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Dragons of Autumn Twilight

“And you must admit, he worked long and tirelessly to help those who were taken in by the fake clerics—as I did.” He sighed.

“For which you got little thanks, no doubt,” the dwarf muttered.

“Very little,” Tanis said. “People want to believe in something—even if, deep inside, they know it is false.”

“Goblins, boats, lizard men, invisible stags—what next?” complained Flint to the kender.

“I wish I could see the stag,” Tas said wistfully.

“Get hit on the head.” The dwarf snorted. “Although with you, we probably couldn’t tell the difference.”

The kender did get a certain amount of grim amusement out of watching the draconians try to pick up Goldmoon’s staff. . . . There was a flash of blue light. Giving a screeching cry, the draconian dropped the staff and hopped up and down on the bank, uttering words Tas assumed were impolite.

Tas led the way, skipping merrily, his topknot bouncing behind him. He was going to see a real live dragon! The kender couldn’t imagine anything more exciting.

He twisted his head around to look back at Sturm, who came last.
“Sanity ended when we followed Tika into the kitchen of the Inn of the Last Home,” he said.

“True enough,” the knight agreed with a sigh.

“. . . What about the dragon? Where’s the dragon?”

Bupu’s eyes widened. “You want dragon?” she asked.

“No!” yelled Tanis. “We don’t want the dragon.”

Bupu regarded Raistlin with deep sympathy for having to put up with these insane people, then she took the mage’s hand and trotted off down the street to the west, the other gully dwarves trailing along behind.

The cruelest for of torture one can inflict on a kender is to lock him up. Of course, it is also widely believed that the cruelest form of torture one can inflict on any other species is to lock them up with a kender.

“There comes a time, Laurana, when you’ve got to risk you life for something you believe in—something that means more than life itself.”
“How beautiful,” Tika murmured, blushing. She accepted the helm, then looked at the rest of the armor in confusion. “I don’t know what goes where,” she confessed.

“I’ll help!” Caramon offered eagerly.

“I’ll handle this,” Goldmoon said firmly.

Raistlin ran to Fizban’s side. “Now is the time for the casting of the fireball, Old One,” he panted.

“It is?” Fizban’s face filled with delight. “Wonderful! How does it go?”

“Don’t you remember!” Raistlin practically shrieked, dragging the mage behind a pillar as the slug spat another glob of burning saliva on the floor.

“So you have captured a gully dwarf and a spy who can neither hear nor speak,” Verminaard said caustically. “Well done, Toede. Perhaps now you can go out and pick me a bouquet of flowers.”

“You know,” he said with unusual somberness, “I asked my father once why kenders were little, why we weren’t big like humans and elves. I really wanted to be big,” he said softly and for a moment he was quiet.

“What did your father say?” asked Fizban gently.

“He said kenders were small because we were meant to do small things. ‘If you look at all the big things in the world closely,’ he said, ‘you’ll see that they’re really made up of small things all joined together.’ That big dragon down there comes to nothing but tiny drops of blood, maybe. It’s the small things that make the difference.”

“Very wise, your father.”

Elistan drew them close to him, whispering words for them alone.

“It was your love and your faith in each other that brought hope to the world. Each of you was willing to sacrifice your life for this promise of hope, each has saved the life of the other. The sun shines now, but already its rays are dimming and night is ahead. It is the same for you, my friends. You will walk through much darkness before morning. But your love will be as a torch to light the way.”

“We may not have won the war,” Tanis began, “but surely we have won a major battle—“

Raistlin coughed and shook his head sadly.

“Do you see no hope?”

“Hope is the denial of reality.”

Dragons of Winter Night

The jovial warrior, seeing the knight’s obvious concern, grew serious. “I’ll guard it carefully, you know that, Sturm.”

“I know,” Sturm said, smiling sadly. He glanced up at Raistlin, who was standing on the stairs. “Besides, there is always the great worm, Catyrpelius, to protect it, isn’t there, mage?

Raistlin started at this unexpected reminder of a time in the burned-out city of Solace when he had tricked some hobgoblins into believing Sturm’s sword was cursed. It was the closest to an expression of gratitude that the knight had ever made to the mage. Raistlin smiled briefly.

“Yes” he whispered. “There is always the Worm.” 

“Tanis realized that sometimes a leader must think with his heart and not his head.” Raistlin glanced at her. “Remember that.”

Laurana blinked, confused for a moment, then, sensing a tone of superiority in the mage which irritated her, she said loftily, “I notice you leave out yourself. If you are as intelligent and powerful as you claim, why do you follow Tanis?”

“I do not follow him.” The young mage looked up at Laurana. “For the time being, Tanis and I simply happen to be traveling in the same direction.”

“But it might trap me,” Caramon protested.

“Bah! It seeks those with—“ Raistlin stopped suddenly.

“Yes?” Tanis said quietly. “Go on. Who does it seek?”

“People with intelligence,” Raistlin snarled. “Therefore I believe the members of this party are safe. Bring me the orb, Caramon.”

“Now’s the time to pray to your god,” Derek said to Elistan.

“I am,” Elistan replied coolly, helping the dwarf up.

“I’ve been drowned twice, stricken with a deadly disease—“
“You were seasick.”

“Stricken with a deadly disease,” Flint repeated loudly, “and sunk. Mark my words, Sturm Brightblade—boats are bad luck to us.”

“You fainted—“

“I did no such thing!” the dwarf roared.

“You—you were out cold,” Laurana stammered.

“I never faint!” stated the dwarf indignantly. “It must have been a recurrence of that deadly disease I caught on board that boat—“ Flint dropped his pack and slumped down beside it. “Idiot kender. Running off with a dead old man.”

Dragons of Spring Dawning

“There aren’t any walls around the outside of the city,” Tas said triumphantly. “Not around New City, anyway. And if it’s the center, why is it deserted? I think we should find out.”

Flint snorted. The kender was beginning to make sense, a fact that caused the dwarf to shake his head and wonder if maybe he shouldn’t lie down somewhere out of the sun.

Recovering his dignity, the dwarf was determined not to act overawed. “I’ve done this a lot, mind you. Riding dragons is nothing new to me. It’s just, well, just that I’ve—“

“You’ve never ridden a dragon before in your life!” Tasslehoff said indignantly. “And—ouch!”

“Just that I’ve had more important things on my mind lately,” Flint said loudly, punching Tas in the ribs.

“The shield, which you see on the ground, will protect you from most forms of dragonbreath—“

“Whoah!” shouted the dwarf, crossing his arms and looking stubborn once more. “What do you mean most forms? And how am I supposed to fly and hold a lance and a shield all at the same time.

“I thought you had done this before, Sir Flint!” Tas yelled.

“Sea elves? I never heard of sea elves,” Tika said, glancing around curiously, as if she might see one hiding in a closet. “And I don’t remember elves saving me. All I remember is some sort of huge, gentle fish. . .”

“Oh, you needn’t look around for the sea elves. You won’t see them. They fear and distrust KreeaQUEKH—‘air-breathers’ in their language. And those fish were the sea elves; in the only shape they let KreeaQUEKH see them. Dolphins, you call them.”

“I have many names,” the old man replied. “But my favorite has always been that by which I am known among the Knights of Solamnia—Draco Paladin.”

“I knew it!” Tas groaned, flinging himself to the ground. “A god! I’ve lost everyone! Everyone!” He began to weep bitterly.

The old man regarded him fondly for a moment, even brushing a gnarled hand across his own moist eyes. “Look, my boy,” he said, putting his finger beneath Tas’ chin and turning his eyes to heaven, “do you see the red star that shines above us? Do you know to what god that star is sacred?”
“Reorx,” Tas said in a small voice, choking on his tears.

“Beneath a tree sits a grumbling old dwarf, relaxing after many labors. He spends all day lounging beneath the tree, carving and shaping the wood he loves. And every day someone who comes past that beautiful tree starts to sit down beside him.

“Looking at them in disgust, the dwarf glowers at them so sternly that they quickly get to their feet again.

“’This place is saved,’ the dwarf grumbles. ‘There’s a lame-brained doorknob of a kender off adventuring somewhere, getting himself and those unfortunate enough o be with him into no end of trouble. Mark my words. One day he’ll show up here and he’ll admire my tree and he’ll say, “Flint, I’m tired. I think I’ll rest awhile here with you.” Then he’ll sit down and he’ll say, “Flint, have you heard about my latest adventure? Well, there was this black-robed wizard and his brother and me and we went on a journey through time and the most wonderful things happened—“ and I’ll have to listen to some wild talk,’ and so he grumbles on. Those who would sit beneath the tree hide their smiles and leave him in peace.”

“Then. . .he’s not lonely? Tas asked, wiping his hand across his eyes.

“No, child. He is patient. He knows you have much yet to do in your life. He will wait. Besides, he’s already heard all your stories. You’re going to have to come up with some new ones.”

Standing up, the old man patted him gently. “Call me Fizban. From now on, among the kender, that shall be my name.” the old man’s voice grew wistful. “To tell the truth, I’ve grown rather fond of it.

“Know this,” said Raistlin calmly, looking up at the Tower, pitching his voice so that it could be heard by those within. “I am the master of past and present! My coming was foretold. For me, the gates will open.”

“I am home,” he said.
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