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Dedication

This book, with all its wonderful silliness
and rare moments of wit, is dedicated to
you, Cristiano. Thank you for inspiring

me to write something that has made us
both laugh and has made us happy.
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Chapter 1
Welcome to Dusbar College

The Grand Magician was scribbling away in his office. His
white feather quill zoomed across the piece of parchment on
his  desk.  It  only  stopped  its  work  when  the  wizened  old
magician broke out into a furious fit of coughing. The quill
hung  in  the  air,  patiently  waiting  for  more  words  to
transcribe as the old man sucked in more air and then let
loose  another  hacking  barrage  of  coughs.  He  paused.  The
quill went rigid with anticipation, but then its feathered tip
drooped as  the  Grand Magician  raised  one  gnarled  finger
into the air and began to cough again. His hands at his chest,
the  Grand  Magician  coughed  so  violently  that  the  hat  he
wore was thrown off his head.

It was a glorious hat too. The hat’s wide circular brim was
resplendent  with  golden stars  and moons.  Swirling  clouds
stitched with deep blue thread traveled mysteriously about
the deep purple fabric.





Small  silver, gold,  and  black  pom-poms dangled  down
from the brim. The Grand Magician’s hat led up to a point
that  was  two  feet  into  the  air,  and  the  inner  lining  was
constructed of dark red satin. At the very tip of the hat sat a
wonderfully white fluffy ball that sparkled and glittered. The
Grand Magician’s hat was the envy of all who saw it.

The  Grand  Magician  was  still  coughing  until  a  brown
striped frog came hurtling out of his mouth with a frantic,
“Rrrrrriiiiiiiiiibbbbbbbiiiiiiiitttttt!”

It landed with a sharp ‘splat’ on the far stone wall and slid
down to the floor.

“Finally!” spluttered the Grand Magician. “I thought that
aggravating menace would never get out of my throat.” He
glared down at the frog as he swiped his hat off of the floor.

“Bolly-Bol, how many times have I told you not to climb
in there while I’m sleeping!” he grumbled, fitting his hat back
onto his bald head that shone as dark and shiny as a polished
chestnut. Bolly-Bol shook his own head as if to clear it, and
then  hopped  around  to  look  at  the  Grand  Magician.  He
blinked  before  replying  sniffily,  “It  was  wet  and  warm  in
there,  and I  was cold.  This  tower is  absolutely frigid!”  He
narrowed his eyes.

“And you didn’t light a fire,” he added. “What else was I
supposed to do?!”

The Grand Magician glanced at the quill. The enchanted
object slowly swirled its tip much in the manner as a person
would roll their eyes. He smirked.

“Even the quill thinks you’re being melodramatic, Bolly-
Bol,” he said. Bolly-Bol screwed up his face in consternation
before replying,“I am a demon born of the dark fires of E’hl
trapped  in  a  frog’s  body  and  stuck  here  on  this  abysmal
mortal plane.”

“It’s  cold  enough in  the  summers,”  he  continued,  “But
now it’s winter, and this  awful  magician’s college of yours



just  had  to  be  built  in  the  most  frozen,  desolate  patch  of
mountains in all of Antyfas. I am freezing to death!” he cried.
Now it was the Grand Magician’s turn to roll his eyes.

“Again  with  the  whining!  And  Dusbar  College  is  not
awful. I wouldn’t be its Grand Magician if it was,” said the
Grand Magician with a hint of reproach in his voice.

“But why do you have to hide in my throat of all places?”
He asked. Bolly-Bol looked away petulantly.

“Well, I was hoping it would kill you.”
The Grand Magician threw his arms into the air with an

exasperated  “UGH!”  before  turning  back  to  the  quill.  He
clapped his  hands  together.  The  quill  excitedly  dipped  its
pointed  end  into  the  golden  inkwell  resting  on  the  desk.
Then  it  began  to  loop  and  curl  as  the  Grand  Magician
muttered to it.  Just outside his office, the President of the
Partying  Department,  known  better  by  her  professional
name Lauya the Splendiferous, walked by with her nephew,
Cristiano the As Yet Untitled.

“Do you see this door behind me, Cristiano?” she asked,
waggling  her  fingers  over  her  shoulder.  Cristiano  peaked
around her long, shimmering robes.

“Yes,  Aunt  Lauya,”  he  replied,  staring  at  the  massive
wooden door that was framed by overbearing wall sconces.

“That leads to the Grand Magician’s office! He’s going to
be turning 120 years old tomorrow! I’m so glad you were able
to  come to  visit.  It’s  going to  be  a  marvelous  party!”  She
grinned. Cristiano turned his gaze from the door to his aunt.
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