	“Oh come on, Jonah, we’re not going to get caught.  All we’re doing is going inside to take a look.”  My sister stood with her hands on her hips, looking down at me.  She was now almost sixteen, and had trained almost exclusively with the Rangers and, rumor had it, the thieves of the city.  Though the master of the Thief Guild had offered to train her, she refused because of his ‘price’.  Even my Uncle Dar admitted that she was a better shot with a bow and better at moving silently than him.


	We had been arguing for some time.  There was a carnival in town, with clowns, sword jugglers, fire-eaters, and all sorts of non-human creatures from every part of the world, it seemed.  Many of the shows cost next to nothing, but there was one tent that you could not enter without paying a full gold piece--for us children, an entire year’s savings.  My sister and some of the other training Rangers (and thieves) were proposing to sneak into the tent and see what was so valuable that they would keep in this hidden tent.  Both of us could tell that there was some sort of magical protection around the tent, but one of the thieves claimed to have found a way in.


	I had been against the idea, since only two of the twelve people going along knew anything about magic.  “How do you know that Kat is telling the truth about the break in the spell?  He’s probably trying to get us caught so we’ll have to pay the fine.”  My sister sighed, throwing her hair forwards over her shoulder and undoing her braid.


	“Look, I’ll make you a deal, Jonah.  Come with us as far as the tent.  We can go in last.  If nothing happens to anyone else, we both go in.  If something goes wrong, we run like heck.  Okay?”  I considered, and nodded.  My sister smiled at me, then started muttering obscenities at her tangled hair.  “Help me with this, would you?”  I burst out laughing at her expression, but got her hair brush after a venomous glance from her.


	“Fine, Jeanne.  I’ll help you with your hair and setting up your ‘date’ with Kat!”  My sister started yelling at me, and I quickly jumped out the window into the tree.  Our Uncle’s house was just inside the walls of Llyr, facing the Baron’s forest and hunting grounds.  A large oak tree had been turned into part of the wall, and could be set with traps during an attack.  My sister and I had played tag in the tree when we learned to jump from branch to branch without falling.  I quickly jumped out, and started climbing up and around the trunk, to place it between myself and my sister.  She almost threw her hair brush at me, but instead closed the shutters and shut the latch.  I grinned at getting the better of her and climbed down to the wall.  Despite our occasional fights, we both watched each other’s backs at any sign of danger.


	Since coming to Llyr at the age of five, I had trained in forestry and weapons skills.  My sister, Jeanne, and I had come then because of a sect of Dark Paladins who invaded our home.  Before they were defeated, they had taken our parents as prisoners--and they were not known for letting prisoners live.  Since the day they attacked and were defeated at the Llyr walls, I had burned to take revenge on them for ruining my family and my life.  I had also picked up a few healing skills from my other Uncle, Tomaloss.  Despite his offers at taking official classes at the Healer Guildhall, I did not want to ‘waste’ time I could spend practicing skills with my two katanas.  The katanas had been my father’s, but he stopped using them because of a curse rumored to have been the downfall of every owner until myself.  A mage in Llyr had determined, with her spells, that while I carried or touched the swords, the curse was reflected upon my opponents.  Both were magically enchanted: one, Panther Claw, would cut through stone, metal, wood, and any type of armor, and the other, Dragon Breath, would drain the stamina from my opponents.  I trained with the Baron’s Personal Guard using replicas from the blacksmith.


	I headed there now, having been locked out of the house by Jeanne.  The soldiers and I both enjoyed dueling each other, having little or no practice otherwise.  Monsters stupid enough to attacked trained soldiers were few and far between.  “Ho, Jonah!  Get the banshee mad at you again, did you?”  Osmond shouted out one of the barracks windows, waving a white shirt.  I gave a mock salute, and ran into the building.


	Inside, I joked around with some of the other soldiers while I checked my practice swords for rust, nicks, and damage from practical jokes.  Osmond came downstairs, wearing the shirt he had been waving at me.  “Alright, you miniature tornado, today you get to learn how to fight someone with a spear.  Because they have to be deflected, you have to dodge better to avoid getting hit.  Do you get my point?”  A groan from the unintentional pun was accompanied by random flying objects aimed at Osmond.  I put my ‘tornado’ defense to use--I had learned how to spin rapidly on my toes while using my swords to deflect arrows and rocks away from me.  Dar and the other Rangers had helped me perfect this using my real katanas and blunt arrows.


	Osmond and I practiced for almost two hours, until both of us were covered with small nicks and scratches on our arms. legs, and faces.  “Enough!  My poor muscles can’t take it any more!  And besides, your uncles will be mad if you get home after dark.”  Looking outside, I noticed that it was late afternoon; I had perhaps twenty minutes before the sun set.  I quickly rubbed the blades down with a cloth, sheathed them, and raced towards home.  I arrived barely a minute before sunset, jumping through the door as Jeanne opened it.


	“About time you got home, Jonathan,” Uncle Tomaloss called from the kitchen.  I could smell rabbit being cooked on the small metal grill built into the fireplace by our great-grandfather, the original owner and the first of the Baron’s Rangers.  Uncle Dar and Uncle Tomaloss would smoke our own meat, somehow making them different flavors with different herbs.  “Bring me the jar of those red leaves, whatever they’re called.”


	“Do you mean the paprika?” I called back.  At his affirmative answer, I went to a small stone cupboard on the other side of the eating room.  Uncle Tomaloss kept his herbs and healing objects in small stone jars to keep them at a cool temperature.  I carefully lifted lids until I found three different jars with dried, red leaves.  “I found three different jars.  You really need to start labeling these, Tomaloss.”  He grunted a reply as he stood, chopping up carrots with more skill than Jeanne with her bow.  I carried all three over, and he motioned to put two of them back.


	A moment later, I heard a crash outside the house.  Uncle Tomaloss jerked his head up, trying to look out the small shutters in the kitchen.  He signaled for me to get my katanas as he ran for his healing staff.  I quickly pulled them out from behind the fireplace, marveling once again at how cold they felt.  The two of us darted out the front door and started down the street, quickly joined by Jeanne.  About two blocks down the street, we could see two carts tipped over, and a small crowd trying to right one of the carts.


	One of them turned, and shouted for Uncle Tomaloss to bring his healing skills.  Jeanne and I rushed over faster, and helped lift one of the two carts.  Underneath it, with part of a broken wheel protruding from his stomach, was an old man.  He grabbed Jeanne and I, pulling us down to hear his faint whispers.  “Demons,” he panted, “demons, in the plaza.  Have to stop them...”  His eyes unfocused for a moment, just as Uncle Tomaloss came around the cart.  He bent down and began a healing spell, but the man started a sudden high-pitched keening noise.  Jeanne moved back, nocking an arrow, and I carefully loosened my katanas from their sheaths.  A moment later, the man’s chest split open to the sides, and a small black creature crawled out.  It had shiny plates, like an ant, covering almost all of its body.


	The creature started crawling towards Uncle Tomaloss, frozen in shock.  Seeing the small, ugly creature moving, people started screaming and running away.  Jeanne quickly drew and loosed her arrow, but it bounced harmlessly off the creature’s hard shell.  This snapped Uncle Tomaloss out of his shock, and he quickly scrambled backwards, bringing his staff up to a guard position.  I did a somersault backwards, drawing my katanas, and lashing out with Panther Claw as soon as I gained my feet.  The creature moved faster, however, jumping and landing easily on the tip of my sword and knocking it down.  Despite its small, light appearance, the creature weighed at least 50 pounds!  I spun, throwing the creature directly into Uncle Tomaloss’ staff and dropping it into the ground.


	Jeanne, seeing the ineffectiveness of arrows, pulled out a small pouch from beneath her belt.  She put a small piece of string into it, and labored for a brief moment with a flint and her dagger.  A moment later, she threw the small pouch at the creature.  It caught it effortlessly is one clawed hand, and drew it back to throw.  However, the pouch exploded first, blowing apart the creature’s arm and ‘face’.  I darted forward with my katanas again, but a thrown dagger landed first, sticking through the creature’s neck.  Within a second of landing, the hilt fell off; the blade had been eaten away by the creature’s blood.  A gasp of astonishment, probably from Kat, told me that that dagger had been worth a lot of money and was probably poisoned also.


	Uncle Tomaloss had withdrawn almost completely from the battle, and appeared to be calling to a mage.  But I was interrupted from watching as the creature sped towards me again, moving faster than flood water.  I tried several deflections taught to me by Osmond, but Dragon Breath could not affect the creature because of its armor, and I was wary of subjecting Panther Claw to the acidic blood.  The creature suddenly jumped, however, sending a spray of the blood in all directions.  To protect my face, I threw up my hands.  Panther Claw did intercept one blob of acidic blood headed for my face.  To my surprise, it did not eat away the blade, but changed the slight colors of the etchings, making them brighter.


	The creature and I circled for a few minutes, feinting, and occasionally scoring a hit on each other.  With every strike, the colors on Panther Claw grew brighter, seeming almost to glow.  I jumped towards the creature, starting a ‘tornado’ attack while in midair.  It quickly tried to roll away--but started going in the wrong direction.  I landed almost directly on top of the monster, both swords biting deep into its flesh.  I was suddenly thrown off my a magical force bolt.  I landed heavily, turning my swords away to avoid cutting myself.  I rolled over, and saw five mages blasting the small monster with flame and force bolts, and using magical cold to prevent the acid from flowing.


	After the creature had been blown apart, the five mages converged on Tomaloss, Jeanne, Kat, and I.  Their spokesman was a short, balding black man.  “Just where did that demon come from?  And don’t lie.  I’m using a detection spell that will give you a shock every time you lie to me.”


	I answered first.  “My Uncle Tomaloss, Jeanne, and I were at our house preparing dinner when we heard a crash outside.  We rushed outside, and saw that two carts had collided, one of them landing on top of an old man.  We helped to right the cart, and Uncle Tomaloss started to cast a healing spell when his chest split open and that demon crawled out.  Jeanne threw an exploding pouch at it, at I kept it at bay with my katanas until one of you knocked me away with a force bolt.”


	The mages whispered among themselves for a moment.  I had deliberately not told them of the man’s warning of “demons, in the plaza” because that was the location of the carnival.  And the demons, if there were any, were in the tent.  I caught Jeanne’s eye and gave a slight nod, pointing to the now rising moon.  The mages turned back, and the same short one spoke.  “You were telling the truth.  You should get off the streets, so we can clean this up.  We may have more questions for you, so do not leave the city without telling the Guildmaster.”  The mages turned away from us with one fluid motion, ignoring us entirely.


	The four of us headed for our house, silent the entire way.  As soon as the door shut, Uncle Tomaloss turned to us.  “You are not going to the plaza...”  Our protests started to drown him out, but he raised his hands and we quieted down.  “You are not going to the plaza without myself and Dar and, possibly, the Guildmaster.  Those five mages were not members of the guild, or they would not have turned their backs on someone of my rank in another guild.  What time were you planning on meeting your other friends?”


	Kat looked furious at Uncle Tomaloss’ intrusion, but Jeanne calmed him down.  “Kat, think.  How are we going to defeat five mages that killed that demon?  And who knows how many other mages and demons they have?  I would rather do it without my Uncles also, but we’ll need their help.”  Kat looked angry for a moment, then sighed and agreed.  “We’re leaving at an hour to midnight to meet the others, Uncle.”  Jeanne then led Kat into the eating room where they began whispering to each other.


	Uncle Tomaloss signaled for me to follow him.  We worked for several minutes in silence, preparing the meal, until Tomaloss quickly undid the shutters and looked down the street.  “Good.  Unless those mages are invisible, they seem to have left.  I need you to get the Mage Guildhall and get to Roshella.”


	I looked at my Uncle with mischief.  “Why Uncle, how did you get on a first name basis with such a powerful young lady?”  Hearing this, Jeanne and Kat also looked up and broke out in grins at my Uncle’s red face.


	Uncle Tomaloss fumed at me for a moment, then pointed at the door.  “Get to the Guild-hall, now, before your behind has stripes from my staff!”  The three of us younger ones burst out laughing, but I re-belted my katanas, and moved towards the door.  Carefully opening it, I slipped out and into the shadows.


	In the next half hour, I maneuvered through the streets, avoiding all signs of life that I saw.  I finally reached the Guildhall and climbed a wall into the garden.  Inside, I dropped to the ground, and looked around.  A brief moment later, the garden was illuminated, showing me two apprentices holding daggers.  “Uh, just a second.  I’m Tomaloss’ son, and he asked me to find ‘Roshella’ for him, so if you could give me directions...”  I trailed off as they lifted their daggers.  One of them motioned for me to start walking.  They led me inside the great meeting hall, where I saw a familiar face--Cadell, the mage who had offered to teach me magic.  “Cadell, can you please tell these two to let me go?”


	He turned around from the scroll he was writing, and signaled the apprentices to leave.  “So, what brings you here at this hour of the night?  I’m sure you didn’t come just to smell the flowers.”  I explained briefly the events in the street, and coming to find the Guildmaster.  “Hmm, we can see if Roshella is busy or sleeping.  I don’t think she’ll be happy.”  I quickly followed him down one of the hallways, grabbing a lantern off a shelf and lighting it with the flint.


	We eventually came to a small, round topped door, painted in patterns of swirling black, red, blue, green, white, purple; almost every color imaginable was on that door somewhere.  Cadell reached forward cautiously and rapped on the door with his hand.  In less than a minute, we heard a female voice inside cursing, and Roshella, the Guildmaster opened the door.  Her normally perfect blue and black robes were covered with quickly drying red ink.  “You better have a good reason for--oh.  Hello, child.  Why are you here?”  She broke off her attack on Cadell when she saw me standing behind him.


	I explained the situation briefly, then paused before adding, “Maybe you should keep these robes on so you don’t get any different pairs dirty.  It would save you on cleaning.”  Roshella looked at me oddly, then Cadell started chuckling.  Roshella waved both of us inside her quarters with a sigh and a grin.


	“Give me a moment, and I’ll open a portal into your house.  What room should I place it in?”  She buzzed around the small room, collecting spell components, while I thought.  I finally decided on the kitchen, and she and Cadell opened a small blue oval.  The three of us stepped through, the mages supporting the spell until we were all through.  Both of my Uncles had come into the kitchen when the portal opened, and greeted the two mages.


	I looked past them, into the eating room, where Kat, Jeanne, and several of the other training Rangers and thieves were waiting and talking.  I slipped into the group next to my sister, noticing that Kat was holding a bandage to his head.  Jeanne and the others were trying to convince him to let Uncle Tomaloss close the cut, but he was refusing.  “We’ll need my skills later tonight if we’re going up against demons.  If we don’t need it, I’ll heal it when we get back.”


	“What happened to you, Kat?  And you should get a new bandage.”  I spoke up, noticing that blood was starting to drip, slowly, from the white handkerchief.  He glared at me before one of the other Rangers spoke up.


	“He went out to find me, when some guy wearing black robes and a ring of bone used a magic spell to send shards of stone flying at us.  I only got a few scratches, but Kat got hit right in the temple with a piece.”  I looked at the training thief with a little more respect for his bravery.  “We came inside as soon as the stone stopped flying.  Kat and Jeanne told us about the small demon you faced earlier, and we got some more of those exploding pouches.  A Katta trader sold us the pouches, and the powder inside burns very quickly and with a powerful flash.”


	Uncle Tomaloss came into the room with a damp cloth, and quickly tied it around Kat’s head.  “I added some herbs that should help it heal faster.  I also put ashes on the side facing out to make it harder to see.  But come, we’re going now.”  The twelve of us joined my uncles and the two mages.


	Uncle Dar turned to Kat.  “What’s the shortest and fastest route to the main plaza?  What’s the safest route there, and how long will it take?”


	Kat thought for a minute before deciding.  “On both counts, I think the sewer would be the fastest and the safest.  If they know we have mages, they won’t think of them using the sewers since mages have a fetish for cleanliness.”  The mages were shocked at his derogatory tone, but Roshella didn’t reply because of her ink-stained robes.


	“Fine,” Uncle Dar said, “we’ll go through the sewers to the plaza.  I assume you know how to get there?”


	Kat laughed.  “Of course.  The thieves have symbols carved in the rock to give you direc-tions to almost anywhere in the city.  There’s an opening just next to the Fighter’s Guild, on the other side of the plaza.  That’s the closest exit to the carnival tents.”  We all nodded, and carefully moved towards the front door.


	Opening it slowly, Uncle Dar covered us with his bow as we moved outside.  Several of the thieves and training Rangers had belt daggers ready to throw, and Jeanne also had her bow ready.  We walked three blocks of the city before we came to a sewer grate large enough to crawl through.  Cadell and Roshella used a fetch spell to lift the grate, and we all quickly clambered down the stone steps into the murky water.


	Gagging on the stench, I quickly pulled a handkerchief from my pocket and tied it around my nose and mouth.  Even though it would limit my hearing slightly, the partial relief from the decaying smells of the sewer was worth the trouble.  Kat walked around the staircase and pulled a small object from a pouch at his belt.  Unwrapping it, the stone started to glow faintly, and he took a brief look at the hieroglyphs, then signaled us to start walking.  Jeanne, Kat, and myself took a point position, with Cadell, Dar and two of the other youth taking the rear position.  We wandered in the sewers for almost an hour before we came to a split in the tunnel.  Kat walked over to look at the symbols, when we heard a screeching sound from ahead in the tunnels.  All of us quickly formed a rank for protection, as a larger version of the demon from earlier came crawling down the tunnel.


	Everyone in the tunnel went perfectly still as the demon raised its head to look at us.  This demon was completely black, but the armor of its body was so shiny that it reflected light in all directions.  Its eyes were slightly oval shaped, and dark green in color.  They had no pupil, and seemed almost to be another plate but for the eerie way they moved.  I realized after a moment that I was lowering my swords, and heard behind me someone drop a dagger.  It clattered on the almost dry floor, and I broke free of the creature’s hypnotic spell.  I gave a loud battle cry and leaped forward, swords at the ready.


	The demon ducked and swung, as if to smash me into the wall.  I noticed, briefly, that it had some sort of vestigial tail, that aided it in balancing.  I dodged sideways from its clawed arm, hearing my shirt tear.  I slashed outwards with Panther Claw and felt the tip of the blade take off a piece of its armor.  We circled for a moment, until I could see that the rest of my companions were frozen, simply zombies with unseeing eyes.  I could feel anger starting to build in me as we feinted and dodged each others strikes.


	Taking a dare, I rolled forward towards the demon, swords flashing out to my sides.  As I had hoped, the demon jumped over me, and I reached my companions.  I tossed Dragon Breath in the air and slapped Jeanne across the face, as hard as I could.  The demon chose that moment to engage me in battle again, just as Dragon Breath fell back down--hitting, and bouncing off its armor, the hilt striking Cadell in his head before falling.  Down to one katana, I retreated around to the side, hoping to draw the demon away from my friends.


	It followed me slowly, wary if I had any more tricks up my sleeve.  I could see that Dragon Breath had scored a small nick on its back, between two armor plates.  I held Panther Claw in both hands, hoping I could take more pieces out of it.  Circling around again, I saw that my sister had awakened from the trance and was trying to bandage Cadell’s head.  Catching my eye, she turned suddenly and threw my other katana through the air.  I took another dare, jumping and using Panther Claw to hold me to the ceiling.  The demon ducked and slashed at me again, shredding one of my boots and barely missing my foot.  I caught Dragon Breath and dropped back to the floor, pivoting to face the demon.


	I heard my sister scream “Duck!” and rolled sideways just as a pouch sailed through where my head had been.  The demon sprang forward towards her, reaching out to bat the pouch away.  Its claw connected, and a moment later, the pouch exploded in its face.  I leapt back to my feet, striking back with my katanas as quickly as I could.  But the demon, somehow, saw me coming, and knocked me down with a kick.  I felt my feet lose their grip on the ground, my swords go flying.  I could feel in my body where the claws had punctured my abdomen, and I lost consciousness.


	I awoke a moment later, still dizzy from blood loss.  Cadell and Roshella were standing over me.  Though they were talking to me, I could not understand anything they said.  My eyesight faded in and out as I lay there, seeing them standing there.  Then I felt a rising sensation, as though the gods had chosen me to join them, as an equal.  I felt all-powerful, unstoppable; a feeling similar to what my katanas gave, but more powerful still, as though I was holding a hundred of them.  My vision cleared, and I could feel the hole in my abdomen closing.  I sat up slowly, seeing Uncle Tomaloss kneeling over me.  I coughed heavily for a moment, before I was able to talk.  “What happened to me?  Is the demon dead?”


	Uncle Tomaloss glared at me.  “You almost died from that injury.  Cadell and Roshella managed to kill the demon with flame darts, but they’re low on mana now.  I had to put most of my healing skills into patching the hole in you, and may not be able to help anyone else.”  I lowered my gaze in shame, realizing that I may have doomed our entire group, unless we retreated.


	Cadell spoke up.  “But, without you, the demon would have killed us all.  You awoke both your sister and I from that trance, even if it was accidentally.”  He sighed, and leaned heavily against the wall.  “We still have to get to the plaza, though, and we are weakened.  We have to move more cautiously, and pray we do not encounter any more of those demons.”  We carefully regrouped, and before we started off, I noticed Kat slip something into Cadell’s pocket.  He reached in a moment later, and the look of shock at finding mana pills almost made me start laughing.  We finally started walking again.


	Within ten minutes, we reached the grate behind the Fighter’s Guild.  We filed out one by one, melting into the shadows of buildings and plants.  The grate we found closer to the plaza, bent out of shape, probably thrown there by the demon we encountered.  We moved as close to the plaza as we dared before regrouping.  “There’s at least forty feet of open ground that we have to cross.  We either move as one group, running, or move in two groups, each one covering the other.”  We quickly took a vote from Uncle Dar’s advice, and decided on two groups, moving as silently as possible.


	Kat, Jeanne, myself, Cadell, and five of the others would cross in the first group, with Dar, Tomaloss, Roshella, and the other seven crossing second.  We moved at a fast walk, scattering slightly until we reached the perimeter of the carnival tents.  We moved into camouflage, and the second group followed a few seconds later.  Regrouping, we moved through the tents like ghosts, until we reached the largest tent, a bright yellow, which seemed to glow in the faint moonlight.  I noticed now that clouds had began to appear in the sky, covering the brightest stars and much of the moon as they drifted across the sky.


	We reached the tent, and Kat took the lead again, heading around the tent towards the living quarters of the “lady” clowns, who were really neither.  We stopped near a small tear in the fabric, and Roshella edged forward.  She cast a detect magic spell, and apparently satisfied, reached forward and cut the tear slightly larger.  She and Kat held each side of it as we crawled in the tent.  Inside, there was some light from the open holes in the roof, just barely enough to avoid tripping over the benches.  We had entered about three rows from the stage, which held several cages--one of which was bent out of shape, the cloth cover shredded.  The other five cages were ominously still, but we edged forward slowly until we reached the edge of the raised stage.  I slowly lifted myself up, treading as silently as I could over to a cage covered with a green cloth.  Lifting the edge slightly, I looked inside and gasped.  A woman, seemingly half insect, with bright iridescent dragonfly wings.  She looked up at the sudden intrusion of light.  Moving backwards from me, she started to cry in whispers.  “Please,” she sobbed, “please, don’t hurt me.  Please, just don’t hurt me.”  I stood up, throwing the cloth off.  I spied the lock and walked over to it, drawing Panther Claw.  With the finesse of a dancer, I severed the lock.  Kat had also come up on stage, and quickly oiled the hinges.


	“We’re here to help you,” I whispered to the girl.  “Which cages should we rescue the people inside?”  She lay there stricken for a moment, until Kat reached for one of the other cages.


	“No!  Not that one.  It has one of the demons.  One of them escaped this evening, and they said they would kill any of us who helped it escape.  They captured us years ago, and have been using us to make them money, a-and, other things.”  Her voice trailed off at the end, and I could feel anger building within me.  I reached out a hand, and pulled her to her feet.


	“Where are they?  Tell me, now,”  I demanded.  She pointed wordlessly to the back of the tent.  I walked over so I was behind the cages, where I could see another tent attached.  Fury building within me, I drew both katanas.  Their blue glow lit the room brighter than the summer-time sun.  I took two steps forward before one of the rogue mages threw aside the cloth.  I leveled Dragon Breath towards his heart, and spoke a single word.  “Justice.”  I could hear my sister and my Uncles calling for me, but they were lost in the force of my rage.  The mage raised his arms to cast a spell.  I intercepted his force bolt with my swords, and threw it back at him.  He screeched and ducked as the force bolt knocked down one of the supports.


	I walked forward, reaching the mage just as he freed himself from the cloth of the tent.  I hit him with Dragon Breath; he went flying sideways as I stepped into the smaller tent.  From both sides, the other four mages threw spells at me.  I used my swords to reflect them and throw them around the room until they ran out of mana.  I herded the other four back out into the main tent, now occupied by most of the Fighter’s Guild and several of the Baron’s Personal Guard.  They locked the mages with iron and silver chains, and dragged them away to the dungeons.  The fairy-winged girl and Kat had freed the other poor victims, mostly beautiful, young, exotic women that had all been kidnapped and used as bedmates by the five male mages.


	The other demon in the cage was contained by the arrival of ten other mages, who ‘fetched’ the cage back to a protective room in the Mage’s Guild.  Kat, I noticed soon afterwards, had disappeared along with about four of the other youth.  I smiled faintly; at least he was taking care not to get caught, since I knew he hadn’t bought the mana pills he gave to Cadell.








	A week later, I stood in the Baron’s Hall of Justice.  “The charges against the five rogue mages are as follows: Seven counts of Stealing a Person; Three counts of Unlawful Practicing of Magic; Two counts of Murder; Ten counts of Forceful Rape.  To all of the above charges, the five rogue mages have been found: Guilty.  Punishment will be: Death, by Beheading.  Are there any objections from the citizens of Llyr?”  The room fell completely silent for a moment.  “The sentence will be carried out on the morrow at High Noon in the Main Plaza.  Any pleas for mercy for the sentenced?”  There were several cries against mercy, but the Baron clapped his hands and the room fell silent again, and the herald continued.  “Due to the reputations of the carnival, it shall be banned from the City of Llyr and all lands under the Baron’s control for a space of Twenty Years.  Justice has been served.”


	The crowd quickly went outside, and I met with Jeanne, Kat, and the other girl, whose name I learned was Crie.  “Well, I’m glad that is now over, and those scumbags will get what they deserve.”  Kat spit in the direction of the departing prisoners.  “No, I take that back.  They deserve worse.  They should be impaled and left for the buzzards.”


	Crie gasped at his anger.  “No, they have gotten what they deserve.  I pity the innocent members of the carnival, who did not know what was happening inside that tent.  They pay the price for the evil of those five.”  My sister nodded in agreement, and Kat looked slightly embarrassed.


	“Hey, Jonathan!  Show me the move you used on that--”  Osmond stopped short as he caught sight of Crie.  She, also, seemed to be taken with him.  Jeanne, Kat, and I quickly withdrew as the two started up a conversation.


	I grinned impishly at Kat and Jeanne.  “Should I leave for you two also?”  My sister aimed a kick at me, but Kat answered first.


	“Yes, please do.  Then we can plot how to get revenge on you, and where to get the best view of tomorrow’s real justice.”  I nodded my head, and we walked 
