. “1 didn’t. Sir Entertainment threw me out.”

“Threw you out? Why?”’

“1 got sick and was losing my voice,” Gavin explained smply.
“Since | could no longer sing, | had no value to him. The other
night during that bad storm he threw me from the coach. Like | was
an old shoe or something.”

Malcolm shook his head. “That’s pretty rough.” He eyed Gavin.
“So what happened to your money?”

Gavin gritted histeeth. “It wasin the coach, so | suppose that
Sir Entertainment kept it. | guess you could say he stoleit.” He was
silent as he and his companion climbed over afalen log blocking
the trail, and then said, “You know, in away, I'm glad it
happened.”

Malcolm looked at him in surprise. “You're jesting.”

“Nay, I'm not.”

“Why do you say that?”’

“Sir Wisdom says that | was serving Argamor with my life,
rather than Emmanuel.”

The cobbler frowned. “Were you?’

Gavin sighed. “Well, | wasn’t serving the King. | pretty much
did what | wanted to do. | was singing for praise and popularity and
wealth, rather than for Emmanuel’s glory, so | suppose you could
say | was serving Argamor.” He gave asigh of contentment. “When
| was thrown from the coach, | met Sir Wisdom, and he told me
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about Mount Thelema and how to find His Mgesty’ s plan for my
life. If I hadn’t gotten sick and been thrown from the coach, |
suppose | never would have heard about Mount Thelema.”

His companion was thoughtful. “And if you hadn’t encouraged
me, | wouldn’t be on the quest right now. So | guess you could say
that we both can be thankful you were thrown from that coach.” He
laughed.

Gavin abruptly stopped in the middle of the trail as a sudden
thought struck him like an arrow from alongbow. “Do you suppose
that Emmanuel planned for me to become sick and get thrown from
the coach?’

Malcolm nodded. “Aye, | supposeit is quite possible.” He
glanced beyond Gavin and his eyes widened. “Look behind you.”

Gavin turned around to find that he and Mal colm had stopped at
the edge of alofty overlook. Terrestrialay before them. The
countryside far below was a peaceful vista of verdant forests,
sapphire blue lakes and rivers, golden brown fields, and glistening
white cities and villages. From this vantage, Terrestrialooked much
like a magnificent patchwork quilt. “What aview,” he said quietly.
“It’s delightful!”

“Look at that coach,” Malcolm said, pointing to atiny landau
far below. “Who do you supposeisin it, and where do you suppose

they are going?’
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Gavin shrugged. “How should I know?’ He grinned. “But | do
know this—in just a moment the coach will slow to astop.”

The cobbler laughed. “And how do you know that?’

“Look around that next bend in the road,” Gavin explained,
pointing. “ Another coach is approaching, and the road is not wide
enough for both of them at that point. One will have to back up to
make room for the other.”

The cobbler laughed again. “Aye, you'reright.” He leaned
forward. “Y ou know, from up here, it's amost as if we can see the
future. Look, the coach is lowing. The driver can see the other
coach now, and he’s lowing, just as you said.”

An idea occurred to the youth just then, and he turned to the
cobbler. “You know, Emmanuel sees usin the very same way.”

“What do you mean?’

“From hislofty throne, His Majesty can see our entire lives as
they lie in the future. We only see one day at atime, or rather, one
or two moments at atime. But he sees everything, even the future.”

Malcolm nodded. “Aye, and | suppose that’s one more reason to
seek hiswill at Mount Thelema.”

Both travelers turned as they heard a strange clanking sound
coming from across the hillside. The noise was as if someone had
put a number of cooking pots into alarge bag and was shaking them
about. How strange, Gavin thought, but it has to be another human
being.
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Moments later both saw the source of the unusual noise. A
short, dark-haired man with awide, friendly face was hiking
merrily along. Battered pots and pans of every shape and size were
tied to the pack on his back, clanging and banging with every step.
“A pleasant day to you, gentlemen,” the friendly stranger greeted
them in a cheery voice. “What alovely day for travel, aye?’

“Indeed it is, sir,” Macolm replied. “I’ ve never seen better.
Emmanuel smiles upon us today, that is certain.”

“Y ou gentlemen certainly have arough trek ahead of you,” the
stranger told them, glancing at the towering mountains behind him.
“Where might you be heading?’

“We're on aquest for Mount Thelema,” Gavin told him eagerly.

“We seek the will of our King.”

“Mount Thelema—the mountain with a cleft in the middle?” A
look of alarm passed across the man’s face. “ Gentlemen, you might
want to think twice about that. That dreadful mountain is not a
place that you want to go, even for abrief visit. Nay, | would never
go to Mount Thelema. Take my advice, gentlemen, and stay as far
from that mountain as possible.”

At these words, Gavin felt a surge of fear go through his entire
being. “What do you mean, sir?’ he cried. “Mount Thelemaisthe
one place that we desire to be more than anywhere else in
Terrestrial It isthere that we will find the will of our great and
glorious King.”
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“It isaplace of darkness and terror,” the stranger blurted.

“Why should anyone fear the sacred mountain?’ Malcolm
asked.

“Do you know what the peasants who live nearby call it, sir?
‘Thunder Mountain’, sir. It’s a place of fire and smoke, thunder and
lightning, of mystery and even death. Tales are told of men
climbing the mountain, never to return.” The stranger shook his
head vigoroudly. “Nay, gentlemen, you do not want to go to
Thunder Mountain.”

He looked from one traveler to the other. “Forgive meif | have
upset you, gentlemen, but | must tell you what | know. The
mountain of which you speak isthelast placein all of Terrestria
where | would wish to be. If you are wise, you will heed my words
and return home immediately. Have a pleasant day, gentlemen.”

With these words, the tall stranger hurried down the mountain
trail, swinging his walking staff vigorously and whistling to
himself. Gavin felt acold chill sweep over him as he watched. The
man’ s words were ominous, but was he telling the truth? Was
Mount Thelema—Thunder Mountain, as he had called it—a place
of peace, joy, and fulfillment, or wasit in reality a place of danger?

“We need to reconsider, lad.” The cobbler dropped to a seat on
alarge boulder beside the trail. With one hand he wiped the sweat
from his brow and Gavin noticed that the hand was shaking. His
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face was drawn and white and his lips trembled. “ Perhaps Thunder
Mountain is not the place for us, after al.”

“It’s called Mount Thelema,” Gavin retorted angrily, “not
Thunder Mountain! Don’t listen to the unfounded rumors that this
evil man is spreading. He does not know whereof he speaks.”

“But what if he does?’ the cobbler asked quietly. “We dare not
take that chance.”

“Are you going to listen to him?’ Gavin fumed. “The man was
atotal stranger. We have no way of knowing whether or not he was
telling the truth. Perchance he was merely trying to keep us from
reaching the mountain and finding the blessed will of our King.”

“Why would he do that? As you said, he doesn’t even know
us.”

“Perhaps he is an agent for Argamor,” Gavin replied fiercely,
“sent for that very purpose.”

“Perhaps he was afriend, trying to warn us of avery real
danger.” Ma colm suddenly looked very old and very tired. “Do as
you wish, lad, but I’'m going back.”

Gavin was exasperated. “ Sir,” he said hotly, “you change your
mind quicker than a bird changes direction in flight. One moment
you' re excited about the quest for the mountain, the next you're
ready to turn tail and run for home. Y ou’ re as unstable as water!”

The words were out before he could stop them.

33

A pained expression appeared on Macolm’sface. “Aye, lad,
and I’'m sorry. Thistime I’m changing my mind for good. | will not
accompany you to Mount Thelema, and that’s my final decision.
Continue on without me, Gavin, and | do wish you well.”

“Fine,” Gavin snarled, “I’ll do just that! | will continue on the
guest for the mountain alone, but know this, sir—you do your King
an injustice. Instead of trusting his promises, you take the word of a
total stranger!”

Gavin's outburst was like a steaming kettle. Once his anger
boiled over, it dissipated quickly. “I’m sorry, Macolm,” he said
contritely. “1 didn’t mean to speak so harshly.”

The cobbler sat with his head down. “It doesn’t matter,” he said
in avoice barely above awhisper. “Just go without me.”

“Good-bye, Macolm,” Gavin said sadly. “1 wish you the best.”

“Avye, and the best to you,” the cobbler replied. “May your
guest be successful.”

Gavin felt sick at heart as he continued up the mountain and left
Malcolm sitting beside the trail. He had only known the cobbler a
short while—barely more than a fortnight—but already the man had
become like an older brother. | wanted him to find Emmanuel’ s will
also, he told himself. But he changed his mind so often; he never
could decide what he wanted. | have to go to Mount Thelema, with

or without him. He sighed deeply. But | will surely miss him.



