
The Crystal Pommel

By Edgeworth Rommel

i. A Wizard In His Tower

In the lands west of Paladium stood a tower and within this tower stood a wizard. and 

in the middle of his study stood a plinth and upon this plinth sat the pommel of a 

sword. but this was no ordinary pommel - for within its multi-faceted sides lay 

secrets, etched in crystal, by the wizard previously mentioned in the story.

What is a wizard? Well, the Wordsmith's Tome Of Greater Diction describes a wizard as "a 

person with the capacity to manipulate the various magic systems of the world" and 

that "elves, gnomes and a few other races are so naturally inclined towards these 

abilities that they are not considered different enough from a normal person to 

warrant a distinction." - which is all a fancy way to say that for some races, using 

magic is pretty unremarkable. this wizard, however, was human - and therefore stood 

among his peers as quite talented and worthy of owning a tower with a plinth in it.

"I've really outdone myself this time." shea muttered to himself, observing the 

crystal pommel. he was used to underestimating his abilities and so, as far as first 

impressions go, you might think saying this made him conceited - but in fact this 

exceptional craftsmanship warranted self-praise.

"Now what am I supposed to do with it...?"

It was quite common practice in this era for wizards to create powerful magical swords 

and then abandon them in caves throughout the world, for an adventurer to find. It 

gave them the freedom to research and experiment in their field, but absolved them of 

liability when someone used that sword to wreck havoc. alternatively, swords on the 

safer side were often sold to shops, who always had a need for more stock. 

Occassionally a wizard would hand out a sword as a reward for a quest, if their need 

for a specific task to be completed outweighed the possibility of that magic sword 

making them look bad in the long run.

Ultimately, the crystal pommel was too powerful to take lightly. bound within its 

hard exterior was a mysterious power - the ability to turn anyone into a wizard! shea 

also expected that this ability could be taken a step further and turn an existing 

wizard into a "double wizard" - something that until this point was only theory.

What would a double wizard mean for this world? They would certainly be powerful -

more powerful than any singular wizard of the age. But it was more than that. A 

double wizard would have the power to travel the 8 realms : from the dream world 

that we all visit with our sleeping thoughts, to the Sacred Realm that powers the 

magical runes of swords everywhere. Such a double wizard would have mastery over 

reality itself!

"Perhaps I should seek out the Sworcerer?" Shea wondered aloud. Surely the 

Sworcerer, an old master who fought the Demon Swords, was the most worthy of this 

gift.

"...But what if he doesn't approve?" A distressing thought. In the eyes of some Wizards, 

this pommel could very well be a crime. An item that bestows magical proficiency to 

just anyone would be a bypass of the Spellcaster's Oath - an agreement between 

wizards everywhere not to be a total jerk. This was the most important invention of 

shea's career - would there be a petition to have it destroyed? No!

No... better to keep it secret. Who could really say for sure that the Sworcerer is the 

most worthy receipient of such a gift? For all shea knew, it could very well make him 
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immortal - there were already theories that a person would randomly age backwards 

and forwards in the fifth realm. And can you really stop yourself from being a jerk if 

you're immortal?

Shea peered into the crystal pommel as there was a loud knock! knock! at the door 

downstairs.

"AH!" shea gasped.

The plinth toppled over. the pommel hit the ground. the tower... well it was fine. It 

was a tower, afterall.
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