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Welcome, once again, to Pragamore Chronicles.  This is, perhaps, the most favorite part of my work – talking about my novels.  Work on Pandahar – A New Beginning was started in the spring of the year 2000.  I was convinced by many of my friends to move from poetry and short stories to full-length novels.  Not having a clue what to write about, I pondered my situation for a month or so.  In April of that year, my sister, Tammy Barr, wanted me to write a poem about a dragon.  While researching English dragons and working on the poem, Pandahar was born – hence the idea for my first book.


Well…ideas are one thing, but actually writing a full-length novel all but took my breath away.  It stood over me like some dread giant, sharing my existence, clouding my senses, and wrecking my concentration.  While pondering what to do, and very close to scrapping the whole idea, my older sister, Sandra Clowney, offered the words of encouragement I needed to get started.  In her opinion, being an avid reader of anything larger than a newspaper, the characters I would create would ‘grow and live’ in my mind.  They would eventually ‘create the momentum I lacked at this time’.  Six years and five novels later, puts me in the middle of Microsoft Word writing for you.


So…let’s get on with it.  I guess there’s no better place to begin than the beginning itself – 1250 England, in the southern forests surrounding the castle of Whitestone.

***   ***   ***

At the edge of the shadows

between the evil and the good

oft stands one man

who at anytime would

take on the challenge

to bring truth to light

then face alone the dangers

that would arise in this plight.

***


Richard always knew he was somewhat different that other people.  On his eighteenth birthday he discovers the reason why.  He then sets out on a journey – a quest for knowledge that would change his life and the lives of countless others forever.

                                                              Chapter One

                                                               The Calling 


The sun’s reflection glistened off the wings of a large raven perched on the arm of a gnome standing in a grassy English meadow.  The words “Seek the boy,” rang in the bird’s ears as he flew and rose above the trees of Wakefield Forest.  In a matter of minutes, the shiny black bird flew a distance that would take a hunter six hours to walk.  Reaching the southern edge of the woods, he turned westward, following a wide creek bed filled with white stones.  When he glided past the first outcropping of trees, he saw a familiar sight – Whitestone, the old wizard Benjamin’s small castle constructed entirely from heavy stones taken from the creek.


Three stories tall, Whitestone stood in southwest England with a castle keep on its eastern side, forty feet higher than the building itself.  The castle sat back from a steep cliff overlooking the creek and directly above a tunnel leading to a cavern beneath the castle itself.  Although the cave’s opening was large enough for a wagon, no vehicle could traverse the sheer cliffs, and access was difficult even for a man.  The cave was built for something else entirely…something that would enter and leave through the air.


The glare from the building made it difficult for the bird to see but he ignored it and flew closer, watching for the boy…

***

As the morning sun rose over the trees, Richard Alvis perched on a three – legged wooden stool and gazed through the open window of his bedroom. The eighteen-

year old had been held sleepless that night and six nights before by a strange sound.  A sound that he had heard before, but he knew not where or when.


When first aroused, he thought the disturbance came from deep in the forest, but now he was unsure.  When he awoke, the sound was gone.  Had he dreamed it?  Was it something in his head, and if so, why had the same sound awakened him so many times this week?  It wasn’t a growl, like a dog would make.  It seemed to be a beckoning, starting out low and deep, and then finishing loud and suddenly.  It had a strange echo also, as if it came from a big empty room.  Richard had discussed this problem with his father, Sir Russell, but he seemed too busy to help him at that moment.  His mother, Lady Minuim, only said she didn’t know of such things and it would be best to let your father handle the situation.  Now, a large black bird had finally caught his attention as it circled above the yard, near the edge of the woods.  After wiping the sleep from his eyes, he noticed something drifting down from the bird’s talons.  A piece of paper fluttered through the air and came to rest in the grass near the swing beneath his window.


Richard quickly got dressed, ran his fingers quickly through his long auburn hair and crept through house, careful not to disturb the family.  The stone floor was cold beneath his bare feet and the smell from the kitchen reminded him of the roast chicken he had the night before.  This temptation clawed at his stomach making it hard to ignore the remnants of the meal as he passed the kitchen to enter the great room.  The huge clock near the main door tapped out its seconds like the hammer of a shoe cobbler.  The young fellow paused as he noted the snoring of those still asleep still snug in their beds.  Now, standing before the huge front double doors, he pondered the heavy lock.  It was noisy at

best and if he was careless, he could wake up half the castle, especially the guards who 

were probably napping anyway.  Grasping the lever with both hands, he pushed the 

handle down as slow as he could until it ‘popped’.  The sound echoed through the large room like a wooden mallet on an empty wine keg.


“Mercy!” he exclaimed as he rushed through the entranceway, pulling the door shut behind him.  The iron hinges weren’t much quieter than the lock.


Richard walked gingerly across the covered entranceway and then through the grass to the swing.  The dew was no relief from the cold floor of the castle.  The paper lay directly at his feet.  It was parchment, gold trimmed, and covered with script.  The words on the page were fancy enough to have been written by a scribe.  One side of the page also contained a poem, and it read…

 



In mirrors of stone





     I now abide,




        waiting to be summoned





to the master’s side.





  To serve my half

                                                  I’ll sleep and wait





to be called through





  these crystal gates.





   Now call the One




         from the dragon’s breath,





but fear not the form

that rises…as if from death.

“Mirrors of stone?  Dragon’s breath?  What kind of riddle is this?”  Richard

whispered. “What rises from the mist that is the other half of whom?”                                             

The writer then spoke of a place called Gray Rock and to take the right fork to the Oxbow Lake and proceed south to a place called Gossimer Swamp.


Richard then noticed a map on the other side of the page when a limb moved in the oak directly in front of him.  “The raven,” he said softly. 

 When he made eye contact with the bird, it cawed at him loudly and fluffed its feathers watching him with beady, black eyes.  Finally it took to the air and flew straight toward the forest, where it disappeared into the trees.  Richard listened until he could no longer hear its call.

This is certainly unusual, he thought.  If Grandfather were alive, he’d know what this meant, or at least how to find out.  Oh well, it’s early yet.  Maybe by the time everyone gets up, I’ll have made sense of this.  At least if I don’t, someone else might.

The smell of fresh rolls and sausage interrupted Richard’s chain of thought, and he looked over his left shoulder toward the house.  Father’s up, he thought.  Maybe he’ll help me figure what this is all about.
***   ***   ***

Well…how am I doing?  Have I aroused your curiosity?  Perhaps it’s too early to ask that question.  If maybe is the best I could hope for now, another peek might help me to do better.

In this next excerpt, Richard has already had an explanation from his father, Russell, pertaining to his own life.  He now knows that his grandfather, William Alvis, died just before he was born and under suspicious circumstances.  For the first time, he is given the knowledge that William was a powerful wizard.  Now, according to his father, 

time has come for him to make a decision, and an uncomfortable one.  If Russell is right,  he is being called to take up where William left off.


We now find Richard pondering the lock on a very heavy wooden door near the great room.  This door leads to the caverns beneath the castle.  As long as Richard could remember, it has been nothing else but locked…

                                           ***   ***   ***


 After breakfast, Richard found himself staring at the cavern door, thinking about what his grandmother had said, and wondering what was on the other side.  The door was locked, and it had been for his entire life, since the old wizard disappeared.  The lock was very old, almost ancient.  It looked to be made of brass, polished to a sheen, and covered almost half of the outer edge of the heavy door itself.  Richard looked closer at the brass work.  As he turned up one of the oil lamps on the wall, he noticed something etched in the metal over the keyhole. 

No plain key will fit this lock, thought the lad as he ran his fingers ran over the dragon tooled into the metal surrounding the keyhole.  Maybe mother knows where the

key is.  If I can give her a good reason, she’ll probably let me in.”

He soon found his mother in the great room, staring out the window.  Her slim 

figure and dark brown hair made her an almost perfect match with his father.


“If I decide to go tomorrow, I might find a hint of what’s expected of me in the cavern,” he said in his most convincing voice,  “but I’ll need the key to get in.”


“I suppose so,” she replied reluctantly.  “I believe you’ll find it hidden in your 

father’s desk, but I hope you’ll wait until he comes home.  You know how he feels about that room.  The life just seemed to leave it when William failed to return.”


“I know, mother.  If things go well, I may be able to breathe a little life back into that old place.”


“You’re going to get eaten just like grandfather!” shouted Sandra, his younger sister.


Richard turned and saw her crying as she sat down heavily on the couch.  Sandra had an uncomfortable way of being right most of the time.  Ronald, his sixteen – year – old brother, had just joined the group and was trying to console her without much success.  He was stroking her long brown hair and speaking softly to her.  Although four years older, Ronald was almost a twin to his sister and supported her every whim.


“He’s too tough for that old dragon, Sandra,” he said, smiling at Richard.  “Besides, I’m going with him.” 


“You’ll do no such thing!” exclaimed his mother immediately.  “You’re still a child, and our Richard isn’t much more.  One son in harm’s way is enough for me to deal with.”  Lady Minuim, with her arms outstretched, herded Sandra and Ronald from the room.  Richard walked to his room also and started to gather the things he might need for the journey.  He selected his best bow and a quiver full of new arrows – the dark ones 

that were hard to see at night.  He also laid out his green and brown clothes that would blend well with the foliage of the forest.

His mind then turned to Yenwolk as he packed.  If he was only an assistant, how much help could he be?  Every now and then he stopped what he was doing to wander into the great room, sit in his grandfather’s chair, and just watch the forest.  When he tired of that, he pressed his grandmother for more information.  He saw nothing of the bird again, and Lady Mary would only tell him not to worry for help would be there if he needed it.  Later that day, when Richard was in his room, Lady Mary eased the door open and peeped inside.


“You had better hurry if you want to ask your father about the cavern,” she said.  “His horse is being held at the entrance, and I don’t think he’s going to stay long.”


“Thanks, grandmother.”  Richard dropped what he was doing and hurried down the hall.  As he entered the great room, he stopped quickly when he saw one of his father’s stablemen open one of the large doors leading to the entranceway.  He could see his father already riding away on the lower lawn – too far away to stop.


“On my own again,” Richard sighed.  “I need that key now.”


He sat in the great room until his mother went into the kitchen, then he crept into his father’s office.  Of all the places in the castle, besides the cavern, he had spent the least time in there.  It wasn’t locked and he eased the door open and went in.  It smelled of old paper and mildew.  There were books on the shelves, piled on the floor against the walls, and stacked on every other level surface.  The heavy, dark mahogany desk was just inside the doorway.  It looked to be as old as the cavern door, and was heavily carved was 

with oak leaves, deer, and what looked like a small tree with some kind of clear fruit.  It

also the only thing that was dusted in the whole room.


Richard closed the door and started going through the desk, one drawer at a time,

but no key.  When he came to the last drawer at its top, he noticed a small black lever on the side of the desk.  He paused for a moment, listening, and then checked the hallway.  Silence – he was still alone.  Back to the desk, he pulled the lever…nothing happened.  He pulled it again, this time a bit harder.  The wood made a popping sound and a piece of trim came loose on the right side of the desktop.  Richard pulled gently on the piece of wood and a small drawer emerged – there it was.  The drawer was just large enough to hold the black metal key with a polished brass handle the shape of a dragon’s wing.  


“Now if this isn’t the key, it certainly missed a good chance,” quipped Richard.


He hurried toward the cavern door, watching for his father’s return through the windows of the open bedrooms.  No matter how Richard justified what he was doing, he still felt he was doing something wrong.


“So far, so good,” he said as he inserted the key in the lock.  It fit perfectly.  Ever so slowly he turned the key until the lock clicked and the door swung open. The dim lamps from the hall and the great room offered little light into the darkness of the cavern, but he could see the beginning of a stone stairway carved out of the wall on his left.


“I want to see!” spoke a loud little voice behind him.  Richard jumped and dropped the key.  In a flash, Sandra grabbed it and held it behind her back, grinning.


“You little meddler!” Richard grabbed for the key, but she took a step backwards and avoided him. 


“Me, a meddler?  You have a lot of room to talk.  I saw you in father’s office, going through his desk.”

“Al right!  Al right!  What’s it going to cost me this time?”


“You’re going into the forest soon aren’t you?” she said donning that little smile

she used when she knew she had her brother right where she wanted him.


“Correct.”  A slight scowl started to mar his expression.


“I want a bird – a red one.” 


“Very well then.  I’ll bring you a bird.”  Richard sighed with relief at such a simple request.


He accepted the key from Sandra’s outstretched hand and shooed her away.  As he listened to her fading laughter, he peered into the dark of the cavern.  After a few moments, he tiptoed down the stairs and sat on the steps where the light from the doorway ended.  When his eyes adjusted to the darkness, he spotted a dim light coming through an opening on the far side of the cavern.  That encouraged him to go a little farther.  On reaching the bottom of the stairs, he detected a strong, tangy scent of pine.  The room smelled like the forest itself.


Moving slowly from the stairway, he noticed several bookcases and a desk on the far side of the cavern.  As he moved toward them, the scent gradually faded.  The desk was dusty and piled with books and papers, but there was one thing that seemed to demand his attention.  In bold red letters on the spine, he read “Beginnings”.  Next, the bookmark caught his eye – a long smooth white feather.  He turned to the page marked by the feather and read “For the Lad” in elaborate script.  He then heard a sound that made his blood run cold – air escaping from a large set of nostrils.


“Lord almighty!” he whispered.  “That can’t be what I think it is.”


A cold shiver went up his spine and he froze in place.  Searching the darkness to

pick out the slightest movement; he realized the dust had been blown from the ground on

the far side of the room and was swirling in the dim beams of light from the doorway. 

As he watched and wondered what to do, the wall beneath the stairway moved.  Backing slowly into the dark corner behind the desk, Richard considered his options. 


If I run for the staircase, the beast will have no problem cutting me off.  The 

cavern entrance is no good.  It’s so long he’d surely catch me before I could make the cliffs.  Besides, I’d be cornered there, and the fall as at least a hundred feet below to the creek



The movement had stopped, but Richard’s heart was thumping so hard he was sure the beast could hear it.  Although it seemed like hours, only minutes passed before the wall moved again.  Straining his eyes, Richard tried to see the creature that held him captive, but the room was much too dark…and getting even darker.  Someone had closed the door.


His attention was now on a sliding sound in the center of the room, but now he could see absolutely nothing.  It’s got to be a dragon, he thought as beads of sweat formed on his brow.  He could plainly hear the beast now as it took long deep breaths, sometimes snorting like a bull.  The aroma of pine and moss was now so strong he felt like he was in the branches of the tree itself.  Richard shut his eyes and tried to breath shallow, hoping it couldn’t hear or smell him.


The creature was close now.  At times, Richard could actually feel its breath move the hair on his face and arms.  A quick wind blew across his face as the great beast moved and the lad braced himself for some sort of impact, but it never came.  Seconds later, the smell of cedar weakened and Richard opened his eyes.  The beast was moving 

away from him toward the cave opening.


“It was a dragon!” he sighed as he heard the sound of great wings lifting the creature from the cliffs above the creek.


Richard gasped for air and wiped the sweat from his face with his shirtsleeve.  He now had a new prospective on life – he’d learned how it felt to be hunted, and it wasn’t 

much fun.


Slowly, Richard regained his composure as his heartbeat slowed and he stopped gasping for air.  Peeling himself from the wall, he started for the cave entrance, and then remembered the big book.  He snatched it from the desk and ran for the stairs.  Seconds later, he stood in the great room…alone. Well, that’s enough excitement for one day, thought Richard as he leaned heavily against the closed cavern door…

***   ***   ***


Sorry to interrupt again, but how am I doing now?  Has the ‘Maybe’ changed to ‘Not so bad’?  I certainly hope so.  But, just in case some of you are a ‘hard sell’, I have another for you.


This sneek peek takes place not long after Richard starts his journey as explained on the mysterious map.  He meets a most puzzling elf named Nimbsfork.  At this point, it is early morning and the two have left a small cave used for a shelter for the night.  Something is heard flying near the tops of the trees and it’s much too large for a bird.  Nimbsfork fears the worst, and Richard isn’t much more comfortable with a dragon being so close, especially one of the huge winged creatures.  The two are just about to leave the shelter of the forest to enter a clearing as the elf stops.  Richard soon learns that not all elves are good, and dragons are certainly not all bad…

***   ***   ***

Excerpt from Chapter 4

The Way to Gray Rock

“Let’s sit in this tall grass and watch a while,” said Nimbsfork, clearly reluctant to quickly enter the clearing.


Richard doffed his pack and made himself comfortable in the grass.  The elf was content to leave his on, but he did sit.


“I’ve never been this deep into these woods,” said Richard.  “What’s ahead of us?”


The elf scratched his head and looked out over the terrain.  “Gray Rock is not too far from here.  Leachenwood is to the southeast.  The Black Forest is on a bit farther, but we’ll just cross the edge of it.  We won’t see any trolls or griffins there.”


Nimbsfork removed his shoes and began pulling the burrs from his socks.


“Pesky little things aren’t they?” said Richard, and proceeded to do the same.  “Why wouldn’t we see those creatures?”


“Too many faeries, and different kinds.  They know them for what they are, and when faeries get set against you they can become a formidable force.”


“Last night you said you had a mentor,” recalled Richard.  “You called him a wizard.  If you wouldn’t mind, I’d like to hear more about him.”

Nimbsfork moved to the tree and rested his back against it, putting his shoes back on.  “Like I said, I was about your age when one day my mother made some earthen bowls for his family.  He had a wife and one child – a girl.  Kraigamore was there when

I delivered them for my mother.  I asked if I could stay and watch.  At first he snapped a resounding no, but as I walked away he called me back.  “Can you remember what you do, my boy?” he said.  Then he asked me if I could recall how I did it the next week.  Not many get to watch a wizard at work, Richard.”


“I wish I could.  It would make things a lot easier.  My grandfather was murdered before I was born, or so I’m told.”


“Are you here after his killer?” asked the elf quickly.


“Just answers for now.  When I get them, I’ll decide what needs to be done…Pardon me.  I didn’t mean to distract you from your story.  Please continue.”


“Well let’s see…Time passed.  I would do odd chores in return for his teachings, and he finally took me under his wing.  I was his understudy for a good while.  The fact that he didn’t have a son was a big help for me.  A small village called Creekmore was close by and the inhabitants fell to a terrible illness.  Some kind of fever with red bumps.”


“Is that how he died?” 


“No, Richard, it wasn’t. It was the village.  They’d never paid much attention to the wizard in the past and the fever had a strong hold on them before they called for help.  Had he known earlier, I believe he could have helped.  When the sickness had run its course, the wizard and his family remained untouched.  The old Earl, Mr. Hyde, lost most of his family, and he blamed the wizard for it.”


“They came after a wizard?” asked Richard as he positioned himself where he 

could better see the clearing and hear the story.


“I think they would have, Richard, but he wasn’t home when the crowd got there.

The old Earl spoke out against the wizard for their misfortune and burned the wizard’s 

wife and daughter at the stake.”


“That’s awful!” exclaimed Richard.
“Only in the world of men would there be enough hate to do such a thing.”

“When Kraigamore returned he was completely beside himself with grief.  He told me to go home and not return, because there would be nothing to come back to.  I offered to help, but he said he didn’t want me to be blamed for what was going to happen.  He sent me away with this ring. It has his family crest on it.”


Richard noted the large gold ring with a black onyx face and a red and black dragon imbedded in the stone.


“I don’t know what he did after that, Richard, but he died for it just the same.”


“I’m sorry for that, Nimbsfork,” said the young wizard as he began putting on his sox.


The elfin looked strangely at Richard, checked the clearing once more, then stood and backed away from the tree.  “Kraigamore wasn’t a bad wizard, but sometimes the minds of men can bring out the worst in us.  I didn’t see him die, but I know Benjamin killed him.  It must have been an awful fight, because Kraigamore’s home was reduced to ashes.  There was little left.  What still galls me is the fact someone put a shard with a black stain running through it to mark his grave.”


“What would that signify?” asked Richard.


“A lie!” The elfin sprang forward, grabbed Richard’s head and pushed it to the 

ground.  He then quickly jerked Phaelamaun from her sheath and backed away, brandishing it in front of him. 


“What’s going on?” shouted Richard as he scrambled to his feet.  “What’s the

matter with you?”  Richard quickly wiped the grass and dirt from his mouth and face.


Nimbsfork stood twenty feet from the young wizard, holding Phaelamaun in his right hand.  “That stained shard indicated the wizard had gone bad,” he snapped. “Whoever put it there knew nothing of what happened to him…  Stand up, and move into the field!” shouted the elfin.  “I took a blood oath over Kraigamore’s grave to right this wrong and take my rightful place.  William is gone and so is Kraiton, his dragon.  I want to know if you need to be next.”


“What do you mean?”  Richard moved slowly from under the elm tree into the sunlight.  


“Are you going to follow in your grandfather’s footsteps?”  


Nimbsfork edged forward as Richard gave ground and backed farther into the clearing.  The stubble in the grass stabbed through his sox making it hard to move quickly.


“I don’t really know,” answered Richard.  “Would that make us enemies?  I might have done the same thing if I were in Kraigamore’s shoes.  By the same token, I wouldn’t want to be cursed with having to make the same dreadful decision Benjamin had to make.”


“Then I must wait until you decide whether or not to take your grandfather’s place under Krypendorf.”


“If you mean in Krypendorf’s order, I really don’t think that’s possible.  I am a far 

cry from a wizard, and I don’t know if I’ll ever be one, but it’s plain to me we must part company.  I no longer trust you and you can’t leave here with that sword.” Richard mumbled a few words under his breath and a fireball formed above his hand. “I don’t 

want to fight you, but I will if I must…“Phaelamaun, come to me!” he shouted.


The beautiful sword began to vibrate in the elfin’s hand as he struggled to hold it. “What magic is this?” shouted the elf.


Phaelamaun instantly kicked back and twisted free, then flew end over end through the air to land point first in the ground below Richard’s right hand.  Nimbsfork held his hand out and the air above it began to glow as Richard released the fireball toward him, but the elf waved it off with little effort.  Too late for another try, Richard reached down for his sword, but Nimbsfork’s answer was well on its way.  


The lad tried to wave it off, but too late.  As he fell back in surprise, he felt Phaelamaun move in his hand and tightened his grip.  The fireball exploded on the sword’s blade, sending him backwards onto the grass.  


“It will take more than a magic sword and a would be wizard to defeat me, Richard.  ”Do you yield?”


Richard propped himself on one elbow as a searing pain shot from his right hand through his shoulder.  As he tried to stand, Nimbsfork formed another fireball.  Richard was about to say something when he saw the elf’s expression change from rage to fear as his gaze went from the young wizard to something in the air and behind the lad.  Richard froze as he heard the sound of huge wings coming in hard and fast, and he knew it was too late to run
He fell to the ground and covered his head.  The ground shook as the huge green and yellow beast blew past Richard and plowed to a stop between the two.  

Something in the beast’s roar made Richard look up…and think perhaps he wouldn’t die after all.


“Pandahar!” he shouted.


The great reptile’s head swung around toward the lad.  “Rrritchurrrd,” was the guttural sound that rolled through the warm air from the dragon’s breath.


Richard had only time enough for one quick blink before the air was filled with dirt and grass.  With one swipe from the Pan’s huge forehand, he all but covered the young wizard.  When Richard finally emerged from the pile of dirt he saw the dragon lower his right side toward the elf and sidle toward him like a cat, hissing and roaring.  After one quick burst of fire from the dragon’s mouth, Nimbsfork completely lost control of the fireball and sent it harmlessly into the field. The elf was left scrambling into the forest with his clothes smoldering on his back.


The huge animal then slowly turned as if to check Richard for injuries.  The young wizard sat in the dirt, holding his arm, and looked completely bewildered.  

Pandahar walked toward the lad as if he had all the time in the world and stopped almost directly above him.  Badly shaken, Richard watched in amazement as the beast lowered his massive head to look at the burned arm and hand.  He then looked Richard straight in the eyes and backed up, never breaking eye contact. 


The young wizard watched as the dragon slowly opened his wings and stretched them, as one might do after a good night’s sleep.  Ever so slowly, he moved them

back and forth, faster and faster, until his great form rose from the ground.  Richard sat there in his pile of dirt and watched as the great beast flew over the trees and out of sight.


“Lord almighty…” he muttered as he put his right hand to the ground in an effort 

to get up, but the pain stopped him.  As he grabbed and rolled from the dirt, a pain like burning fire engulfed his arm.  He quickly pulled his arm to his chest and shifted his weight to his left.  His shirt was almost gone from his elbow to his wrist and angry red blisters were forming on his forearm.  He winced from the pain as he struggled to his feet.  


Another old friend arrived, landing on a tree limb across the field: the raven. The bird had perched on a low limb directly over the trail that led back into the forest.  Its head bobbed up and down as it called.  


“That’s right!” Richard said loudly. “I’m coming.”


The black bird cocked its head and cawed one last time, then flew into the woods ahead of him.   Shouldering his pack, the young wizard returned to the trail once again…toward Gray Rock.       

***   ***   ***


Hello again.  Yes, it’s the author once more.  Just a word or two more and then I hope you’ll look through the rest of the site.  The ‘sneek peeks’ you have just read give you a look at the first novel in the Pragamore Chronicles.  I don’t mean to tease you.  We are working on it as fast as possible in hopes to bring it out the last quarter of the year (2006).  It presently is in the hands of the illustrator and the publisher is patiently waiting.  You will be able to purchase it here with Pay Pal or order it with a money order.  It will be competitively priced for a good by (according to Barnes and Noble), and available on E Bay.  The poetry here is also for sale – forty years of it and the major part never published, only recorded to prevent theft.  Shipping is being arranged with a guarantee of satisfaction or your money back.  We are also working on incentives that will give the buyer additional values.  

                                                                                      Read, Learn, and Discover…

                                    M. R. Williamson
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