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KIBURE 

…If the five women sitting in the chairs earlier had 
appeared ancient, this woman was old enough to be their great 
grandmother. Her wrinkly skin hung from each cheek as if it were 
a near liquid, ready to slide off onto the stone floor below. And 
instead of a thick head of stark, white hair, this woman had 
merely a few wisps of the snow-white stuff, which seemed unable 
to rest against her otherwise bald scalp. Yet in spite of her 
obvious age, her eyes buzzed with energy. 

 This must be the Lady Drymus. 
She spoke with the even, dry tone of someone who would 

rather be somewhere else, but couldn’t be bothered to move. 
“Well this is promising. It seems you aren’t entirely without 
ability.” Like the others, she wore a simple, silver robe; however 
hers glowed like the steal of an unearthly weapon as it reflected 
the bluish orb of light she had summoned in her hand. It hovered 
a few inches above her palm, then remained in place as she 
lowered her extremity. 

“I was beginning to fear that you were as ignorant of your 
powers as they claimed. Yet I see that you detected my 
arrival…eventually.” She rasped, “Then again, they would not 
have sent you to me if you weren’t in need of significant 
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remediation.  And not unless they were already desperate. Sensing 
magic is not the same as drawing upon it. Or employing it with 
purpose and precision…as you must eventually do.” 

Kibure suddenly noticed a steaming beverage resting upon 
Drymus’s lap, bony fingers holding the tip of a spoon, stirring the 
liquid inside. Had that been there when she first appeared? 

“My name is Lady Drymus. The darkness moves. We must 
begin at once.” She extended the mug toward him. “You will 
drink this.” She waited expectantly. 

Kibure took the mug, then finally found his voice, “What is 
it?” 

“Poison.” 
Kibure’s grip loosened at the word and the cup fell from his 

hand. Except that it didn’t fall. He felt the slightest tingle of 
magic. The cup hung in the air, floating.  

“None of that. Now take the mug.” 
His heart pumped even harder. 
“Oh stop with the nerves already. What sense would 

poisoning you make? Just take the mug and let’s get on with it. 
Time is not our friend, nor is cowardice.” 

Kibure hesitated, and did as commanded. The beverage was 
warm if bitter, but he was hungry and it felt good as it coated his 
stomach. 

“Go on, drink up. Your training will begin once you have 
reached the other side.” 

Her words made little sense. But as he gulped down the last 
of it, the image of the woman before him flickered, and then 
began to fade. She looked up and said, “You may wish to lie 
down so you don’t go banging your head as you slip into the 
spiritual realm,” she cackled. 
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Kibure felt like he was already tumbling down a hill. By the 
time he made it to his back, the room had stopped spinning. But 
he realized that his vision was different. 

“Alright, on your feet.” Kibure came bolt upright. The sound 
had come from within his mind. That’s when he realized the 
change in lighting, the blue light had been drained of color and he 
knew exactly where he was, sort of. He was in the realm of 
dreams like before, or whatever this place was. 

He opened his mouth to ask why in all of Doréa she had 
sent him to this place when he was supposed to be learning 
magic, but when he tried to speak, his words made no sound. 

“I’m a decent reader of lips, but this will be easier if you simply learn 
to communicate in here—not that I wish to hear your whining,” She 
paused. “In fact, I do very much enjoy silence.” She nodded, then 
looked up and shook her head, “Then again, an inability to speak will 
prove rather problematic should you have questions, thus slowing your already 
stunted developmental growth. Very well.” 

She spread both arms wide, “Let’s start over, shall we?” She 
stared at him expectantly. “Ah, yes of course. You don’t yet know how 
to speak!” She chuckled to herself, sending faint echoes of her 
enjoyment into his mind. 

Glad I am able to provide you with a source of amusement, Kibure 
thought coldly. 

“Welcome to the spiritual realm, the reflection, if you will; it is called 
many things by many people. You have been brought here that you might 
learn to impose your will upon the magic you draw from the world around 
you. We begin here because using magic here is safe, or safe—er than 
practicing in the physical realm, the realm of the waking. That, and you don’t 
need to be able to summon magic in order to manipulate the world around 
you in this place; we call this the other way. So your first lesson it seems, is to 
will your desired speech into my mind. As you may have noticed, sound does 
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not exist within this place. This is easiest to do when the intended recipient is 
also fully in the spiritual realm.”  

Kibure wondered, does that mean I could also speak to someone 
who is not in the spiritual realm? The memory of his visit from 
Magog resurfaced for a fleeting moment before he cast it aside. 
This is no time to worry over nightmares. 

“Let’s start with something simple, an object you can visualize easily 
within your mind’s eye. I want you to focus all of your mental will upon the 
existence of a single object, or as much as you can muster while still listening 
to what I am saying to you.” She paused to give him an opportunity 
to do so. 

Kibure wondered, what to choose? What was something simple 
he could think about? A type of food? An article of clothing? He 
had no possessions to think of, so what? He looked around for 
ideas but saw only the emptiness of the cave cell. A food then. 

“Ready?” 
He glanced over at an expectant Drymus, then shook his 

head no. Think. This is easy. 
“Well?” urged Drymus. 
Not easy if you keep interrupting my thoughts. 
He shook his head, attempting to ignore her. How about… 
“I see I’m going to have to hold your hand at every step. This is going 

to be tedious.” 
Kibure ignored her. Then the cup of tea from which he had 

drunk earlier suddenly appeared before his eyes, suspended in the 
air. 

“Visualize this mug.” 
Well its right in front of me, I don’t have to visualize it. 
“Once you have it, close your eyes, but continue holding the mental 

image.” 
Ah. He did so. 
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“Okay, now focus on the idea of the thing itself, the idea of the mug.” 
He screwed his face and did as he was asked, or he tried to. 
“Okay, now keep this idea firmly within your mind and shift some of 

your attention to me. Visualize me and project the mug as if speaking the 
word to me as you would in the physical realm.” 

That entire premise seemed like a knot of confusion, but he 
tried to follow what she had said. He imagined himself saying the 
word mug, then repeated that visualization with Drymus standing 
in front of him, and imagined her hearing the idea of the word. 

He opened his eyes and saw her standing before him, arms 
crossed, waiting expectantly. It didn’t work. 

He closed his eyes and tried again. He clenched his teeth 
and furrowed his brows in concentration, as if this were a matter 
of physical strength. Nothing happened. He let out a breath of 
frustration and opened his eyes. 

Drymus glowered. “Let’s try something a bit simpler. Being able to 
communicate reciprocally would certainly make things easier for us, but it 
appears you’re not ready for that so we’ll just have to make due.” 

She rapped her fingers against one another in thought. 
“Okay. Let’s take this same premise, but apply it to this realm, not another 
person’s mind. Take the idea of the object, the mug, and project that idea 
onto your hand.” She demonstrated this by holding out her hand, 
which suddenly held a mug like the one she had been holding in 
the real world moments ago. 

“It is merely a matter of focusing your attention, your belief, and your 
will. You are forcing the energy within this place to react to your desires, much 
like we do in the physical realm; only, the availability of the magic there is 
limited to the existing energies around you and your physical ability to 
channel them, while here the only limitation is that of the mind itself.” 

Seems simple enough, he thought. 
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He held out his hand and silently told the mug to appear. 
When nothing happened, he attempted to concentrate harder on 
the thought of the mug. He imagined the contours of the handle, 
and the shiny gloss of the baked clay. 

There! It worked! The mug popped into existence, and to his 
surprise, he actually felt the cold touch of the clay mug in his 
hand just before it winked out. 

Drymus gave him a wry look. “Well, there’s…something. It 
appears as though you are going to need a great deal of practice until you 
master this most basic technique. You must train your mind to hold onto 
these things which you summon into existence, much like you must eventually 
do so with energy summoned within the waking world. This takes time, 
discipline, and much more practice.” 

How do I leave? How long will I be stuck in here? 
His questions, of course, did not reach Drymus’s mind so 

she did not respond. But perhaps she noted the expression upon 
his face because she more or less answered. “The tea will wear off in 
a few hours and your mind will travel back to the physical realm. I will have 
food sent. 

“Oh, and one more thing. If you wish to leave the confined space of the 
cave, you are permitted to move about this reflection of the city. This too is 
merely a matter of will. Simply focus your attention on a specific place within 
the city, and will yourself there. This would be a good exercise to practice, 
though it’s more challenging than willing a simple object into being so you’ll 
want to do a bit more work on the latter. But ambition plays a role in the 
will, so who knows, perhaps you’ll find the former task less a challenge. Your 
mind won’t, however, be able to leave the city itself, even within the spiritual 
realm. We have cast protections against that. This is to keep you and all of 
the others here hidden from those who might wish us harm. Would hate for 
you to frustrate yourself trying to travel to somewhere beyond. It seems you’ll 
find frustration enough in doing what is permitted. Evening.” 
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She disappeared. 
Kibure opened his mouth to scream, but as with all things in 

this place, no sound could be heard. Moving from one captor to 
another was agony. The fact that he had sort-of agreed to this 
newest confinement didn’t make him like it any less. 

He considered for a few moments, then nodded to himself. 
I will allow these women train me, but once my powers are realized they will 
be mine to use as only I see fit. 

Kibure swiveled his head in the darkness of the cave, then 
raised a hand and willed an orb of light into existence. After only 
a momentary delay, the cave was illuminated, but unlike the mug, 
this time he was able to hold the light within his mind’s eye and it 
remained where it was, floating above his right palm. 

I can see! I’m a real life— 
The orb disappeared and darkness enveloped him. He 

sighed the word wizard. 
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