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THE ROCK OF IVANORE
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PROLOGUE

The ancients called it Jewel of the Sea, a land where nature thrived and peace prevailed. Except
for limited trade with the mainland, the Isle of Imaness had been closed to outsiders for hundreds
of years. The island’s inhabitants lived without threat, without war, without change.

The village of Quendel was the most untouched corner of Imaness, isolated from the rest of
the island by a massive forest and a mountain range that divided Imaness like a spine down the
center of its back. Those who lived in Quendel were content in their seclusion, their way of life
existing as it had for centuries. However, on this night fate would set change into motion.

On the far edge of Quendel, beyond the grazing fields, was a cottage. Like all the other
cottages in the village it was made of stone with a thatched roof and an irregular chimney. It
contained only one room. A stone hearth occupied one end of it while two cots occupied the

other. A wooden table and two chairs stood between. Unlike the other cottages, however, this



cottage was special, for this was the dwelling place of the island’s last enchanter — and the hope
of its future.

He was called by many names: Conjurer, Sage, Weaver of Spells. Though Zyll did not think
himself an old man, his age burdened him more than most. His shoulders stooped and his legs
were so stiff that even traveling the width of the cottage required the use of a walking stick. Zyll
leaned on it now as he rose from his cot, his joints creaking like rusty hinges. Taking care not to
wake the boy who lay asleep in the second cot, he made his way to the far wall. With his free
hand he took a copper bowl down from a shelf and set it on the table. He grinned at the bucket
of water sitting on the hearth, grateful that the boy had remembered to fill it this time.

Using a ladle he scooped water from the bucket and filled the bowl. He scanned the room,
dimly lit from the earliest rays of dawn. His eyes rested on the mantel whereon sat a small
trinket box. Opening it, Zyll removed a lock of hair and placed it in the bowl.

The water immediately darkened. Zyll peered at his reflection in it. How changed he
looked, how unlike the man he used to be. His hair, once thick and dark, had thinned and grown
white. The skin around his mouth had creased, but his eyes...

At least one thing had remained the same.

The water changed and the face of a younger man replaced Zyll’s reflection. This man had
red hair and a scowl on his lips. The image widened and Zyll saw that the man had several
creatures with him, creatures in the form of men but larger in stature and repulsive in appearance.
With swords drawn they crept along a torch lit corridor until they reached a door resting slightly

ajar.



The man flung it open revealing a darkened room. Inside the room was a second man,
though Zyll sensed that the blood running through his veins was not altogether human, a half-
breed of some kind. He wore a black cloak and seemed to conceal something beneath it.

The redheaded man attacked. The one with tainted blood deflected the blow, then countered
with his own. Swords clashed. There was a cry and blood was spilled. The repulsive beasts
joined in the fight, and though the tainted one fought his attackers with inhuman strength, they
soon drove him back against the wall.

Cornered, the tainted one turned to a window and gazed down. Zyll saw what he saw: angry
ocean waves beating against the rocks far below. Suddenly the waves rushed up to meet him.
The half-breed had leapt from the window, his cloak billowing around him.

Zyll watched him fall, and as he fell he turned his face up toward the sky. For one fleeting
moment, before he plunged into the sea, his inhuman cat eyes met Zyll’s.

The enchanter’s breath caught in his throat and he stumbled back. When he righted himself
and returned to the bowl, the image was gone.

Zyll dropped into a chair and rested his weary arms on the table. He glanced at the boy who

slept on. Then, in a choked whisper he said, “So it begins.”



The Quest Begins



The morning of Marcus Frye’s fourteenth birthday may have seemed ordinary to some, but for
him no day had ever dawned brighter. The birds’ songs sounded sweeter. In the distance,
Amethyst Peak looked more brilliant than ever before. Even Master Zyll appeared a good deal
younger and more spry than usual.

From his cot in the corner of the cottage Marcus watched the enchanter arrange a pile of
wood on the hearth. Zyll inspected his work through a pair of spectacles and nodded with
satisfaction. “You are awake,” he said, removing his spectacles and cleaning them with the
sleeve of his robe. “I was beginning to think someone had put a sleeping spell on you.”

Marcus arose from his cot and went to the table where a steaming bow! of porridge waited.
A clean tunic and trousers lay across the back of a chair. Collecting wood and preparing

breakfast were his chores. He felt humbled that today his master served him.



“You should have awaken me to get the wood,” he said. “The morning air isn’t good for
you.”

“Nonsense,” replied Zyll, lowering himself into a chair beside the hearth. A leather satchel
lay in his lap. “Sit and eat. The journey you will soon begin may not afford you another warm
meal for many days to come.”

Marcus pulled off his nightshirt, dressed in the clean clothes, and sat down. He picked at his
breakfast, his stomach too much in knots for food. He preferred instead to watch Zyll mend the
satchel, which looked as though it could not withstand a day’s more wear. Its frayed strap had
torn so that the buckle was all but useless. To keep it shut Zyll wove a cord of horsetail hairs and
wound it first through the iron buckle and then through the strap’s jagged tear. When he had
finished he held the satchel by the shoulder strap and gave it a good hard shake. Its contents,
which included a week’s worth of bread, hard cheese, and dried goat’s meat, as well as a few
silver coins and an iron pot, collided with a dull thud. Marcus winced at the thought of finding
crumbs for his supper rather than bread.

“There it is now,” said Zyll handing Marcus the satchel.

Marcus eyed it disdainfully.

“Master, the other boys have new satchels. Couldn’t we buy one from the tanner as well?”

“No need,” Zyll answered. “This bag holds as much as a new one.” He rose with some
effort from his chair and began filling a kettle with vegetables he had prepared earlier.

Marcus hesitated to make any further requests of him. He did not want to appear greedy, but
this day was unlike any other. He spoke before his courage could leave him.

“But master, if [ am to be gone so long shouldn’t I have adequate supplies?”

“What sort of supplies?” asked Zyll, not looking up from the kettle.



“A knife perhaps. When my bread is gone how will I obtain food? Or defend myself should
I meet a wild animal or a bandit?”

Zyll tossed the last of the onions into the pot and added some water.

“You’ve no need of weapons, boy. Haven’t I taught you well enough how to fend for
yourself?”

“Of course, but I've not yet perfected my magic,” answered Marcus. “And even if I had,
what good will lighting cook fires and commanding dust mops do me in the forest?”

“You speak as though you have learned nothing these past years.”

Marcus thought of the many lessons Zyll had taught him. He had learned the ways of the
mystic, and also a bit of history, mathematics, and philosophy. Zyll disapproved of sword
fighting, but had allowed him to practice with the other boys in the village.

“I am good with the sword,” Marcus reminded him, “but I’'m a terrible magician.”

Zyll turned toward the boy. His face held the same pensive expression it always did. “Why
do you doubt your abilities?”” he asked. “You know magic is nothing more than the art of
rearranging the elements that lay before you. You must take what is at your disposal and
manipulate it in such a way as to achieve your desire. Take the logs,” he continued, gesturing
toward the hearth. “What is fire but heat? Heat is found in rays of sunlight and in all living
things.”

Zyll lifted his hand toward the window where a stream of light filtered into the cottage. “We
must harvest it from the sunshine, the trees, our own bodies.” He lowered his hand drawing it
across Marcus’s shoulders. “Compress it to a fine point, direct it toward the logs, and ...”

With a quick snap of the wrist the logs burst into flame.



“See how simple it is?” Zyll set the kettle over the fire. “This soup will be ready for my
afternoon meal.”

“I would still prefer a sword,” said Marcus.

Zyll’s voice was calm, yet insistent. “Use your knowledge to obtain those things you need
and to defend yourself and others from harm, but use your skills wisely or you will pay a price
for your inexperience.”

Zyll doused the fire with a mumbled incantation. Then, waving his hand toward the hearth
he said, “Give it a try.”

Marcus found it easer to do his chores without magic, yet he would not refuse his master’s
request. Turning his chair toward the hearth he focused his attention on the wood. He formed an
image of brilliant orange flame in his mind.

“Ignite!” he commanded.

He held his breath as he waited for the flames to appear, but nothing happened. Marcus
released the air from his lungs in an exasperated gasp.

“I can’t do 1t!” he said with disgust. Marcus went to his cot and dropped down on it.
Suddenly the beauty of the morning was marred somehow. “Maybe I shouldn’t go on the quest.
I am bound to fail.”

Zyll studied his apprentice with tender, gray eyes. Marcus knew those eyes well. He had
seen them every day of his life. He had been orphaned at birth and was, according to custom,
sold to the highest bidder. Zyll was a good master, kind and generous, yet firm. He fed him
and clothed him demanding in return only honesty and integrity. These Marcus gave willingly
along with a strong pair of hands and a keen mind. They made a fine pair, he and Zyll, and

Marcus imagined no one could have been a better father to him than his old master.



When the council agreed to let Marcus join the quest, he was exultant. He would prove that
he was destined for more than servitude. He would return triumphant and earn his rightful
station, but now the thought of disappointing Zyll filled Marcus with shame.

Zyll went to his bookshelf. Along the shelves were hundreds of dusty books some of which
Marcus had read for his studies, but Zyll was not interested in the books. Instead he reached for
a wooden chest. He carried the chest to the table and raised the lid. After sifting through its
contents he lifted something in his hand, though what it was Marcus could not tell. Whatever it
was, it was small enough to be hidden by the old man’s fingers.

Zyll turned his gaze on Marcus, though his eyes seemed to look right through him. Then he
shook his head as if suddenly remembering the task at hand and laid the object back inside the
chest. More sifting and Zyll slammed the lid shut sending a billow of dust into the air.

“I have not yet given you a gift for your birthday. Perhaps this will prove useful.” Zyll held
out his palm. A small metal object lay across it.

“A key?” asked Marcus, puzzled.

“Not just any key. It is the only one of its kind. You may find it will come in quite handy.”

“It looks like an ordinary key to me.”

“Ah, but therein lies the magic,” replied Zyll. “With this key you will find within yourself
more power than you can now imagine. It will unlock your very destiny.”

Zyll placed the key in Marcus’s hand and gestured toward the hearth.

“Try once more.”

The key felt heavy and cold. The tarnished iron was worn smooth in spots. Still Marcus

sensed its power as he grasped it firmly in his fist. He stood and walked across the room to the



hearth. As he held the key at eye level a peculiar tingling sensation spread through his fingers
and wrist.

“Ignite!”

At first only the faintest crackle could be heard. Then a small speck of orange glowed from
the back of the hearth. Marcus leaned forward and blew air from his lips to fan the ember. On
his first breath the glow intensified. It began to spread with the second. On the third breath there
was a loud pop. The ember leapt from the hearth setting the hem of Zyll’s robe on fire.

Marcus gasped in horror at his mistake. Without a moment’s hesitation he grabbed the kettle
of soup and threw its contents at his master. The fire was put out and from the sour expression
on Zyll’s face, so was he.

Marcus’s shoulders drooped in dismay. “I’m sorry, Master,” he said.

Zyll shook off the bits of carrot and onion that clung to his robe. “No harm done, though I
could have doused the flame myself and still would have had soup for my supper.” Then,
reaching for his walking stick, he announced, “It is time we go.”

Zyll opened the cottage door and stepped outside. Marcus followed, the satchel hanging

from his shoulder as limp as a large leather blossom that had wilted in the afternoon sun.



The streets of Quendel buzzed with an unusual amount of energy this morning. Zyll led the way
through the crowd with his walking staff while Marcus followed behind doing his best to avoid
stepping on the enchanter’s robe, which slithered along the ground behind him like a snake.

Zyll’s staff, carved from a branch of a Willenberry tree, was half the height of a full-grown
man. Its top was in the shape of an eagle’s head. From it the staff twisted its way toward the
ground where it tapered into a fine point that was useful in prying open rusty chest lockets or
aerating the master’s flower garden. Zyll referred to this walking staff as Xerxes and often spoke
to it as if it were a living being. Of course, the staff never spoke back. It just gazed forward with
lifeless eyes.

As Marcus and Zyll made their way to the fountain, Marcus could hear the whispers of the

villagers. The hot feeling in the pit of his stomach told him they were talking about him, and



knowing that made him all the more anxious. For this was hisday, hisB| e 6 t h,orCa mr
translated from the ancient tongue, Great Quest.

Every year on the day of the vernal equinox all the boys in Quendel who reached the age of
manhood during the previous year set out on a journey. Those who returned from it triumphant
were given the most honorable stations in the village. Those who failed were relegated to the
more mundane positions of life. The quests were never easy and often lasted days or even weeks
on end.

A platform had been erected near the fountain in the center of the village. Master Zyll told
Marcus to step up on it. As Marcus did so, he scanned the crowd. The town square was so
packed with people that he could not see the cobblestone beneath their feet. He stood with five
other boys, all of whom looked as nervous as he felt. Jerrid Zwelger, the governor’s pompous
nephew, was there. Beside him were Zody Smythe and Clovis Dungham, who fidgeted
nervously with his pack. Cool-headed Tristan Tether came next. Marcus had to lean forward to
see who stood at the end of the row. Standing with his shoulders squared and his back erect,
golden hair combed neatly behind his ears, was Kelvin Archer.

Kelvin was the oldest and tallest of the group, his birthday falling just one week shy of last
year’s ceremony. He was therefore the most respected, most feared, most admired boy in his age
group. The girls swooned every time Kelvin walked by. However, if he derived any pleasure
from so much attention he never showed it. He was a quiet boy and sought no one’s company
but his own.

Marcus had concluded long ago that it was his aloof nature that attracted so many admirers,

yet admiration seemed to be the last thing Kelvin Archer desired. Marcus felt rather plain



compared to Kelvin. His own hair was straw-colored, his eyes a dull hazel. He was several
inches shorter than Kelvin and was far too thin.

A horn sounded. Marcus and his companions straightened themselves. Stodgy Squire
Slermin, the self-important governor of Quendel, stood before the crowd and raised his hands for
silence.

“Today marks an epic moment in Quendelian history!” he began. “These boys who stand
before you shall embark on a grand quest. If all goes well, they shall return to us no longer boys,
but men!”

A swelling cheer rose from the crowd. The Squire read off the names of each of the boys and
the names of his parents. When he came to Marcus, however, no parents were mentioned.
Instead, the Squire stated that he was in the care of Zyll, Master Enchanter.

Marcus squirmed a little. He wanted to wipe away the perspiration that was trickling down
the sides of his face, but he dared not move. He sought the comfort of his master’s face in the
crowd, but was unable to spot him. The Squire continued.

“In the tradition that has been executed in Quendel every year for the past four hundred and
twenty-two years, with the exception of years three hundred and seven through three hundred
and nine when our grandfathers were embroiled in the Great Antithian War, and year three
hundred and eighty-two when there were no eligible young men of proper age, we present to you
the future of Quendel!”

The crowd burst into roaring applause. Then another horn sounded and the crowd grew
silent. A knot formed in Marcus’s throat. His mouth was dry as flint and the perspiration ran

down his face in tiny rivulets.



The Squire spoke now in a hushed tone. The crowd edged closer to the platform. The
anticipation in the air was so heavy that Marcus felt it pressing against him.

“My good people, it is time for that momentous occasion when the wisest and oldest of our
kind pronounces this year’s Bledth Camrti. I give you now, Master Zyll.”

The Squire bowed himself in half and stepped down from the platform. As he did so, the
water in the fountain began to swirl in wide circles. The center of the circle bulged and the bulge
grew, reaching upward toward the sky until a column of water churned in the air before them.
Suddenly, the column burst like a giant bubble sending a fine spray across the platform. The
boys and those nearest to the fountain covered their faces to avoid the shower while the rest of
the crowd let out a collective ‘oooh!” When they returned their gaze to the platform they found
Zyll standing in the settling mist. He rapped the end of his staff on the platform three times.

“On this day of equinox, this day of balance and equality, | summon the Gods to grant divine
protection upon you boys as you begin your journey into manhood. May you be wise,
courageous, and cautious in your travels, and may you return to us both unharmed and
victorious. Though the journey ahead will try you like a refiner’s fire, you must remain
undaunted, focused to the task. The man who succeeds in this quest will bring the greatest of
honors upon Quendel and upon himself.”

The man who succeeds.

The words repeated themselves in Marcus’s mind and he suddenly felt the weight of this
responsibility rest on his young shoulders. It was a burden he felt driven to carry.

“And now, my sons,” continued Zyll, sweeping his staff over the heads of the six boys, “it is

time to reveal the nature of your journey. Your quest is...”

10



Here Zyll’s voice paused, allowing his words to settle on the crowd. Marcus counted the
seconds that passed in unbearable silence. The other boys shifted anxiously beside him.

“Your quest is to find the Rock of Ivanore and bring it back to Quendel.”

The boys glanced at each other, their eyes betraying their puzzlement. Jerrid Zwelger cleared
his throat then stepped forward. He had for some time now considered himself the leader of his
class. He was confident in himself, despite his lack of intellect.

“Master Zyll, we heard rumors that we’d be hunting warboars in the Black Forest,” he said,
his voice whining the way the water wheel at the river creaked as it turned.

Zyll struck Xerxes roughly on the platform.

“Your quest is to retrieve the Rock of Ivanore! You may hunt warboar if you wish, but it is
the Rock of Ivanore you will pursue! Now, off with you!”

Zyll pointed Xerxes in the direction of the forest, but not a boy moved from his spot. They
remained as bewildered as before. Finally, it was Marcus who spoke up.

“But Master,” he said in almost a whisper, “What is the Rock of Ivanore and where will we
find 1t?”

The old man’s lips trembled as he ground his teeth beneath them. He was obviously
offended at the inquiry. Once again he pointed the end of his staff to the forest, jabbing it in the
air like the point of a sword.

“Your quest is there! You will never find the Rock of Ivanore by standing here wiping your
noses on your mother’s aprons! Get on with you all! Get on before I pronounce you all failures

and assign you a lifetime labor of weeding the marshes!”
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The boys all hurried then, and disappeared one by one through the trees, the clanking of
weapons and tin plates echoing behind them. Before Marcus could follow, he felt the weight of
a hand on his shoulder.

“I do not wish for you to travel alone on this journey,” said Zyll. His mood had returned to
his usual subdued nature. He grasped his staff around its middle with his right hand and held it
so that his face met the eagle’s, nose to beak. The eagle’s eyes stared blankly forward. “So,
Xerxes, it seems the day has come that we must part. | expect you will be as worthy a
companion to this boy as you have been to me. What’s that now?” Then Zyll added with a
hearty laugh, “Oh, I can manage with an old hickory branch to lean upon.”

Zyll held out the staff to Marcus.

“Take him,” he said, “before I change my mind and give you the hickory branch instead.”

Marcus hesitated. He did not wish to take his master’s staff, not only because Zyll was in
such great need of it, and not because he would prefer to keep his hands free as he traveled, but
because Zyll’s staff had long been the butt of many jokes among his peers. Not a day went by
when some boy or another mocked the old man’s one-sided conversations sparking a
spontaneous eruption of hysterics from the other children nearby. And now, if he were to be
seen with this...this atrocity, surely their humor would now be directed at him.

Marcus was about to decline the gift when he made the terrible mistake of looking at his
master’s eyes. Never before had Marcus seen the expression they now bore. It conveyed to
Marcus all at once Zyll’s deep love for Xerxes, and for him. So he said nothing but took the staff
and nodded his thanks, but Zyll had already turned away and was walking briskly toward the

village. He stopped abruptly and turned.
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“What is it, boy?!” Zyll shouted, waving his hands as if shooing a lazy rooster. “Must I light
a fire underfoot to get you to move?”

Marcus grinned at his master’s attempt at force, for he knew that his display was a fine
performance indeed and that his master was not capable of real fury.

“Mind you care for Xerxes as your own,” Zyll advised as though he were delegating to
Marcus the care of a young child. “Treat him well, and you’ll find he’s just full of surprises!” he
added with a chuckle. “And bring him back to me in one piece, if you please!”

Marcus waved Xerxes above his head in a final good-bye. He swung his satchel over his
shoulder and checked his pocket to see that the key Zyll had given him was still in its place.

Then he hurried forward eager for whatever adventures awaited him.

13



Far away from Quendel on the shore of Illian Bay, a cloaked man pulled his small but sturdy
vessel from the sea and dragged it across the sand toward a low hanging cliff. After hiding the
boat beneath a blanket of vines he scanned the beach. His gaze fell upon a hare that had
wandered from the protection of the forest. The hare never suspected it would soon become the
morning meal for the island’s newest arrival.

His appetite satisfied, the man removed a scroll of parchment from beneath his cloak. He
unrolled it on the sand and weighed its corners down with stones. Although the map was hastily
sketched, he was certain he had landed in the correct cove and that a path through the forest lay
nearby. He must only find it, a task he expected would not prove difficult for he had Agoran
blood flowing through his veins. His eyes, gray as ash, were more catlike than human in both

appearance and capability. Though only half Agoran, still he could discern greater detail than
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his human cousins, a talent that gave him confidence that he could succeed where no human had
before him.

The Isle of Imaness was a formidable fortress, encircled about by high, menacing cliffs and
merciless tides. Many ships had met their fate by them. Only two safe harbors existed along its
shores, the first a treacherous inlet on the northwestern border of the province of Dokur. The
other lay along the southernmost tip of the island, the gently sloping sands of Illian Bay.

Guarded by jagged rocks that stood like armed sentinels along the shore, the northwestern
coast was doubly secure due to the vigilant Eye of Dokur, a lofty tower overlooking the bay. No
ship approached Dokur unseen, and the Agoran had his reasons for concealing his arrival.

The only other choice then was to approach Imaness through Illian Bay safeguarded only by
an ancient forest whose vegetation wound so tightly together that traversing it was all but
impossible. Except for the earliest visitors to the island, all who had tried had failed. The only
hope in navigating through the Black Forest lay in the legendary map drawn by the island’s
ancient inhabitants.

The Agoran paced the beach peering at every vine and leaf. He prodded branches and briars
with the tip of his sword, but the centuries of undergrowth was so dense that it seemed as though
nothing could penetrate it. He studied the scroll again tracing its lines with his finger and
measuring each twist and turn of ink. Again and again he walked the distance from one end of
the beach to the other, each time comparing more closely still the image on the page to the
forest’s perimeter.

He had just finished his fourth tour of the beach when something small, almost
indistinguishable caught his eye. A small green thread as thin as spider’s silk dangled from a

single leaf. The leaf lay so low to the ground that the Agoran had to kneel to get a closer look.
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A sense of relief washed over him, for someone with eyesight less keen than his would never
have spotted it at all. The patch of vegetation blended so perfectly with its surroundings that it
was nearly impossible to detect its true material — delicate cloth painted by the finest of
craftsmen. This false cover pulled away revealing a narrow but certain trail.

The Agoran rolled up the parchment and tucked it beneath his cloak. As he did so his hand
brushed against the leather pouch that hung at his waist. The first object in the small pouch had
been with him for many years and had brought him, he believed, good fortune. It was a rare
treasure and he had killed and nearly been killed for it. Many a king and criminal had coveted it
for their own and had acquired instead a swift journey to the underworld, for the man who
possessed it would not part company with it except by his own death. But as yet, no enemy had
succeeded in bringing this about.

The second item in the pouch was obtained more recently, but was equally valuable to its
new owner.

The Agoran wrapped his palm around the pouch to reassure himself. It felt warm and soft in
his hand. He rubbed his thumb along its seam and hoped it would bring him good fortune one
last time. Then, stepping onto the trail and setting the shrubbery back in place behind him, he

ventured forward into the shadows of the forest.
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