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Chapter One 

___________________________ 

   
___________________________ 

 
Rue Mouffetard or Rue Serpétte? 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 Long ago in the days of Elder Magick, a Conjurer made it 
his business to know the cost of magickal lives.  The making of a 
yellow-toothed rat, let's say, or a little brown linnet – these were 
small matters.  But should a Conjurer wish to make the greatest 
of magickal creatures -- a Phoenix rising from his bed of flames, 
a deadly-clever Sphinx, or an ocean-going great Terrapin?  The 
price of these was beyond measure.  And this was as it should be, 
for what worth is such a miracle?   

One cannot measure wonders in ordinary coin.  
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Lives and land and dreams – oh, those were great and 
terrible days.  Cities had fallen in battles over these matters.  
These were the days of campaigns and crusades and bitter 
marches over hard land.  A thousand thousand men dead upon 
more than one great plain and good men gone to feed the 
creatures in the depths of the oceans – all because of Elder 
Magick.  

The White City, bounded by mountains inland, and by 
natural barriers at sea, had escaped these struggles, and the battles 
were merely songs and tales.  Yet even so, once, the White City 
itself had brought forth many great Conjurers and their 
wondrous magickal beasts.  But times had changed, and the City 
had curled in upon itself like an old white cat on his hearth. The 
magickal beasts of old had once again become ordinary horses, 
or goats, or strutting poulets with no special powers at all.   

But times will ever change, and change again, and in these 
days in the White City, a little-practiced Conjurer, by nature both 
secretive and foolhardy, concerned himself with this very matter 
– most specifically, the creation of one of the most marvelous 
creatures of all:  a grand and terrible Fire Gryphon.  The 
Conjurer poked about in old volumes that crackled and coughed 
forth clouds of dust when he opened them.  He collected what 
magickal vessels and trinkets he could find.  He imagined that he, 
and no other, might be the one to bring such a great magickal 
beast back into the Wide World. 

Percival June was this Conjurer's name, and he lived in an 
old and honorable neighborhood, although, it should be noted, 
there were no newer neighborhoods in the White City, and at 
least half a dozen quite a bit older.  But the house of Percival 
June was old enough for many sorts of magick to have gathered 
and pooled in corners.  Indeed, magick strung itself along the 
ceilings like so many invisible cobwebs. 
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Wherever one might walk in the house of Percival June, one 
had the sense of being watched. No false impression this, for old, 
dark, and even sometimes terrible eyes surveyed the stairs and 
banisters. The eyes looked down the long hallways and peered 
into corners and nooks from the keyholes of closed and dusty 
rooms. This was to be expected, for the house of Percival June 
had been handed down from generation to generation along a 
long line of fathers and sons, and among them had been many 
Conjurers of note, and even a few Oligarchs. 

If none of these Junes had taken wives, there would have 
been no line of fathers and sons, so Percival June had long been 
married. His wife Selené was dark-eyed and quick, and said to be 
high-strung. She – and Percival – were more than usually fond of 
their son Byron, a boy who'd inherited his mother's flashing gray 
eyes, and his father's unruly hair and lanky frame.  

Byron was the sort of child whose eyes saw more than they 
ought, for nearly from birth, he had known the watchful eyes in 
the nooks and corners of his father's house. It seemed only 
natural to the boy to watch back, and – to as great a degree that 
his father did not listen, Byron could not avoid hearing every 
little thing that the Watchers had to say.  

One dark and drizzling day, on the morning of his fifth 
birthday, Byron had awakened to a rustling over his head and a 
host of blinking eyes peering down at him from the ceiling.  "Let 
me alone!" the little boy cried, and pulled the covers up over his 
head and buried his face in his pillow. 

One may consider that Byron ought to have spoken with 
the Watchers, but he was just a child, and he drowned out their 
piping voices by clapping his hands over his ears and drawing his 
knees to his chest and curling up on himself like a turtle. 

At that very moment, Percival June was considering how to 
gain permission to leave his fine stone house on magickal 
business.  On an ordinary day, his wife would disapprove of such 
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business, but on this day – it seemed impossible to ask.  Selené 
had spent many a nervous month planning every detail of 
Byron's party, and if there should be any distress on this day at 
all, Percival didn't care to think what she would do. 

As Selené brushed her dark, shining hair with determined 
strokes, she muttered about the party.  "But where shall the girls 
go when they play 'Kick the Donkey's Rear?'" she said, perplexed.  
Percival allowed that any place in the garden would be fine, and 
for his trouble he received a short, sharp glare. 

After a few moments of consideration, he came close to 
her, leaning on the back of her dressing chair and gazing 
thoughtfully into the mirror.  "My dear," he said, adopting an 
agonized expression which he adjusted as needed from his 
reflection in the glass, "The boy from the stable says that Byron's 
pony ate an entire basket of green apples." 

The Watchers protested immediately at this lie, which you 
might interpret as a "white" one.  Neither Percival nor Selené 
could hear them.  In his bed, Byron turned fitfully and said, "Oh, 
shut up!"  

"Dear, no!" she cried. "Not the pony!" Selené's cheeks 
flushed and eyes flashed, nearly filling with tears.  "Please, 
Percival – not the pony!"   

 The pony was to be the Byron's chiefest gift, of rather too 
many that Selené had purchased, in Percival's opinion, which he 
had kept to himself.  This particular pony had been purchased 
weeks before, for the exact size and shape of the white, 
cruciform blaze on its forehead, the depth of its large brown 
eyes, and the length of its fringe of thick black lashes. The pony 
was so pretty that one might have thought it could speak – 
although of course, it could not.  Talking ponies are the stuff of 
children's tales, which if you do not already know, it would be 
well to learn, are stories meant to frighten young ones away from 
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thinking about the Elder Magick and other, even more dreadful 
things.  

To his gratification, as he'd known she would, Selené 
insisted that Percival set out – immediately – to find another 
pony.  It must look exactly like the original pony, with the 
exception that it ought not be shaped like a swollen barrel, which 
is what happens to ponies who eat too many green apples.   

Byron's original pony was, in truth, quite well in his stable, 
munching from a bucket of yellow grain, as Percival hurried 
down the grand marble stairs of his fine house.  The pony was 
stamping his straw and snorting merrily as Percival sprinted 
down the boulevard without a care for the damp, cottony fog 
that had descended over the White City. 

He was hurrying to meet his great friend Kenelm the 
Alchemist in the Rue Mouffetard, and the broad smile on his face 
meant that he was congratulating himself on his successful escape 
– temporary though it was – from the fuss and bustle of the party 
preparations.   

He spotted Kenelm leaning on a lamppost, his arms crossed 
and a black expression on his face.  As Percival drew close, 
Kenelm nodded briefly, then said by way of greeting, "You know 
I cannot stand children." 

This was of course a reference to Byron's birthday, and 
Percival replied "Good morning," laughing.  Such talk was a habit 
between the two – both believing it befit a pair of rough, hardy 
Conjuring fellows. 
 Kenelm's thin lips twisted up at the corners, an expression 
that created a likeness of a smile on his thin, lined face.  He was 
not an old man, but he was thin and pale, and even Percival 
would admit that Kenelm had seemed old as a schoolboy, at 
times as contradictory and discouraging as a maiden aunt.  In 
contrast, Percival's erect form, thick black hair and sprightly step 
marked him as a man who hadn't even thought about middle-age 
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– although of the two, Kenelm was by a good year and a half the 
younger.  

The gray drizzle had turned to a stinging, sleety rain, and 
Kenelm raised his collar to cover his ears.  The two magickal 
men started off in tandem without another word, another habit 
of long-standing – for who needed extra words between friends?   

As they went along the Rue Mouffetard, Percival's cloak 
whipped and flew behind him in the damp breeze.  The smooth 
gray fabric, of the very best sort that could be had in the White 
City, was held fast at his neck by an odd silver pin worked in the 
shape of a sea-turtle.   

To Kenelm, the worn and tarnished pin had always seemed 
to be very like one of the magickal trinkets – Avatars, they were 
called – made by the legendary silversmiths of Pax.  Pax silver 
was little seen these days in the White City, for it had been many 
a year since the lost city of Pax had disappeared utterly from the 
Wide World.  Only the richest of men could afford such a 
bauble, and Kenelm was not one of these.  He made do with a 
hard and narrow bed, a single cupboard and a wash basin, tucked 
away in an obscure, odiferous room in the catacombs beneath 
the City's marble streets.  Yes, Pax magickal silver would come at 
a very high price, for Pax had been burned by wicked Magister, 
and its ground salted.  So the cognoscenti said, at any rate.  
Percival had certainly never been there.  He had hardly been ten 
leagues west of the City walls, not even so far as the last villages 
faded away and the country roads went to paths, then trails, and 
then nothing at all.  
 Regarding this tiny, strange silver sea-turtle, Kenelm's 
magickal curiosity had never been sated.  As he'd done before on 
several occasions, he asked Percival – from where had it come?   
 Percival didn't pause a moment as he strode through the 
drizzling rain, nor did he look at Kenelm as he said, "I've told 
you twice.  It's from the Market Serpétte."  
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 The Market Serpétte was a narrow street lined with dusty, 
stripe-curtained stalls in which Kenelm had never had the 
slightest interest.  These shops specialized in hazy mirrors, ladies' 
hose, and gold-plated salt-cellars decorated with small, eccentric 
figures.  For example, mermaids that shot salt from under their 
tails.  All perfectly hideous, the sort of junk with which Kenelm 
would never have cluttered his room.  Well – Kenelm's cell.  
Room is rather too grand a word for the Alchemist's quarters, 
and to be honest – it could have used a salt-spitting mermaid or 
two.  
 "I wouldn't think the Market Serpétte was to Selené's taste," 
Kenelm said.  "But I'd see her there sooner than you." 
 "It was she who bought it for me," Percival said carelessly.  
And there were no Watchers to protest on the open City street. 
 But Kenelm needed no Watchers to form his impression 
that Percival was not telling the truth.  Even more than his tone, 
and the fact that he wouldn't look Kenelm in the eye, the 
Alchemist knew that Selené had given Percival nothing but books 
for years, as books were all Percival ever asked for.  Kenelm also 
knew the content and nature of each of these books, for on the 
subject of magickal texts, Selené always consulted Kenelm's 
expertise before buying.  Of the reason why Kenelm had always 
been eager to assist his best friend's wife, Kenelm kept his own 
counsel, as well he should.  For a friend ought never to admit 
that he might feel more than fraternal feelings for his best 
friend's wife – and Kenelm was a friend, and a true one, to 
Percival June. 
 "It looks like a girl's pin," Kenelm said, as coolly as Percival 
had spoken. 
 Percival looked over his shoulder, raising his eyebrow and 
glaring, as if that was the only reply that was needed. 
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 They continued to walk, and Percival said nothing more on 
the subject.  It seemed that, once again, the matter was closed 
although Kenelm was inwardly boiling with curiosity.   
 Now, the stinging rain chose this moment to become a 
cutting near-gale. Kenelm shivered in his cheap black overcoat.  
"Look, there's a café.  Let's get some noisette," he said, pointing at 
a friendly white-and-red striped awning a few paces away, where 
he was certain he'd be able to get his favorite coffee – hot and 
sweet, and hopefully cheap.   
 "Later," Percival replied.  "There's a person I'd like to see." 
 "Here?" Kenelm asked.  Why, there was nothing in the Rue 
Mouffetard save cafés and furniture peddlers.  They'd  come 
upon the block of the rug-sellers, where one could choose from a 
vast array of things to step upon in one's chambers or hallways – 
even in one's cell.  Beyond the inviting café lay a long line of 
somnolent, dusty rug shops all alike. 

"What do you want with a rug?" Kenelm asked through 
gritted, chattering teeth.  
 Percival did not answer as they passed the first rug shop 
and came to the door of the second.  This shop's door was a 
weathered block of rough-hewn wood once painted a peculiar 
dark blue that Kenelm thought was very odd, which had faded to 
a worn and peeling ship-wreck gray.  Hardly a bustling center of 
carpet commerce. 

"Be kind enough to come in with me," Percival said, with 
an ironic smile.  He opened the creaking door and strode inside. 
 Kenelm stepped in behind Percival, sniffing at the shop's 
peculiar aroma.  It reminded him of the dusty scent of a chest of 
scrolls that had not been opened for many years.  He stood 
behind the display window, examining a faded group of tightly-
rolled rugs that reminded him even more of old scrolls.  Dust 
sprinkled the woodwork and turned the colors of the rugs to 
mud.  Amid the disarray, Kenelm would not admit that, despite 
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his utter lack of desire to look at hideous old rugs, it was warmer 
in the shop than outside.  Instead, he crossed his arms and smiled 
wryly, hoping that Percival would quickly finish his business, and 
they could then go to the café and talk of magick – which was 
what he'd thought Percival had intended in the first place. 
 Percival stepped to the counter and called, "Hallo?" 
 There came no reply. 
 "It is I," Percival said.  "I've come as promised." 
 The counter was an empty, glass-fronted façade, and behind 
it, Kenelm could make out only a few empty shelves, and at the 
end of a long, dark hall behind the counter, a second, pale blue 
door. 
 The door opened and a small figure emerged.  Kenelm saw 
a glint of curly gold hair framing a sharp-featured face.  
 It was a little girl.  The child picked her way delicately down 
the hall avoiding the dirty stacks of rugs, careful not to soil her 
white socks, blue dress, and dark-slippered feet. 
 "Where is your master?" Percival asked. 
 "Do you not recognize me?" the child replied. 
 Kenelm was struck by the girl's resemblance to a famously 
disobedient fairytale child enshrined in song – the little wicked 
girl who'd been kidnapped by a River Sprite, never to be seen 
again.   
 "You're Béatrice Blue," he said.  "Are you true, Béatrice 
Blue . . ." he sang, chuckling.  Little Béatrice had been kidnapped 
by the Sprite for being a terrible and foolhardy liar, listening to 
no one's warnings – neither her mother nor father nor her aunts, 
uncles or cousins.  The tale had made quite an impression upon 
Kenelm, as it had impressed generation upon generation of the 
children of the White City.  In fact – Béatrice Blue was a 
common nickname for "liar". 
 Percival swung around sharply and glared at Kenelm.  "Be 
quiet," he snapped.  "There's no reason to be rude." 
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 "The kind gentleman is not rude," the little girl said.  
"That's one of my favorite old songs."  Although her voice was 
high and delicate, Kenelm had the impression she was far older 
than her size and demeanor would suggest.  He squinted into the 
dark reaches of the rug shop.  A glimmering, golden haze 
shimmered around the child.  His head felt light.   
 Putting his fingers to his temple, he said to Percival, 
"There's much magick here. Percival, I don't --" 
 That was all Kenelm remembered saying for quite some 
time.  He recalled his legs folding into a comfortable position, 
and reclining upon on a firm, yet bumpy mattress. 
 He watched, unable to speak a word, as Percival 
approached the little girl, and haggled with her – it seemed to 
Kenelm to be all about price.  Things seemed settled when the 
child held out her hand.  She held forth an old, unimpressive 
book with a cracked blue leather cover and tattered, rough yellow 
pages.  Indeed, Kenelm thought, this book had seen many better 
days, for even at a distance he could see how greatly the pages 
were frayed, and some even torn away as Percival leafed through 
the volume. 
 As his mind lazily stirred the thought like a child's spoon in 
cold oatmeal, Kenelm realized that not only was the rug shop 
filled with wild magick he'd only imagined before, so too was the 
blue book. 
 Kenelm slowly understood that the unimpressive old book 
was in fact – a text that would direct the creation of a wild 
magickal creature.  It was of the Elder Magick, and there was no 
telling what might be made from it.  A Salamander, perhaps, a 
Basilisk – or even a Fire Gryphon! 

The thought rolled through Kenelm's mind like a gently-
struck billiard ball.  A hundred and fifty years or more since any 
Conjurer had called forth such a creature.  Kenelm recalled that 
the last such great magickal creature was the azure and gold 
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operatic canary that the Great Lalume had presented to the 
Oligarch's beautiful wife, who had most unfortunately turned out 
to be quite possessed by the spirit of – 

But that is a story for another day.   
 Kenelm being not so stupid as he may have seemed to his 
enemies, knew that there was a compelling reason not to perform 
wild Elder Magick.  What thinking man would wish to lose his 
life as all educated Alchemists knew that Lalume had succumbed, 
and in a most horrible fashion?  Kenelm was a modern student 
of the practical applications of contemporary magick – in other 
words he was a thing not known in days of old.  Alchemists 
found risk to be abhorrent.  It should go without saying that the 
thought of making a magickal creature, while being a subject of 
much curiosity in a purely intellectual sense, was not something 
Kenelm would ever – not even for a moment – consider.  But 
whatever Kenelm's thoughts about such matters may have been, 
at that moment there were two things he could not accomplish 
no matter how he tried, notably, to resist the bonds of wild 
magick that bound him, and to speak. 
 "To perform the deed, a thing most precious to you shall 
have to be given," the little girl said. 
 "Yes, I know," Percival replied as he took the book and 
smiled benevolently, even patronizingly, down into the girl's 
childish face.  "I have thought much on this, and have come to 
my decision." 
 "Once you cast the spell, you must abide by what follows," 
the little blue-clad girl said.  "The thing once done, cannot be 
undone." 
 "I understand," Percival said. 
 Kenelm the Alchemist tried to call out, and tried to raise his 
hand to warn Percival.  By the most extraordinary effort, he 
found that he could make tiny mewling noises far back in his 
throat, and so Kenelm mewled like a terrified kitten as Percival 
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nodded, and sealed the agreement with a drop of his own blood, 
piercing the tip of his finger with the blade of his dagger. 
 "Mmmmm!  Mmmmmm!" Kenelm groaned with a supreme 
effort.  He managed to move his finger a single inch.  It was only 
now that Kenelm realized that the bed he'd curled up on was in 
fact, a pair of massive rolled-up rugs that had been laid on their 
side toward the front of the shop. 
 A single, ruby drop of blood fell from Percival's finger onto 
the blue-clad girl's tiny outstretched palm.  
 Smiling shyly, as if she'd been offered an especially delicious 
sweetmeat, the girl lifted her palm and delicately touched her 
tongue to the blood. 
 At once, all the dust in the shop gathered itself together in a 
blinding gold swirl, enveloping the girl. 
 Kenelm rolled off the pair of rugs with a thump, struggling 
as if his hands and feet were bound. And indeed, they were – by 
bonds of magick. 
 "It is done, friend," Percival said, setting the old and 
dreadful blue volume on the counter, and kneeling at Kenelm's 
side.  His voice was sympathetic, and his handsome face marked 
by concern.  "Sorry about the spell," said Percival, who was a 
confident sort at all times, including this one. "Couldn't be 
helped.  Very touchy situation." 
 First, Kenelm's hands broke free, and then his ankles.  As 
Percival helped him to his feet, he found that he had control of 
his mouth once more, and if his lips had been made of ice which 
now went to thaw.  He began to croak out protests. 
 "You!" cried the Alchemist.  "What . . . have . . .  you . . . 
done?" 
 "Done?" asked Percival June.  "Why, did you not recognize 
that small child?" 
 Kenelm had not recognized her at all, so he shook his head.  
"I don't need to know who she was to know bad business when I 
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see it.  I suppose you'll tell me it wasn't Béatrice Blue.  I'd already 
figured that –" 
 "It was a Magister," Percival said, as normally as one might 
point up a pleasant-looking lady, or a very fine horse.  He began 
to brush dust from Kenelm's coat.  "Let's clean you off.  Black 
always shows unfortunate smears of dust." 
 Kenelm shook his shoulders and stepped back, wiping 
fitfully at his formerly black coat, which was quite peppery gray, 
powdered by the settling dust.  "I'll take care of my own clothing, 
thank you," he said.  Then, he paused, for Percival's words had at 
last sunk in. "Magister!" he cried, in the same tone as a man 
would use upon discovering that his life-savings had been carried 
away by thieving bridge-trolls (of course, no one had seen those 
for a very great long time – but again – that's another story).   

"What mischief have you done?"  Kenelm's face had 
become very white, save for two shining red spots high on his 
cheekbones. 
 "I'm off to make a Fire Gryphon," Percival replied in a 
carefree, confident tone.  "And this book," he said, lifting the old 
tome from the dusty shop counter, "is exactly what I needed in 
order to do it." 
 "You cannot," Kenelm said – for he, if not Percival – knew 
at least a bit of what lay in store for those who made Fire 
Gryphons – or any such creature.  He knew what had befallen 
the Great Lalume after he made the golden-throated operatic 
canary for a lady he'd loved from afar.  And no one would have 
wanted to share Lalume's fate.  
 "Oh, but I can," Percival said, tucking the book beneath his 
arm and striding crisply from the dusty shop.  As he opened the 
door and stepped back into the Rue Mouffetard, he turned to 
Kenelm again.  "Are you coming or not?  Or would you prefer to 
stand there choking on dust?" 
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 "Percival!" Kenelm cried, shaking his fist – a bit thrilled that 
he could shake his fist at all.  After a moment, he realized that 
Percival was not going to wait.   
 "Come on," Percival said, already to the next shop.  "Some 
noisette is exactly what you need." 
 Kenelm looked up at the sky above the White City.  And 
such a sky was never one to be ignored.  The air was colder than 
ever, and black clouds loomed and wheeled like massive carrion 
birds.  The White City was in for a storm of considerable 
proportions. Some called these storms hundred year gales, and 
Kenelm agreed with the name, and thought perhaps even two or 
three hundred years may have passed since such clouds had 
threatened the City. 
 Shivering in the frigid air, Kenelm said, "Yes, perhaps some 
noisette."  
 Suddenly amenable, Percival replied, "Very good idea," and 
headed toward the Café they'd spotted earlier.  Inside, friendly 
lights twinkled, assuring Kenelm that perhaps, all would be well.  
Smiling people sat at tables, chatting among themselves, as the 
neat waiters in their trim uniforms went busily back and forth. 
 Very cheerful, Kenelm thought, as well as warm and 
comfortable.  Some noisette was just the thing.  He decided that 
the calm, orderly café was exactly the right place to talk Percival 
out of this cursed foolishness. 
 Wild Elder Magick, wicked little girls that called themselves 
Magisters (imagine that!), and mysterious blue books?  It was 
enough to make a reasonable Alchemist tear his hair from 
frustration.  Well, perhaps not hair, Kenelm thought.  His coat 
might be better.  He didn't like to admit it, but his hair had 
already grown quite thin on the crown of his head.  And perhaps 
it wasn't the best idea to tear his coat, either.  He was entirely too 
cold, and unlike Percival, could hardly have afforded another 
should he destroy the coat he had. 
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 "We may as well talk it over now," Percival told Kenelm as 
they were shown to their table.  "I expect we won't have the 
chance later.  My preparations shall take some time, and it will be 
lonely work." 
 "Bosh!" Kenelm declared as he eased himself into a seat at 
the Café window. 
 "May I use your silver bowl?" Percival asked the Alchemist. 
 Snorting in derision, Kenelm nodded – almost despite 
himself.  "What's mine is yours," he heard himself saying, though 
it was the strangest thing, for he'd been thinking, "No!  You may 
not use my silver bowl for such a thing!"  
 "I shall send a boy for it this afternoon," Percival said.  "I 
promise to return it in perfect condition."  He snapped his 
fingers for the waiter and ordered a noisette for Kenelm, and a 
Black Crow for himself.  Percival favored plain and bitter 
beverages.  Kenelm, for his part, never minded a sweet drink for 
himself. 
 Kenelm regarded his friend with narrow eyes.  "Would you 
consent to let me see the volume?" he asked. 
 Shrugging, Percival removed the old blue book from his 
coat and tossed it on the marble-topped table. 
 Kenelm's fingers trembled as he opened the book, and 
began to leaf through the pages.  He glanced at each page, then 
went to the next, at first slowly, and then more quickly, until he'd 
gone through the entire book.  Some pages were torn, while 
others seemed to be missing entirely. 
 "You did all that for this?" he asked, shutting the book with 
a crack. 
 Byron shrugged.  "These opportunities are rare," he said.  
"A man must do what he must." 
 "The thing is blank!" Kenelm declared.  "Not even a title or 
someone's name scribbled on the flyleaf." 
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 Percival slid the book back toward his side of the table and 
opened it himself.  "Why, you're right," he said.  "I thought 
differently in the shop.  Now I see it's a perfectly blank book." 
 "Ha!" Kenelm said.  "Which leads us to the mystery of why 
that girl would ensorcell you in the first place.  You must stop 
poking into Elder Magick, Percival.  There are frightful old things 
we don't know about.  And do not wish to know," he said, 
crossing his arms with satisfaction.  "A Magister.  Likely some 
mountain sprite, looking for mischief.  I admit they haven't been 
heard of in some – " 
 "Yes, I suppose," Percival said cutting Kenelm off.  He 
pursed his lips thoughtfully.  "I did think it was a Magister.  In 
fact, she said she was the Magister Kybalion." 
 Kenelm's eyes widened and he covered his mouth.  "Hush!" 
he said.  "Not that name!"  Kybalion was a terrible name, of fell 
provenance.   
 Percival laughed.  "That's an old woman's tale," he said 
briskly.  "That personage cannot be summoned merely by 
uttering his name." 
 "Percival, this is wicked," Kenelm said in a dark whisper, 
leaning across the table so that none of the others in the café 
would hear.  "How do you know this?" he asked in a voice so 
soft that Percival had to strain to hear. 
 "I've been trying to summon the Magister for ages.  Only 
now has he come, albeit in childish form."   
 This implied that . . . Well, Kenelm wasn't really sure.  Had 
Percival really summoned the terrible Magister Kybalion to the 
White City?  Or was he merely deceived by a mischievous Sprite, 
taking the form of a little girl?  Surely such a figure as a great and 
dreadful Magister would not take the form of a child.  Yet, 
Kenelm thought, her dress had been of blue and white.  And 
those were said to be the colors of the Magister . . . he couldn't 
even think the name.  Dreadful.  A wretched business. 
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 Outside, the storm had worsened.  People were running for 
the nearest awning, huddling together.  Some were laughing; 
others were shivering miserably as the rain whipped their faces.  
The lovely trees lining the Rue Mouffetard bowed their heads 
low as if they would speak to the cobbled stones. 
 "Well, it does look as though I've been fooled, my friend," 
Percival said, shaking his head.  "A blank book." 
 "Yes," Kenelm said.  "You've nearly wasted the whole 
morning, and I hope you didn't pay much for the thing."  Even 
so, it seemed to Kenelm that there was something he had missed, 
as Percival slipped the book back into the folds of his cloak once 
more with a studied carelessness.  He tried to smile and chat 
casually about their usual topics – magickal carriages and barques, 
herbalism and the best way to prepare ointments and salves and 
so-on, as they sipped their noisette and black coffee.  
 Percival turned to the subject of Byron's birthday party, and 
began to complain mildly of Selené's elaborate preparations. 
 Although he little approved of this type of fuss being made 
over any child, Kenelm's admiration for Selené tempered his 
responses.  Given his distate for children in general, though he 
admitted at times, he found Byron a tolerable presence, Kenelm 
would have preferred not to attend the fete.  Yet for the sake of 
the lovely Selené and to a lesser extent, Percival, he found 
himself agreeing to come early and help. 
 Kenelm did not tell Percival that the day before, he'd 
reluctantly left his rooms in the Alchemists' catacombs far 
beneath the towers of the White City for the sole purpose of 
purchasing a fine silver, elaborately-worked folding blade.  The 
knife seemed to Kenelm to be well-suited to a boy about to begin 
school, with the need for carving initials, imprecations and 
cryptic warnings in desk-tops and other carveable things.  
Kenelm had paid the knife-dealer an extra handful of centimes to 
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engrave a birthday message for the boy upon the polished bone 
handle. 
 The two friends parted outside the café, Kenelm headed 
back to his room, and Percival to the White Palace to see his 
brother Willeam, the White City's new-elected Oligarch.  Kenelm 
did not know that the sight of his friend's gray cloak swirling, 
shrinking, and then becoming one with the rain and the mist, was 
the last he'd see of Percival June. 
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