If you must call me any thing, call me water fetcher. That’s right, with lower case letters. I liked it, sorta. Much better then some names I’d been called— boy, pipsqueak, runt, all sorts of things, and, sometimes, nothing at all. There were only two names I really hated: slave and bastard. Ya know why? They were both one hundred percent true. 

My master: Gren Mitrick, wizard of the first degree, and, ironically enough, he was of the water-craft. I was left, presumably by my mother, at the front steps of the Water Guild’s headquarters. They could have killed me on sight; they had the right. There’s only one reason that a baby would be abounded. That was if the child was misbegotten: a bastard in the dictionary’s definition. And bastards were illegal in the kingdom.

My master, on the benefit of the doubt, took me in as his servant. He noticed the stability of my hands and made me his water fetcher, hence the name. He was a father to me. He kept we away from bullies who liked deriding slaves, implored his colleagues to treat me, let me sleep when I was full        

