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Fezdon was a wizard; at least that's how he
thought of himself. The trouble was, no one else in the village
agreed with him. He had to do something big to convince them. It
was the only way he would be left alone to pursue his passion of
mixing potions. He'd borrowed books on the subject from the royal
library, but never had enough time to practice. He was always out
in the woods collecting herbs and spices, or selling them in the
village market. If everyone believed he truly was a wizard then
they would stop bothering him for herbs and spices. He could start
spending more time developing his craft. He had been thinking over
it for sometime, but still had no idea how he could win the respect
of the village. He had to make some kind of potion that would be
useful. If he mixed a batch of love potion, or something that, he
knew it would just cause trouble.

There were another problems. Fezdon didn't have
a cauldron big enough to make much more than a few very simple
potions. On top of that, his shack was not an ideal location for
potion production. Every time he made something the neighbors would
complain of the smell and smoke which poured from his tiny windows.
Couldn't they understand that he was a wizard? No one appreciated
that fact. He needed to spend more time learning how to make
potions if he was ever going to claim that title. The only way he
was going to pull it off, would be to use the community pot in the
center of the market to make something big. It was known as the
beggars' boil; an enormous cauldron that people tossed their extra
food into for the beggars to eat. Everyday it was some new
conglomeration of whatever people could spare. It was for this
reason that many wanderers ended up making the royal village their
home. The king's wizard had even come down from the castle to cast
a spell upon the cauldron; which kept it's contents at an even
boil.

The beggars' boil was a great addition
to the market, showcasing the kindness of those who sold there, but
it did cause problems. It was the ungrateful beggars who partook of
the boil; they were always complaining that the dust of the ground
made up the main ingredient of the pot. The generous people of the
market who added food to the boil would not listen to the
complaints. The grumbling beggars were constantly told to go and
find free food elsewhere if they didn't like it. Fezdon wondered if
there was a way to keep the large pot free from the dust of the
ground. People had tried to construct a lid for it, but anything
large enough was much too heavy for the weak beggars to lift. When
something lighter was put on the pot, it would eventually weaken
from the boiling brew beneath and fall in or off. Also, it was so
frequented, by those adding and taking from it, that a lid was
impractical. Perhaps a spell or potion
could solve this problem, Fezdon thought. If he could
stop the complaints of the beggars, he would make everyone happy.
All would praise him. That is it!
Fezdon thought. He had his idea.

He sat in his small shack, pouring over the
few potion books he had acquired from the royal library. They were
the only books he could find on the subject, and he had kept them
for much longer than he was supposed to. He looked for anything
that might help him, but a late night and two candles later he had
found nothing. His eyes burned and his hair felt greasy. He needed
to get some sleep. He vowed not to give up on this plan, but closed
the books, blew out the candle, and went to bed.
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As was often the case, when Fezdon woke up
the next morning he had a new solution to his problem. If he
couldn't find a potion or spell to keep the dust out of the
beggars' boil, perhaps the royal wizard in the castle could. He
knew his chance at gaining an audience with the wizard was slim,
but it was worth a try. He could explain that he needed help with
something that would benefit the whole village; perhaps then the
would let him in.

He left his shack and began trotting towards
the castle. Before long he was in the market, side stepping through
the bustle of people buying and selling their wares. He stopped
when he passed by the beggars' boil. His curiosity outweighed his
trepidations, so he cupped his hands, bent down, and lifted some to
his mouth. It was very hot in his hands, and burned his lips a bit,
but he had to admit it wasn't bad. He drank the rest of it down,
getting a few morsels into his mouth. He wondered if there was any
truth to these complaints as he began to chew; then he found out
first hand what they had all been complaining of. With each bite, a
gritty crunch of dust ground between his teeth. He spat it out upon
the ground; licking the back of his hand to try and pull all the
dust off his tongue. As he continued to walk towards the castle he
kept finding little specs of dirt, crunching around inside of his
mouth. Fezdon could see why people ate of it if they had nothing
else, but it was pretty bad.

No matter how soft his steps, his feet
kicked up dust as he walked. The dirt which made up the market
ground was so fine that it was impossible to traversed across it
without raising a cloudy trail behind you. As Fezdon neared the end
of the market he saw his lovely niece and her husband selling stew.
They were kind people, who had always given to the beggars' boil
when they could. He waved to Helsa and Vairgar, on his way towards
the castle. They waved back, but looked too busy with customers to
chat, so he continued on.

Once the tall gray walls of the castle were
visible, the loose dirt beneath him changed to a straight path of
paved stone leading to the castle gates. The hard stone felt firm
beneath his calloused feet. As he approached he saw the two guards
standing on either side of the gate look up at him. Their fierce
gaze only lasted a moment, as the enormous gate behind them swung
open with a groan. Olfdon and Hector stepped aside, and out came a
short man with a thick mustache jutting out of his face like white
fluffy lightning bolts. His aging fingers were wrapped around a
large brown broom which looked heavy in his hands. He passed by the
guards, and then looked to Fezdon as they closed the gates behind
him. The two old men continued to walked until they passed by each
other. Fezdon gave the man a polite nod, and then came to a stop
before the guards. He looked at Olfdon to his right, but before he
could speak the guard started in on him.

"What are you doing here? Don't tell me you
wish to visit the royal library again. As I recall, you have three
outstanding books which have yet to be returned. So unless you come
back with those, you're not getting through these gates."

He flung his spear back over his shoulder
and tapped the gates with three ear splitting clangs. Fezdon put
his hands to his ears and said,

"Yes, yes; this is not about that. You see I
need the council of the royal magician about something which could
help the whole village."

“Is that so?” Olfdon said, and then
the two guards began to laugh. Hector spat upon the ground between
chuckles, and then said his peace about the matter.

"The king's magician is much too busy for
the likes of you. He does not have time to council common peasants.
Why don't you go back to your books for answers?"

Fezdon changed his tone, willing his voice
to be polite.

"Are you sure there is no way that I can see
the magician?"

"Not a chance,” said Olfton.

Fezdon dropped his gaze to the ground,
trying to come up with one last way to convince the guards to let
him through. His thoughts were interrupted by the sound of Olfton
clearing his throat. Fezdon started, bolting upright, and then took
one last look past the gates towards the castle. He wondered where
the wizard was, and what he was doing that was so important.

“You best be on your way old man,
before I lose my temper,” Olfton said.

“Oh, you wouldn't want that now would
you? I've seen him when he's mad, it's not a pretty sight,” said
Hector.

Fezdon spun around and walked away at a
clumsy rushed pace. After the first few steps however, he slowed
and began to think. As he walked back towards the market his
thoughts drifted to all the things people had said to him. Perhaps
they were all right; maybe he was not meant to be a wizard. It
might be that all he was good for was selling herbs and spices at
the market. His pace had slowed even more. His head hung down, and
his eyes stared blankly at his feet until he ran right into the man
with the broom. The fellow had been sweeping while walking
backwards; so he wouldn't dirty the work of his broom.

“Oh, I'm terribly sorry,” Fezdon
said.

“That's alright good sir, no harm
done.”

Fezdon got a strange look in his eye as a
new thought began to form. He spoke to the man again,

“May I ask you sir, does this stone
walkway serve a purpose other than a grand visual
appearance?”

“But of course. As people walk towards
the castle upon this stone, much of the dust from their feet comes
off, as I'm sure you can see. It makes an easier job for us to keep
the floors inside the castle clean. We don't want everyone coming
inside the gates to track dust in with them from the market. That
is why the path starts so far away from the castle. By the time
people arrive at the gates, most of the dust has fallen from their
feet.”

“Just as I thought; thank you,” Fezdon
said.

“Always happy to talk about the
castle. Good day then.”

The man nodded and got back to work. Fezdon
started down the path again, but no longer in a slump. He nearly
ran all the way back to his shack. He had something new to look for
in his books, a potion that could produce stone.
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Fezdon had worked through the first two
books and found nothing. He was beginning to lose hope halfway
through the third when he stumbled upon something strange. He found
a page which described a potion that had the capabilities to suit
his needs. He read that in times of war, when no protection could
be found from the land, soldiers had been trained to use this
potion to make a stone like substance. It could be poured over
structures which were made up of anything, covering it to soon
harden like stone. Soldiers could put up a wall made of nothing but
tree branches and shrubs, then pour the potion over it and have a
small battlement to help them make a stand against their enemy.

Fezdon sat up with excitement as he realized
he could make this potion. With some work, he could use it to cover
the ground in the market. If it was swept often, then the dust
problem would be solved and all would praise him for being such a
clever wizard. He spent the day gathering ingredients, and making a
large broom. As night fell and the market closed, he read through
the instructions again, waiting for everyone to go to sleep. With a
bold moon high in the sky he crept out into the square. He carried
with him the broom and a large bundle containing the ingredients;
which he sat down near the massive cauldron. He got out his broom,
and spent the next hour emptying the pot of all the things left
over from the day's boil. When he was sure that nothing else lay
inside the boiling water, he got to work emptying the cauldron one
bucketful at a time. Then he went from the nearby well and back
again until the pot was full of fresh water. His old limbs moved
fast through all this laborious work as his excitement grew with
each passing moment.

With all of his labor done, he was able to
start adding his ingredients. He counted out each part carefully.
He worked with one hand full as he plucked from it with the other,
dropping the proper amount of ingredients into the boil. Then he
sneezed. Everything in his hand had fallen into the pot, and the
dark water had begun to glow with all the bright colors of the
rainbow. It began to bubble violently as he backed away from the
cauldron. It bubbled over, spilling onto the ground and spreading
out towards the market. He had to keep moving back as it continued
to spill its contents onto the ground. The bright colors stretched
farther out, and Fezdon was powerless to stop it. This was not how
it was supposed to go. It should have turned to a dull gray. Fezdon
had planned on filling buckets with the stuff, pouring it over the
ground until the market was covered evenly. He watched from beyond
the flow of hot potion as it spread. It was soon over the entire
market, covering the ground in bright lines of color.

Then the pot ceased spilling its rainbow
river and the ground began to settle. Fezdon stood at the edge,
listening to it sizzle as it began to harden and cool. Just as the
sunrise hit the mountain peaks he grabbed the broom and poked at
it. The substance did not cling to the broom. It felt quite solid.
He took one cautious step out onto the radiant surface. It felt
even smoother than that of the stone path to the castle. This would
be very easy to keep clean with a few brooms. He had done it!

“What have you done?” he heard a voice
shout from behind him. It was Broadmor the blacksmith, coming in to
start his forge.
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The village would not hear of Fezdon's plan
to stop the dust from getting into the beggars' boil. As far as
they were concerned, he had made their market into jester's joke.
Beyond that, he had ruined the pot. He tried to explain that he
could find another potion to clean it out, but they ran him out of
town before he could convince them of his intentions. His plan had
backfired. He went into the forest, searching for a place of
residence, when he came upon a quaint little cave. He looked it
over. It would do nicely. He could produce potions all day long and
not be bothered by a soul.

It took him quite a while to get over being
exiled from the village, but with time Fezdon became thankful for
it. In the end he was happier living alone. His cave in the woods
was much closer to all the ingredients he needed, and he would
never have to hear complaints from neighbors again. His niece and
nephew came over every once in a while to bring him some of their
delicious stew. In turn he gave them a great deal of spices for
their stew that he had left over from gathering ingredients for his
potions. In time Fezdon found himself much happier living as a
hermit in the woods. As he worked on potions, he dreamed that
someday it would be a destination for many. People would come from
far off lands seeking his amazing potions. Until that time he had a
wonderful place to perfect his skills and live a life pursuing his
passion.
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