“The Apprentice And The Fool”

by Kevin Lanzikos


The crypt air was stale and barely breathable, and though the crypt’s usual residents were quite beyond caring, the visitor who walked down the steps that night gagged violently and brought his sleeve up to cover his face, which was hidden in the shadows of the hood of his robes.  Coughing lightly while descending the remaining stairs, the robed figure fingered the talisman he wore around his neck and mentally reminded himself how clever he had to have been to remove it from the school without the Master’s knowledge.


A dust cloud rose silently into the air as the visitor stepped from the bottom step onto the crypt floor.  Pausing slightly and straining his ears to catch the sound of the night groundsman walking past the entrance, the robed visitor cupped his right hand at his side and held it out in front of him.  Satisfied that the groundsman was not nearby, he slowly fed a bit of energy into his hand and formed a fist-sized globe of pale bluish-white light.


Raising the globe above his left shoulder, the visitor whispered the words required to command it to remain there, then removed his hand and dropped it to his side.  Taking one cautious step forward after another, the visitor’s confidence built inside him and he was soon entering the main chamber.  His gray cotton robes marking him as a student of the discipline of Necromancy appeared duller in color than ever in the flat light being cast by the orb levitating above his shoulder as the hem dragged ever so lightly across the dusty stone floor.


The floor was colder than anticipated, and the visitor found himself regretting having had his only pair of shoes taken away in punishment.  The cold stone drove him to walk faster through the main chamber, but the gilded casket on the stone platform was not his intended destination.  Not tonight, at any rate, he thought to himself.  But soon, very soon.

Instead, the young aspiring magus veered to his left, towards the row of standing wooden coffins that housed the bodies of the dead Lord’s servants from life.  Though it was known that the bodies in this particular crypt had lost their lives to a horrible plague ages ago, enough time had passed that the disease should have died within the crypt walls and the bodies decayed to mere skeletons.


Reading the inscription upon the brass grave-plate on each coffin, the visitor went about selecting his subject for his experiment.  He passed by the Lord’s squire, his chef, his gardener, and several others before finding one that suited his needs.


“Euthane D’Ureth:  Jester And Fool Of The Castle Gre’sanb,” the cloaked visitor read aloud to himself.  Nodding, he began prying open the coffin lid, which was warped and bent inward a bit.  Yes, this one shall do.  A jester should be rather easy to control.

The lid finally torn from the coffin, the magus-in-training’s eyes grew teary from the horrid stench as he looked in at the grayed bones of the jester D’Ureth.  All flesh had long since rotted from the skeletal frame and grimy and tattered rags that clung to its frame were all that remained of the deceased fool’s clothing.  At the booted feet of the aged bones was a wooden scepter topped by a cluster of dirt-encrusted bells that at one time may very well have been made of pure silver.


Drawing back his hood and revealing his face to the light, the visitor bowed his head slightly almost in apology to the skeletal remains of the jester for disturbing its rest.  The young student’s features suggested that he was of noble birth, and indeed he was the son of a nobleman, but he was born out of wedlock to a serving maid from the local tavern.  Heritage aside, his strong chin and fine nose were striking enough, but were supplemented by his eyes, the left colored stone gray, and the right colored a deep green.  His hair was a raven black, and had grown down to an inch or two beyond the height of his shoulders.  It was longer than he would normally wear it, but his Master required that he let his hair grow long for reasons unknown to all but the Master.


Raising his head level again, he reached inside his robes and withdrew a scroll written in his own handwriting.  Holding the scroll in his left hand, he removed the talisman and its chain from around his neck with his right, then untied the cord that bound the scroll closed.  Unfurling the scroll, he uttered a quick prayer to the spirit of his mother to watch over him as he began the ceremony of summoning.


Kneeling five feet away from the skeleton as was prescribed by his scroll, he palmed the talisman in his left hand and closed a fist around it.  Then, moving his left hand through the correct pattern while reciting the rite of summoning in the language of magic and tracing the appropriate wards with his right hand, the student-magus drew upon his connection to the ethereal world to gain the amount of magical energy required for his task.  Feeling the energy fill him within, he waited until he had gathered the needed quantity before closing his eyes and holding his fist out in front of him.  Covering the fist with his open right hand, he prepared himself to finish the ritual.


Speaking the key phrases needed to begin the close of the ceremony, the visitor moved his right hand beneath his left, and then opened the fist and laid his left hand on top of his right.  Opening his eyes, he could see the talisman’s jewel glowing, and his heart filled with joy at the sight.  He had told the Master that he was ready to successfully attempt the ritual without assistance, but his pleas were continually ignored.  And now, in this one moment of truth, he would prove the Master wrong and earn his place as a true magus of Necromancy.


Taking his eyes from the talisman, he looked directly at the old skeleton of Euthane D’Ureth and steadied himself the best he could.  Then, in a slow voice that refused to waver despite his excitement, he spoke.  “I summon the spirit of Euthane D’Ureth, who in life was jester to the castle Gre’sanb, to return to his mortal shell and regain his life for as long as the ruby moon shines full upon the world this night!”


As he spoke, the glowing of the jewel in the talisman increased in its intensity, though it gave off no heat.  When his summons was finished, the talisman began to tremble in his palm as it drew from him the magical energies that he had gathered for it.  The main chamber of the crypt was flooded with a blinding white light that lasted only a moment, then was gone as suddenly as it appeared.  The visitor stared at the skeleton in the coffin, unblinking, waiting for a response.


One moment passed, then two.  Finally, the skeleton stirred, its fingers bending.  As the bones became animate, a ghostly form appeared to be superimposed on it.  Slowly this form began to take real form and substance as a flesh and blood human being stood where the remains of a dead jester once resided.   Euthane D’Ureth blinked his eyes, then bent down and picked up his wooden jester’s scepter.  He stood barely taller than five feet tall and was skinny as a pole with spindly arms and legs.  His white hair was cut short with the exception of one lock, which he allowed to grow long down the right side of his face, but kept tucked behind his ear.  He still wore the grimy rags and dirty leather boots that clothed his corpse, but he did not seem to notice.


The student-magus, nay, true magus, was so beside himself with glee that he did not even rise to his feet.  He was nearly half a foot taller than the resurrected jester was and his muscles had not been atrophied through lack of use, so he expected no trouble as Euthane began striding towards him.


“Greetings, Euthane D’Ureth,” the magus spoke, his sense of triumph showing both in his voice and his shining eyes.  “My name is Magus Senth Lo’hseri and I am the one who has summoned you.”  Suddenly Senth recognized that there was a malicious gleam in the jester’s eye, and that he held the scepter back as if he meant to swing it.


Senth tried to get to his feet to better defend himself, but before he could, Euthane had closed the distance between them and bludgeoned him in the head with the bell cluster at the end of the scepter.  A faint jingling was all that the young magus heard as he was sent crashing to the floor, his head spinning and his vision dimming.  He felt Euthane roll him over onto his back, and saw the jester sneering down at him.


“Ep shoul lun exir,” the sneering jester said in an ancient language.  Senth then felt a sharp kick to his temple and lost consciousness, but not before he came to the realization that the person he had summoned was something more than a mere jester.


Euthane D’Ureth looked down upon the unconscious form of the pseudo-Magus with contempt.  Snatching the talisman from Senth’s still-clutching hand, he held it up to his face by its chain and examined it.  The contempt carved onto the jester’s face intensified as he tapped the talisman once with his scepter, then hurled it across the room and spit towards where it lay.  “I have existed for millennia upon millennia, and this boy thought to exert his will upon me with that mere bauble?” he said in his ancient tongue.  “I am Euthane D’Ureth!  I am the Jester in the Corner who has done the impossible by winning his soul back from the Lords of the Netherrealms!”


Straightening to his full height, the demon jester’s joints cracked from thousands of years of not being used.  He tucked his scepter into his belt and began pacing slowly around the senseless body of Senth Lo’hseri.  Glaring down at the student of Necromancy, he began getting a better feel for the youth’s abilities.  He could feel that Senth was indeed powerful enough to lay claim to the title of true Magus –more than powerful enough, in fact.  However, the student’s talents were still unrefined and required testing before he could truly earn the title.  And testing his powers was precisely what Senth had tried to do this evening.  He would have succeeded, too, if not for the misfortune of selecting the corporeal body of the Infernal Fool to work his magic on.


Leaving the impudent whelp lying where he was, Euthane extinguished the ball of light that was hovering near Senth’s shoulder before examining the room in detail.  This tomb would suit his needs quite well, and he was already working out how best to convert it from a house for the dead to his new home.


The first step, naturally, was to remove the old residents.  With a twitch of the jester’s left eye, all of the torches inside the tomb sprang to life simultaneously with magical flames that could never be extinguished except through magical means.  Then, with a mental command, the flames leapt out at all of the caskets in the room, including the gilded one that lay upon the bier.  The heat of the magical flames was so intense that all of the corpses were soon incinerated and reduced to dust, and the golden casket became a pool of molten metal.


Directing the flames to retreat, Euthane then mentally swept the ashes into the pool of metal and focused his attention on shaping it into a golden sculpture of the demon who he had tricked into releasing his soul.  Two great horns sprouted from the terrible wolf-like head of the demon Bemalius.  The head itself rested upon a muscular body that ended at the waist and from that waist sprouted two long, powerful arms ending in long-fingered hands accented by sharp claws.  From the demon’s back grew two huge wings, which Bemalius normally kept folded across his chest like a cape.  However, Euthane chose to depict as open and ready for flight, so as to show the massive scar that the demon’s masters had inflicted across Bemalius’ chest after Euthane had regained his soul from it.


Levitating the finished and cooled sculpture into the corner, Euthane smirked at how small the demon looked when in reality it stood ten feet in height and had a wingspan of nearly twice that.  Walking over to it, he looked down upon the statue and laughed – something that he rarely did.  “How humiliating it must be for you to have your likeness constantly observing your greatest failure.”


Satisfied in having humbled the great demon, the demonic jester sat down upon the bier and turned his thoughts to the more pressing matter of his eternal quest.  Ever since he struck the bargain that turned him into the Infernal Fool, he longed to turn his powers against humanity and conquer this pathetic ball of mud known as Earth.  The powers of Darkness knew this from the moment they approached him when he was nothing more than a miserable court jester who sat in the corner of the king’s audience hall and refused to laugh.


The Lords of the Netherrealms found that quite amusing, for in their language the name Euthane D’Ureth translates directly to “jester in the corner.”  And so they approached him with one of their hellish contracts and bestowed upon him the title of “Infernal Fool.”  Little did they know that millennia later he would be the first Fool ever to regain his soul.


And from that day on, Euthane D’Ureth plotted to dominate the world solely for the purpose of denying it to both Heaven and Hell.  But the Fool could not have foreseen that while Hell could not move directly against him, a champion for Heaven had been chosen to oppose him and thwart his every attempt.


“The Paladin has surely returned to the realm of the living,” Euthane muttered to himself.  “He always does.  But this time more than any others there is magic in the air, and thus I have the advantage.”


But Senth stirring from his sleep interrupted the jester’s thoughts.  Noticing the young student’s movement, Euthane leapt from the bier and quickly moved to stand over him.  Glaring down into Senth’s face with just as much contempt as before, Euthane lifted his right hand back to his left shoulder.


This should wake you up, you little rat! Euthane thought as his hand sped from its place on his shoulder down towards Senth’s face.

