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THE HOVE OF THE KI NDRED Rhi yana: where
the Fair Folk live in peace with nortals. \Were
the Wiite Chancellor, At of St. Ruan'seaand
his beautiful w tch-mate, Thea Damaskena, have
ended their long exile, to raise their twi n babies.
Suddenly a nmad sorcerer, striking fromacross a
continent, mnurders the El venking' sson and ki dnaps
Thea and her infants, trapping themin the bodi es of
beasts-while a fanatic arny besieges
Rhi yana, slaughtering the Fair Ones. Alfred,
the Elven priest, must find his mate, battle a
renegade enchanter's dark powers-and face the final
horror of the Hounds of Cod. Because the wondrous
Fair Fol k have been marked for death by an
adversary nore vast and awesone than all the world's
magi c. .. The Church. "Tarr provides |oving
detail to each characterization, subplot, imge and
i nteraction-her craft is exceptional."
confFant asy Revi ew

caret A Tom Doherty Associ ates, Inc.
Book
"37145"00350" "Only regard yourself," said
Cardinal Torrino. "You have youth, beauty, great
magi c. Anything nere nen can do, you can do better.
And you never age or die." He sighed. "By your very
exi stence you nmake the world waver. There is no place
for you in our philosophy."” "Envy is a deadly
sin,” AIf said. "Deadly," the Legate said,
"yes." "No harm befalls Christian souls in
Rhi yana, that their King is the Elvenking." Alf
gri pped Tommo's shoul der. "W are not of
nortal kind; we are true and potent w tches; but
we do not traffic with Hell." Torrino | ooked at
himw th great and grow ng sadness. "By your own words are you
betrayed." "WIIl you call your Hounds upon us, then?"
Alf's smle was gentle, and as terrible as the fire
in his eyes. "Qur King will not atone for what is to us
no sin." "Not even for his kingdom s sake?"
"That," said AIf, "is why we will fight."
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He knew distinction in three abstractions of
sound, the wonen's cry under the thong of Lupercal, the
Pope' s voice singing the Aory on Lateran, the
how of a wolf in the coast of Broceliande.
conCharles WIlianms, Taliessin Througfi
Logres The fire had gone out sone rine since.
For all its warnmth of carpets and hangings and its
che/l of books, the roomwas cold; icy. Its
occupant seened not to notice. He sat in his
pl ain dark robe that could have been anything, lord's
cotte, scholar's gown, nonk's habit, intent
upon a closely witten page. His only Iight was
a stub of candle, the day having died somewhat before the
fire, darkening one of the greater treasures of the
Royal Chancery: the tall glass w ndow that | ooked
upon the sea. A second treasure lay on the
desk near his hand, the heavy chain and the jewel ed sea
of the King's Chancellor, silver and sapphire,
ashimrer in the unsteady light. He shifted
slightly on his tall scribe's stool. The
candle, flaring, turned his hair to silver fire.
He heeded the changing light no nore than he had the
cold. O the one who watched him silent in the
doorway, alnost smiling. As he stirred, she
stirred likew se. Her feet were soundl ess on the
eastern carpet, her nmovenments fluid, 2 Judith
Tarr graceful. Her eyes glinted gol den
bronze. In a nonment, perhaps, she would burst
into laughter. Directly behind the Chancellor, she
paused. He did not nobve. She slid her arms
about him and set her chin upon his shoul der. He neither
started nor recoiled. "Look at this," he said, as
if she had been there reading with himfor the past hour and
nore. "Every year for the past fifty, the Lord of St
Dol has taken a half-tariff from every boatl oad
of fish brought into his demesne; taken it and sold
it and turned a handsonme profit. But here you see-the
fishernen are wi se. They take care to pause in
certain havens and folds in the coast, and to di spose of
goodly portions of their catches before submtting (he
rest to the lord' s inspection, thus turning handsone
profits on their own. So extortion requites
extortion, and everyone knows and no one says a word,
and each party grows gratifyingly rich."
"Very gratifyingly," she said, amused. It was not
easy, shaped as she was now, to stand for |ong as she
stood; she noved to his side. His armsettled itself



round her swollen m ddle. She | eaned confortably
against him "And what will ny lord Chancellor do to right this
t wof ol d wr ong?"
Her nockery made himsnile. "Wong, Thea?
The wrong is only this, that the King has no share in
it. I'll give the lord Hs Majesty's justice:
a half-tariff on his half-tariff. To increase
accordingly if he tries to extort nore fromhis people in order
to keep up his profits." She | aughed. "That's
royal justice!l And the fishermen?" "Wat of the
fishernmen? They pay their lord duly and properly.
Their share is included in his."
She shook her head. "You'll spoil them
Alf. They'll begin to think they can wiggle out of their
taxes el se where.”
"They won't," he said, "unless it pleases them
to have their less . . . public transactions
recorded and taxed as well."
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Her eyes went w de, nock-astounded. "Wy,
Alfred, ny saintly |love, you're devious!"
"It comes with the office." H s free hand
brushed the chain; paused; gathered it up. It was
heavy. Wrl d- heavy. She knew, she had set it on
hi s shoul ders often enough.
He let it fall again with a cold clashing of

silver. "I didn'"t want it," he said. "I
didn't want anything except quiet and a book
or two, and you. But Gwdion will never be denied.”

"Maddening, isn't it? There's one nan in the world
who's nore obstinate than you are. And being King, he can
do proper battle against you."

"I"'mnot sure if 1'd call it proper. He
kni ghted nme-that was bearable; | earned ny spurs
wel | enough, if not entirely gladly. But the
spurs had titles attached. Lands;

lordship. I had it all before |I even knewit."

"Baron of the H gh Council of the Kingdom
of Rhi yana," she said, savoring it. "Warden of the
Wod of Broceliande. Kinsman of the King." "And
what of your own titles, ny lady of Careol ?"

"They're lovely. But not as lovely as your face

t he day Gwydi on gave you yonder chain." Her

eyes danced upon it. "Wiat a splendid

spectacl e that was! Here was ol d Bi shop

Qgyoursel fan, raised up to join Saint Peter's
Chancery, alleluia-where no doubt his

talents would be in great denmand. But who woul d take his
pl ace here bel ow? Sone elderly prelate, surely,

as dry as his own | edgers, with an abacus for a brain.
There were one or two very likely candidates. And
Gwdion stood up in court and handed the chain to his
dear kinsman beside him and said, 'Labor well for

me, ny lord Chancellor.""

"And his kinsman," said Alfred, "stood gawping
like a villein at a fair."

"Actually," she said, "he | ooked |ike a nonk
whose abbot has ordered himto enbrace a wonan.
Shocked;

i ndi gnhant; and-buried deep beneath the rest-



deliehted."” 4 Judith Tarr
"That last, | certainly was not. | was appall ed.
Everyone knows what | am a very reluctant

nobl eman, and in spite of all your teaching, still one of the

worl d's innocents. Do you renmenber how shocked | was
in Constanrinopolis to learn that men are paid to be
heal ers?" "I remenber. | al so renenber how you

t ook what Gaydi on gave you. Admit it now, you
weren't taken conpletely by surprise. You' d wander
into the Chancery, maybe to | ook up a record,

maybe to argue |l aw and Scripture with old
Qgyour sel fan, and there'd be sonme small tangle

somewhere. You'd look, lift that famous eyebrow of
yours, andwitha word or two you'd have it al
unravel ed. "

"It was never that sinple."

"Wasn't it?" Thea asked. Hi s hand, forsaking the
chain, had conme to rest upon the generous swell of her
belly. Her own settled over it. "You have a
talent' for ordering kingdoms. As for so nuch else."
Beneath their hands |ife woke, rolling and kicking, a
prom nence that night have been a heel, a tight coi
of body. The sudden light in Alts face nade
Thea's breath catch. Her | aughter showed it, |ight,
not entirely steady. "He wears arnor, that son of
yours. And spurs." Alf's arns |inked behind her
he smled his swift brilliant smle. "You
don't mnd."

"Not rnuch, | don't. Once he's born
"Il give as good as | get." He | aughed
softly and laid his cheek where his hand had been. She
| ooked down upon the top of his head with its thick
fine, white-fair hair; the pale |ashes upon the
pal e cheeks, and the lingering curve of his smle. If
she | ooked very closely in the candle's flicker, she
could discern the thickening of down that mght, in ting,
becone a beard.

She shook her head wyly. She had never net
a man |less vain, or with nore reason to be; but
somet i nmes she caught himdis"her mrror, frowning at
his reflection. It was al ways the sane.

Piercing-fair, |lum nous-pale, and very young. But the
eyes as he stared into the polished silver, those were not
boy's at all. the hounds OF god 5

Nor was his voice, that had the purity of a tenor
bell. "Marry nme, Thea," he said.

That ritual was years old. She conpleted it as
she always had. "Wat! and ruin my reputation?"

"I'"'mthinking of our children." Wich was the new
litany, nearly ten nonths ol d.

"So am|l," she said. "They'll be beautifu
little bas tards."” He stiffened a little at the word,
relaxing with an effort. "They should not have to be-was

"It's somewhat too late for that. And what priest
would marry us? I'ma Geek, a schismatic.

1 won't convert to Rone even for you, ny love."

"Jehan wouldn't care. He should be here tomorrow even
today. He'd be nore than glad to make us respect
able.™

"Jehan would go to Hell for you if you asked him



But you won't, nor will you ask himthis. | won't
agree to it."
He raised his head. He was neither hurt nor
angry, only puzzled. "Wy?"
"l love to be a scandal."
"In this place," he said, "that's not easy."
"Of course not. There's Prince A dan-he
wanted a full court wedding. And his bride a
wi | d Saracen, an honest-to- Heaven Assassin.
It took ten years and five Popes and all his
m ghty powers of persuasion, but he had his way. Then
t he Archbi shop woul dn't say the words, and began a new

battle royal. | have to work to keep up with that."
He sighed; rose and stretched. He was tall; he
could seemfrail, with his long linbs and his

nmoonf | ower skin. Now and then a stranger woul d think
himfair prey, a lovely boy as neek as a
girl; would prick himand find the hunting | eopard.
It was not for his scholarship, or even for his feats in
Chancery, that the King had dubbed himknight. "I
wi sh you woul d see reason," he said.

She smlffi her nm'ir w pkpri smile "T
cn*macr] ir nnw Vnii 6 Judith Tarr

want to keep me to yourself. Fie for shane, sir!
I'"'ma free woman; | can do as | please.™

H s gaze rested upon her, clear as sunlit water
and utterly undi smayed. "There are two
edges to that sword, ny lady. Fidelity I
gladly neet with fidelity. But if you, being free,
decide to stray ..."

"You wouldn't."

He smiled sweetly. "Gwdion's court is
the fairest in the world. No lady in it surpasses

you, but one or two could be your equal." Her teeth
bared; her eyes went narrow and vicious, cat-
wild. "I'Il claw her eyes out!"

Even in his anusenent, he reached for her,
afraid, for she shifted and blurred. For an instant
the woman's form wavered behind that of a gol den |ioness
tensed to spring. But the vision faded. Thea stood in
her own form glowing in amber silk, crackling with
tenmper. His hand retreated. He renenbered to breathe
again. Her glare seared him "And well you m ght
trenble for provoking me so! O do you want your
son to be born a lion cub?" He net her
fierce witch-eyes. His owmn were mlder but no nore
human; he snmiled. "I want that for ny. son no
nore than you want it for your daughter."

"She might profit fromit."

"Then so might he." At took her hands and
ki ssed them "My sweet |ady, you have no rival
and you knowit. And it's only a little | onger that
you need suffer confine ment to this single shape. \Wen our

children are born, when you're strong again, we'll run
away for a while. An hour; a day. W'll run
wol f-gray through Broceliande; we'll fly on
fal con-wings. W'll be Iike young | overs again."
Her temper was cooling, but it snoldered still. "H

caret , AIf? Are you going to forget your fears at
| ast and venture the change?" Slowy he nodded.



"I"'mready," he said. "At long last. |
think, with you to share it, | could let go."
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“I'"1l hold you to that, Alfred."
H's smle neither wavered nor weakened, although his

fingers were cold. "I mean you to."
"CGood, because you've left yourself no choice at
all." She tilted her head slightly, |ooking up

at him making no secret of the pleasure she took
init. H s hands were warm ng again to their wonted
fire-heat, that nmade himinpervious to winter's
cold. He had willed his tension away, the old
fear, the deep dread that struck in the mdst of the
change, when no part of his body was solid or stable
and all his being threatened to scatter into the wind. But for
all of that fear, he was a very great enchanter, equal
to any of their people; save only, perhaps, the
Ki ng.
"And you," he said softly, caught in her mind as
she was caught in his.
"I'n some of the arts," she adnmitted, "maybe.
In others you pass us all." Her laughter had cone
back all at once to ripple over him "Then
sir prophet, howis it that you cannot see? Jehan
is here. Has been here this past hour and nore."
"You never--" He broke off. He knew her.
Too well. "Wtch! And you've let us dally
here.”
"He's had plenty to do. Gwydi on gave him
formal greeting first and a proper wel come after; al
the Folk took it up. The last | saw, he had
Anna on his knee and N kki |eaning on his
shoul der, and he was telling tales to the whole court."
He took it from her mind, whole and wonderful; with
mrth at the vision of Anna Chrysol ora, woman
grown and nuch upon her dignity, enthroned in the |ap
ot her bel oved Fat her Jehan.
Bi shop Jehan it was now, though that was not inmmredi ately
obvi ous. He wore as always the coarse brown
habit of a nmonk of Saint Jerone; he seened
| arger than ever, a great Nornman tower of a man,
with a strong-boned, broken- nosed.
unabashedly homelv face8 Judith Tarr As it
turned to Alf, it was suddenly, mracul ously
beautiful. "Af!" Jehan | aughed for sheer
pl easure as he held his friend at arnm s | ength,
taking himin. "Afred, you rogue, why didn't
you tell ne about Thea?"
They had all drawn back, the court, the King,
even Thea, watching, smling. Alf was hardly aware
of them "I knew you were coming for Christmas Court,"
he answered, "and that was nore than time enough. You'll do
t he christening, of course.™
"You'd be hard pressed to keep ne fromit."
Jehan's grin kept escaping, stripping years from
his face, bringing back the bright-eyed boy who had
| ear ned phil osophy froma white el f-nonk. But
there was a ring on his finger, gold set with a great
anet hyst. Alf bent and kissed it.
"My hormage to the Bishop of Sarum" he said.



Jehan bowed in return. "And mine to the Chancell or
of Rhiyana. W've been busy lately, you and
I, rising in the world."

"Every nman receives his just deserts,” said Alf. The
young Bi shop | ooked at hi msonmething in any case that
he coul d never get enough of-and smiled. Af |ooked
splendid. Quiet; content. As if he were
hone and at ease, and conpletely at peace with hinself
and his world. No troubles, no tornents. No yearning
for the cloister he had forsaken.

"I can hardly go back to it now, " he said, reading
Jehan's thoughts with the ease of long friendship.

Jehan | aughed and gl anced at Thea. "Hardly
i ndeed! She'd never allowit."

"Nor would I. We're having tw ns, you know
A son for me, she says. A daughter for herself.
It will only be the second birth anong the Kindred

i n Rhiyana, the second time two of us together have
made a child." Af smiled. "Prince Alun is
nore excited than I am At last, while he's stil
young enough to enjoy it, he'll have cousins like hinself."
"He's what - el even?"
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"Twel ve this past Al Hallows. W al
spoi |l himshanme fully, but somehow he manages
to cone out unscathed. That bodes well," Af added,
"for the two who are coming."
"Love never spoiled anyone," Jehan said with
pontifical surety. He returned to the seat he
had left, a bench set against the tapestried wall.
The court eddi ed beyond, returned to its own concerns, the
King on his throne with his Queen beside him the
hi gh ones novingin the ancient pattern of courts,
fixed and formal as a dance. Misic had begun
to play softly beneath the murnmur of voices. At
settl ed beside Jehan. Hi s eyes, changeful as
water, had warned to pale gold; he rested his arm
upon the w de shoul ders. They had sat just so at their
| ast neeting-was it five years ago al ready? And
again, three before that; and three nore. The same bench t hat
first time, the same rich hanging portraying David
with his harp and Jonathan at his feet, tal
whi t e- ski nned bl ack- headed yout hs, each with the sane
eagl e-proud face. Not that Jehan had noticed
themthat time, or troubled to find the nodels in the King
and his princely brother-his nose had been
new broken then in celebration of his emergence fromtwo
years' cloistered retreat, and though al nost healed, it
ached unbearably when the wind blew cold. Unti
Al f touched himw th that wondrous healer's touch and
took the pain away, and woul d have worked full healing if
Jehan had allowed it. "Let be," he had said,
proud young priest- knight on the Pope's errand.
"It's not as if | had any beauty to | ose; and
earned the stroke. Entering a tournament with two
nmont hs' practice behind ne and two years' softening
inalibrary, and letting nyself be matched with the
best man on the field. It's a wonder he left
nmy head on ny shoulders.” Af had smled and
| et be. But Jehan knew he knew. Hel m ess,



reeling, half strangling in his own blood, with God
and fate and the chanpion's arrogance to aid him
Jehan had struck his adversary to the ground. The
tale had run ahead of him enbroidered already into a
| egend. 10 Judith Tarr

Ladi es sighed over him whose face was all one
hi deous bruise fromchin to forehead, as if he had
been as beautiful as the nan beside him

The brui se was | ong gone, the face neither harned
nor hel ped by its broken arch. Sol dier's weathering
was proving stronger than the scholar's pallor, the
lines setting firm the hair beginning to retreat
toward the tonsure. But he still had all his teeth, and
good strong white ones they were; his strength had never
been greater. He drew a |ungful of clean
Rhi yanan air overlaid with woodsnmoke and fresh
rushes and a hint-a hint only-of humanity. The
| ast of which, he knew certainly, did not come fromhis
conpani on. Al fon shi pboard, unbathed for a nonth
save in sea water and toiling at the oars |ike any
sailor, had no nore scent than a child or a clean
animal. H s eyes | ooked pastjehan
resting like a caress upon his |ady, who held court
near the fire. Lanmplight and firelight |eached
all the humanity fromhis stare, turning the great
irises to silvery gold, narrowi ng the pupils
to slits. So even in the chrysalid child could one mark
his kind, the people called by many names: changelings,
el f-brood, Fair Folk;

children of the Devil, of the old dead gods, ofthejann;
but in Rhiyana, the Kindred of the King. Though that was
not a kinship the law or the Church woul d recognize,
of blood and of fanmly, save for the two who were
brot hers, tw nborn, king and royal prince:
Davi d and Jonat han of the tapestry, Gaydion the
King and Aidan his brother. The rest had cone as
Alf had fromfar countries, brought to this kingdom by the
presence of its King.

There were perhaps a score of them They ran tall
al t hough there were knights of the court who overtopped the
tallest; they were paler of skin than nost, although sone
were ivory. Man and wonman, or rather youth and maid,
for the eldest | ooked hardly to have passed his twentieth
year, each with the sane cast of feature, narrow,
hi gh- cheeked, great-eyed. And the same beauty-a
beauty to launch fleets of ships, to whistle
ki ngdoms down the the hounds OF god

wi nd, fierce and keen and splendid as the |ight upon
a sword. And as changeabl e, and as changel ess. Just so
had Al f been, nmonk and master schol ar of an abbey
in the west of Anglia, ordained priest |ong years
bef ore Coeur-de-Lion was born. Just so had he
been in the debacle that was the Crusade agai nst
Byzantium when the Geat City fell and a
Pranki sh enperor ruled over the ruins. Just so was
he now with king and enmperor long in their graves, and so
woul d he al ways be. Blade or bolt mght end his
life. Age and sickness could not. It should have been
unbear abl e, Jehan supposed. He found it conforting.
A deep, warm pagan confort that his priest's



consci ence chose not to acknow edge nor to con demm.

Li ke the old Pope with his grinoires, who sang

Mass with true devotion and called up his denobns

after, the scholar's mind knew its divisions. In

one. Cod and the Church and all the Canons. In the
other, Alfred and his kin and his high white nagic, and
his perfect constancy. \Whatever becane of the world, he
remai ned. Whul d always remain, a bright strong presence
on the edge of Jehan's awareness.

H s physical presence was a rare and precious
thing, to be savored slowy, in silence. But this tine the
pl easure could not |ast. Menory fl ooded,
cold and deadly. Jehan's nuscl es knotted.

Alf's grip tightened, though gentle still, a nere
shadow of his strength. He did not speak. A warnth
crept fromhis armand hand, soothing, |oosening, healing.

Jehan set his teeth against it. "You're
perilous, you know," he said, trying to be light, "like
lotus flowers, or poppy. Wn't you let ne
suffer a bit? It's good for nmy soul ."

"Is it?" Af asked. "Not that | would know, who
have none." Hi s glance was bright, full of nockery, but
like Jehan's own it had a bitter core. Jehan
flashed out against it. "You know that's not true! You of
all people in the world, who wote the book for all our
t heol ogi ans to build on."
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"They build on Aristotle now," AIf said
"and on the Lonbard's Sentences. Not on ny
G oria Dei. Waich may be alnost as great as its
flatterers make it, but it remains in its essence a
testinmony to one nan's pride. If man you may
call himand when he wote it, a beardless
brilliant boy of thirty-three, he knew that he
was not." "You were scrupul ous. You defined the soul according
to Plato, Aristotle, Boethius, Mrtianus.

You quoted Scripture and the Fathers and every
recorded authority all the way to the Lonbard

hi nsel f. You corrected the phil osophers' errors; you
reconcil ed the canonists' contradictions. But
nowhere," said Jehan, "did you exclude the
possibility that you yourself, in your immortal body,
m ght not possess an immortal soul."

"I still had hopes then of my own nortality.

Hopes only, but they were tenacious. They dissol ved
| ong before nmy vows." Alt sniled with no appearance
of strain. "It rather anuses ne now. Arrogant

i nnocent that | was, enbodying all theology in a

si ngl e book and sending ny first copy direct to the
Pope. As if all the vexed and vexing questions,
answer ed, coul d enconpass the reality of God-or
even of a woman's smile."

"God and worman are di sgreat nysteries. But there's
some confort in answered questions, and nore in your book, however
you shrug it away." "Not for me. And not for the busy
scribblers in the schools or in the Papa
Curia. They have no love for sinple solutions,
nor for ny | anentable touch of nysticism They'l
lock all the world into their Categories; any who
fails to fit them nust be anathema." Jehan shuddered



deep and painfully. "You're prophesy ing. Do you
di sknow t hat ?"

"For once," AIf answered, "yes. Tell ne
what you have to tell." "Wat need of that? You know
al ready. "

"Tell me."

But Jehan, whose ready tongue was fampus, could not
bring hinself to begin. "The King-does he-was
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"He hears."

He was on his throne in a circle of nobles,
deep in converse with a portly prelate, the
Ar chbi shop of Caer Gmaent. He was the El venking.
He coul d hear what no nere man coul d. Jehan
drew a sl ow breath. Foolish, he upbraided
hinself. It's nothing so terrible. Tell it and have done!

H's voice went at it cornerwise. "It's been
a bitter year, this past one. John Lackl and of
Anglia dead and buried, and a child crowned in
Wnchester; though it's a strong regency we'll have,
and I'lIl see nmy own country again. Pray God
| can stay in it for nore than a nonth at a tinme. |
haven't done that since Coeur-de-Lion died,
cl ose on twenty years now. But |'m going back
in fine fettle, with a bishopric to hanmer into shape
and a good nunber of friends at court and in the Church
"Il do well enough. | could only w sh

"You wish,” AlIf said for himwhen he could not, "that
Pope I nnocent had not died hard upon the Anglian
King, as if their long struggle for control of the See
of Canterbury, once ended, left nothing for either
to live for. And you wi sh that Innocent's death hadn't
slipped the nuzzles fromhis Hounds."

"The Hounds of God." It was a sour taste on
Jehan's tongue. "The O der of Saint Pau
of the Damascus Road. Hunters of the Church's
enem es. Richard threw them out of Anglia for your
sake; John at |east had the sense to keep them out,
and the Regents will see that they stay there. They're not
faring so splendidly well el sewhere, either. Wen the
Cat hari in Languedoc nurdered the Pope's
| egate. Innocent preached a Crusade agai nst al
heretics, and the Paulines swarnmed in like Hes to a
carcass. But soneone el se had got there first: that
Spani sh madrman, Domi ngo, and his Preachers. That
was | nnocent's doing, who'd never had nuch use for his
Hounds; he found themintractable. "Now I nnocent
is dead and Honorius is Pope, and 14
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Dom ngo's irregul ars have been signed, seal ed,
and char tered: the Ordo Praedi cat orum
with a particular mssion to preach the Gospel to the | ost
sheep of Rome. But Honorius is no fool
He knows he doesn't have | nnocent's power, or the
sheer gall, to kennel God's Hounds; and they're
yapping in his ear day and night. Languedoc?
What ' s Languedoc? A few villages full of
Cathars, and a priest or two with a harem There's a
better target in the north. Small but fabul ously



rich, ruled not by nmere nortal heretics but by children of the

Devil hinself." "Rhiyana," Af said calnly.

"Rhi yana," Jehan echoed him wi thout the
placidity. "O Rhiyanon, or Rhiannon
Wth such a nane, how can it be anything but a lair of
magi c? And with such a king. Gwdi on makes no
secret of what he is, nor could he. The whole
wor |l d knows how | ong he's held his throne. Four
score years, of which he shows a mere score-and he
was a grown man when he began. Even the Pauline
Fat her General doesn't try to deny that the throne
cane to himfromhis safely nortal father. H s nother was
another matter. A woman of unearthly beauty,
cone out of Broceliande to | ove a young king, bearing his
sons-and a daughter who died as nortal wonen die,
t hough no one has much to say of that-and keepi ng her
| ovel i ness unaltered through | ong years; and when
her lord died, vanishing away into the secret Wod,
never to be seen again. It's fine fodder for a romance.
It's neat and drink to God's Hounds." Af was
silent, clear-eyed, unfrightened. Jehan's hands
fisted on his thighs. "Rone has al ways wal ked shy
of Rhiyana. It's never subnmitted to invasion, but
neither has it encroached on its nei ghbors, nor ned
dl ed-publicly-where it wasn't wanted. Its King
is noted for his singularly harnonious relations with his
clergy, is in fact a nost perfectly Christian
nmonarch, unstinting in either his gifts or his duties
to Mother Church. "True, he's banned the Hounds from
hi s domai ns, and he's been strict in enforcing it. But
it's not the Hounds
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t hemsel ves who nake me trenble. It's not even the
fabric of lies and twisted truths that they' ve woven
around t he Pope; they've been weaving it since their
founding." At last he let it go. "They're preaching
a Crusade.”

"Ah," said AIf. "lIt's no longer a nutter
inthe Curia. It's a runble in the nmob."

"It's nore than a runble. It's a del egation sent
to investigate the Church in the realm and it's a
gaggl e of preachers nmustering men in Nor mandy
and Mai ne and Anjou. All your neighbors; not your
great allies, but the little nen who are their vassals,
the barons with a taste for plunder, the nmercenaries with a
taste for blood. And the poor and the pious, who shrink
from sl aughtering their fell ow man--however doctrinally
m sgui ded- - but who woul d be nore than glad to rid the world
of a sorcerer king."

"The del egati on we know of," Alf said. "It's
to arrive by Twelfth Night. Alegate fromthe new
Pope with a train of holy nonks. They will. H's
Hol i ness informs us, undertake to ascertain that all is
well with the Church in Rhiyana; that the clergy are
doing their duty and that the King harbors no Jews
nor heretics."

"CGod's teeth!" cried Jehan. "How can you be
so cal mabout it? Even without Gwdion's |ineage
bl azoned on his face for a blind nan to see--even if
the Folk can bottle up their magi c and the human



folk resist the Pope's Inquisitors--they'l

all burn for the rest of it. Rabbi Gamaliel in his
synagogue near the schools, the Heresiarchs

debating the divinity of Christ with the Masters of
Theol ogy, and G eeks and Saracens ningling freely

with good Christians in the streets. This kingdomis a
very den of iniquity."

"Monstrous," Alf agreed. "Like the madman--
heretic surely, and lost to all good doctri ne--who
pr ocl ai med:

"There is neither Jew nor Geek, there is
nei ther bond nor free, there is neither male nor
female: for ye are all one in Christ
Jesus."" Jehan realized that his nmouth was open
gaping. He closed it with a snap, and suddenly
| aughed. "AIf! You're dangerous."
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"I can hope so. For so are our enem es.

Deadl y dangerous; and for all our power, we of
Gwdion's Kin are very few If | can hold
off the attack by ny wits and ny tongue, mark you

well, I will.” "But it will cone. I'ma nmere nman
and no prophet, but | knowthat. | feel it in ny
bones. "

Al fsd nothing. H's eyes had returned to Thea.
It was as clear as a cry: the |love he bore her
and the children she carried; the fear that he would not--could
not--admt. And he was a seer. He knew what would
cone.

Jehan seized himw th sudden fierce strength.
"Alt. G Go soon. Go now. Go where nothing
human can touch you." H's heavy hands shoul d have
crushed those fine bones, but they were z.supple as
Damascus steel. "You can," he pressed on in
Alf's silence, easing his grip alittle, but not the
intensity of his voice. "You told nme years ago,
when Gaydi on gave you Broceliande. It's only
half in this world now-the Wod, the [ands and the
castles, even that part of the sea. You can close it off
conpletely behind a wall of magic--" "Power,"
Al f corrected very gently.

"Isn'"t it all the sane?" Alfs face was
unreadabl e, his eyes--slightly but clearly, damm
hi m - amused. Jehan persisted doggedly.
"Gwdi on was born in the Wod. He's al ways
meant to go back; to be King for as long as he's
needed, to withdraw gracefully, to vanish into | egend.
It's all very pretty, very noble, and very ruch |ike
Gwdi on. But even he--he's w se, the wi sest
king in the world, but | think he's waited too |ong.
I f he goes now, before the delegation cones--if you

all go--you'll be safe. And Rhiyana won't
suffer.”

"WIIl it not?"

"How can it? You'll all have vanished with

perfectly diabolical cowardice. Rhiyana will
be an uni npeachably human ki ngdom" " And

Rabbi Ganaliel ? The Heresiarch Matthias?
Haki m ben Al and Denetri os Kant akouzenos

and Jusuf of Haifa? Not to nmention nmy own dear



brother and sister, the |last of
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House Akestas-what of thenf Shall we abandon them
to the Church's tender nercies?"
Jehan's fear turned to sheer annoyance.
"Don't tell ne you haven't found a refuge for
each and every one of them and all their goods and
chattels."
"If so," AIf said, unruffled, "it's not this
way that we would go, like a flock of frightened geese.™
"Not even for your children's sake?"
Al f went stark white. H's eyes were truly
uncanny, vague yet piercing, seeing what no
ot her coul d see.
Abruptly they focused. Jehan saw hi nsel f
mrrored in them pale and shocked but set on his
course. "Co," he said. "Take a day if you nust,
settle your gaggle of friends and infidels, and | eave.
O do you want to see Rhiyana |aid waste around
you, and your people under Interdict, and a stake on a pyre
in every marketplace?" Af smled. But the color
had not returned to his face. "Jehan
nmy dearest friend and brother, we know exactly what
we do. Trust us. Trust Gwaydion at |east, who

rules us all. He's known for |ong and | ong what
must finally come to be, the paynent for all his years of
peace. He will not leave it to his poor people, who

love himand trust himand | ook to himfor protection.
Only when they are truly and finally safe will he
| eave them "
"But he is their danger. You all are. Wthout
you-was "W thout us and with all our infidels gone to haven,
the Crusade loses it target. O does it? This
is aland of fabled wealth, soft and fat with [ ong
i dl eness. A splendid prize for an army of
bandits, far nore splendid than poor ravaged
Languedoc. \Were, | remnd you, ny lord
Bi shop, the Cai hari have been the merest of
pretexts." Gently, with no perceptible effort,
Alf freed hinmself from Jehan's grasp. "I
grant you, the Crusade is our fault, for
existing, for tarrying so long in the nortal world. But
Crusades have a way of outgrowing their makers, like the
denons in the tales, destroying the sorcerers who
i nvoked them"
Jehan knew that as well as AIf. He had
been to Constantinople. He had hel ped
to shatter that city in a war
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that had begun in order to free the Holy
Sepul cher; had twi sted and knotted and broken
turning froma Crusade agai nst the Saracen into the gaining
of a throne for an exiled Byzantine prince, and
thence into an outright war of conquest.
"Yes," Alfsd, following his thoughts. "But this wll
be no Byzantium Not while Gwdion is
Ki ng. "
"O while Alfred is Chancellor." Suddenly
Jehan was very tired. He had ridden all the endl ess
way from Rone into the teeth of winter, striving



to outrace the Pope's nen. He was not old, but neither
was he so very young; and he had a |l ong battle ahead of
himin his own country, a bishopric to claimand
defend, a kingdomto aid in ruling. And this was no | and
and no people of his-by his very vows he should have shunned
t hem

And yet, like the great, half-witted,
ridicul ously noble fool that he was, he |oved
them Af, Thea, the two young G eeks they had
brought out of the fallen City; Gwdion and his Queen
and his fiery brother and all his wild magical Kin;
even the land itself, the prosperous towns, the
green burgeoni ng farnmsteads, the woods and the
fields, the wi ndy headl ands and the standi ng stones.
Certainly he was a bad priest and very probably
he was damed, but he could not help it. He could not
even w sh to.

Al't's hands were warm and firmupon him Af's
eyes as gentle as they were strange. "God knows,"
he said softly, "and God is merciful. Nor has
He ever condemed love truly and freely given
To do that would be to deny Hinself."

So wise, he, to look such a boy.

Al f |l aughed. Jehan flushed, for that was a thought
he had not neant to be read. "Didn't you
brot her?" The thin strong hands drew hi mup. "Cone.
It's a bed you need now, and a |l ong sleep, and a day
or two of Rhiyana's peace. That nuch at | east
isleft tous all."

It was all silence and a splendor of light. If
Ni kki chose, he could enclose it in words. High
cold sun in a blue vault of sky; waves
crashi ng, sea-blue and sea- white, and the Wite
Keep gl owi ng upon its headl and. But closest, within the
reach of his eyes, the city in festival. Bright as its
houses al ways were, carved and painted and gil ded, they
shone now in the winter sun, hung with
banners, | ooking down on a vivid spectacle.
Lords and ladies with their trains, nmounted or afoot
or borne in litters, brilliant with jewels,
gleam ng in precious fabrics; knights in
glittering panoply; burghers robed as splendidly
as princes; free farnfolk in all their finery;
whores dressed as | adies and | adi es dressed
wel | - ni gh as shanel essly as whores, |aughing at the
cold. Jugglers and tunbl ers; danci ng bears and
danci ng dogs and apes that danced for coins; a
rope-dancer on high anong the rooftops, actors
m m cki ng himbroadly below, jesters in notley and
friars in rags, and now and then an eddy where a
m nstrel sang or a nusician played or a
storyteller spun his tales. 10
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Hi s nose struggled to match his eyes. Hunmanity,
yes, fromrank villein to rank-sweet noble.
I ncense-a proces sion had gone by with a holy
relic, drawing much of the crowd after it until sone
new marvel caught their fancy. Perfume and
spi ces, roasting neat, bread new baked and w ne
wel | aged, and manifold delights fromthe sweet-



seller's stall a pace or three upw nd.

A hand shook himas if to wake himfrom
sl eep. He | ooked into a |aughing m schi evous
face, nearly on a level with his own although it was nuch
younger: the face of a boy, a page, a tall slight
gangle of a child with hair like ruddy gold. "Dream ng
Ni kephoros?" Wth the words cane understanding, and with under
standing, all in a flood, the clanor of the festival
Ni kki reeled. Alun held himup, still |aughing,
but chiding himthrough the mrth. "You shouldn't do that."

No, indeed he should not, but the silence nade the
rest so wonderful. "Maybe," Al un said,
specul ati ng.

And Al un should not do it either. N kki put on his
best and sternest frown. It would have been nore effective
if he had been larger or his eyes snaller, or his
mouth | ess tenpted to | aughter. At |east he had the
advant age of age- a good six years' span-and,
just barely, of w sdom

"Just barely." Alun was alight with nockery, but
he was obedi ent enough. For the noment. He |inked arns
with N kki and drew himforward. "Come, cousin! This
is no day for dream ng. The sun's high and the city's
wild, and Msrule is lord." He | eaned cl ose,
| aughi ng, gray eyes dancing. "Wy, they say the
Ki ng hinmself has put off his crown and turned
conmoner - or maybe that's he in cap and
bel I's, dispensing judgnments from Saint Brendan's
altar."”

Ni kki | aughed and ran with him eeling through the
crowd. To watch-that was wonderful. To be in it was sheer
delight. They cheered the rope-dancer on his lofty
t hr ead.
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They devoured neat pies-paid forwith kisses because the
buxom sel l er woul d not take noney from such hand sone
| ads; and Alun blushed like a girl but paid up man
fully, to N kki's high amusenent. They heard a
m nstrel sing mournfully of |ove and an orator
declaimof war. They whirled into a street dance and
whirled out of it again, breathless, warmas if they had
stood by a fire.

Near the gate of the cathedral, a conjurer plied his
trade. They watched himcritically. Brave
man, Alun said in Nikki's mnd, to bring his
trickery here.

He was very clever, but he had not gathered much of a
crowd. A fool, N kki decided, to think his
cups and appl es and scarves would earn hima living
inthe city of the El venking. But yes, brave, and
good- natured too, although he | ooked as if he had not
eaten well in a long while.

Ni kki's eyes slid, to find Alun's sliding
i kewi se. Should we? . N kki set his |lip between
his teeth. AIf would be appalled. So woul d Fat her

They stood still. Those were nanes of power and terror
And neither would be so unsubtle as to deal out a whi pping.
Ch, no. The Chancell or and the King were rmuch nore
deadly. They flayed not with the rod but with the mnd and the
t ongue.



And yet.

It was the Feast of Fools. The one day in all the
year when the world turned upside down.

Al un | aughed al oud and N kki in silence. You
first, the Prince said, magnani nous.

Ni kki bowed assent. The conjurer had not narked
them They were only a pair of boys am d the
throng, and he was making a scarf vanish into the air.
It was to come back as a sprig of holly. Nikki
began to smile.

The scarf nelted as it was neant to. The man's
hands wove in intricate passes. At the height
of them N kki |oosed a flicker of power. There in
the man's hand [ ay a newborn rose, pink as a
mai den' s bl ush. 22 Judith Tarr

Brave indeed, was that poor conjurer. He paused
only an eyeblink and continued as if nothing
had gone ami ss.

Alun bit down on | aughter. The holly--now
a rose-- should becone a cup of water. A cup
indeed it was, but it steanmed, giving forth a wondrous
fragrance of wine and spices. That attracted a
passerby or three. Particularly when the w ne,
cooling, sprouted the |eaves of a vine, grow ng and
twining in the air, blossonming, setting into cascades
of purple grapes.

The conjurer knew he had gone mad. Knew, and
| aughed with the wonder of it.

The vine faded dreamike. But the cup was ful
of coins. Copper nostly; neither N kki nor
Alun had gold to spend. Still, it was nore than the
nmount ebank had earned in a nonth of traveling; and nore
had clinked into the bow at his feet. People in Caer
Greni knew when they had seen real nagic.

"Was that a sin?" Alun wondered as they drank
hot ale in a tavern beyond the cathedral

Ni kki shrugged. It had not felt |ike one. And the
man was happy, and woul d sl eep warm toni ght and eat
wel I;

maybe he woul d not drink away all his noney at

once. "Sonmeone will tell himwhat happened," said
Al un. "Soneone shoul d have told himbefore he
cane here. But he had quick hands. | wonder if |

could do what he did?"

It only took practice. Like swordplay,
or witing. Al un nodded. He was adept at
both. "Or like power itself." He wapped his hands
around the nmug, warmng them taking in the tavern with
qui cksil ver eyes. Mst of the people knew who he was,
but out of courtesy they let himbe. It pricked him
alittle, for he was proud, and yet it pleased him He

| ounged on his stool like a man of the world, or at |east
like a squire on holiday. "And soon | shall be
one," he said.

In a year or two, maybe.

"That's not |ong."
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Only hal f an eon

Alun made as if to throw his mug at Nikki's
head. "WII| you never |earn respect?"



Ni kki grinned, thoroughly unrepentant.

"Insol ent Greek." The Prince sighed with great
feeling. "lIt's the women, surely. They spoi
you, drooping after you and pleading for a glance from your
bl ack eyes. How many conquests now,

Ni kephoros?" Nikki's grin began to hurt, but

he kept it staunchly. "Mriads,"

Al un answered hinself. "Mre |oves than stars in the
sky; nore kisses than--"

The inn-girl, hastening past with a fi/l of
enpti ed tankards, stunbled and fell ful
into Alun's lap. Wthout a thought, with the instinct of her
calling, she kissed himsoundly and rolled to her
feet again as if she had never paused.

Ni kki appl auded, shaping words in his nmind as he
seldomtroubled to do. Bravo, cousin! At today's
pace, you'll be passing ne yet. "Heaven forbid!"

Ni kki | aughed his soundl ess | aughter and drained his
tankard. The ale sat well and confortably in his
st onmach;

the inn was clean and only a little crowded, no tax
upon his senses. And the conpany .

The King's sole and nuch bel oved son had gone
back to his exploration effaces. M nds, no; that
was the courtesy of the Kindred, strict as any
witten law. But they all loved to Study their
shortlived cousins, the other-folk who filled the world
and boasted that they ruled it. They, and they. Ni kki
i nspected his own hand upon the table. Narrow wiry young
man's hand, brown even in winter, with a white
crisscross of scratches--he had had an ar gunent
with a cat alittle while ago. The cat had
repented al nost at once. Quick in their tenpers,
cats were.

He was none so slow hinsel f, although people called him
gentle. That was his dammabl e cal f-eyed face, and his
silence. The former he could not help, short of
acquiring

some frightful and inpressive scar. The latter was
nore troubl esome. Hi s sister raged at him Anna was
visibly and publicly volatile, and vol uble
too. It did little good to shut eyes and m nd agai nst
her. She would pumrel himuntil he opened them
or pursue himuntil he yielded. "ldiot!"
she cried. "Lazy slouching fool! Open your nouth
and tal k!" The half of it that he could do, he would not,
setting his lips together with stubbornness to match her own.
Her eyes snapped with fury. "You could if you would
try. You know how. Al f taught you. Years he
spent, while you sat |like a block of wood,
stubborn as a nule and twice as lazy. It's work
to make words, even in your head. Make them al oud?

Who needs then?" H s gl ance echoed her speech. She
struck out at him al mbst shouting. "You need them

Ni kephor os Akestas. Look at you! G own

al ready and pl aying kiss-in-corners with every girl in
Caer Onent, and nute as a fish. The

Ki ndred don't need to talk, either, but they do. Every
one of them And they're not even human."

Am1? It was a gift of sorts although its tone



was bitter, words spoken into her nind

"You are!" She seized him She was very small,
alittle brow bird, all bones and tenper. "You are
human, Ni kephoros. Flesh and bl ood and
bone- human. You eat and you sl eep and you run after

worren. |f you keep running, one of themw Il bring you
up short with a bouncing bl ack-eyed bastard as hunman
as yoursel f. And when your tinme cones, you'll stop running
al t oget her;
you'll stiffen and you'll age and you'll die."

Does that make me human?

"You can't deny your blood."

He | aughed without sound, with a twi st that cane
close to pain. Blood was one thing. There was al so the
brain, and what lay in it. Fine handsome youth that he
was, not an utter disgrace as a squire, making
up sonewhat in quick ness for what he lacked in size
and strength; not too ill a
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schol ar though easily distracted by small things, a
girl, a cat, a new bit of witchery. Wwo would
believe the truth? Youth and pride and
bl ack eyes and all, he remained a pitiable thing,
a hal f-made man, a cripple.

Anna sl apped him hard. "You' re no nore
crippled than | am Less. | can only hear
sounds. You hear mnds. And sounds when it suits you,
what ever your ears may |ack."

He could never hit her back. It was not
chivalry; it was plain cowardice. In his mnd where it
mattered, she was still the tall, terrible, omipotent
el der sister; and he was five years old, a roi
of namel ess feelings, a pair of eyes in a world that had
no words-a silence that was a lack, but a |ack he
did not recognize. Until that one canme. Before
nanes or words, he was only he, the stranger who
cane fromthe vast world outside the gate, hair nore
white than gold round a frightful sun-flayed
face. But he beckoned; he fascinated. He was
not |ike anything else. And when N kki ventured near
him the world reeled and cracked and opened. And there were
wor ds and names, things, actions, ideas to snmite himwth
their utter abstraction, a whole world focused upon an
alien thing. Sound. Al fgave hi mwords, because it was
Alf's nature to heal and to teach, to open m nds and
bodies to all that they could know. But he had not known the
extent of his own power, until
Ni kki - human, nortal, utterly earthbound-
waki ng to words, woke also to what had begotten

them Power; witchery. Wite magic. The
healing, in striving to nend what could not be nended, had
wrought a new sense in place of the | ost one.

The smal |l hal f-savage child had not even known
what it was. For a little while, in his innocence, he
had even been gl ad, thinking that now at |ast he was |ike
everyone el se

The young man knew he was |ike no one at all
He coul d not speak. He could not.

"You won't," Anna said. "It would spoil your
gane. "



Soneti mes, when he could bear it no | onger, he would
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shout at her. He had a voice, oh yes. A
hi deous strangl ed ani mal -howl of a voice. It
al ways drove her away-or hinself, driven by her ears
revol t.

But she always flung the last of it at him whether

it was he who fled or she: "They'll go away, al
the Kindred you cling so close to. And then where will you
be?"

Al un was studying himsteadily, wthout diffidence.
Reading himw th ease, head tilted, frowning
a very little. "You're one of us," he said.

Ni kki's fingers knotted. Suddenly he | eaped
up; grinned; pulled Alun after him The innkeeper
caught the coin he flung; bowed and beaned, for it was
silver. He whirled back into the festival

The noon was high and white and cold, the w nd
wild, shrilling upon the stones. Far bel ow t hundered the
sea, casting up great gleam ng gouts of spray.

Alf followed the long Iine of the battl enents,
circling round to that corner which jutted |ike the prow of
white ship. The wi nd whi pped the breath from his |ungs;
he | aughed into it, and stunbled a little. Surprised,
he | ooked down. H's foot had caught upon a
smal | crunpl ed shadow.

cloth, a softness of fur, a heap of garnents
abandoned by the parapet. He smiled wyly and
gat hered them up, warmi ng them under his cloak. High
above the castle soared a seabird, abroad nost
unnaturally in this wind-wild m dni ght.

But then, in or about Caer Gmaent, nothing was
unnatural. The bird spiraled downward. It
flewwell, strong upon the strong wind. Alfs
ears, unhuman-keen, caught a hi gh exultant
cry. His snmle warned and w dened.

W ngs beat above his head. Gull's shape, young
gull's plunmage, dark in the noon.

Wi t eness bl ossonmed out of it. Toes touched stone
where claws had been; Alun |owered his arnmns,
breat hl ess, tunbl e-haired, and naked as a newborn
chi | d.

He dived into the shelter of AIf's cloak
clasping himtightly, grinning up at him "D d
you see, AIf? Did you see what | did?" "I
could hardly avoid it," AIf said dryly. "So
it's a shape- changer you are then. How | ong?"

"Ages." Alf's | ook was stem Al un
| aughed. "Well then, Magister. Since just before ny
birthday. Cctober the thirty- first: Al
Hal | ows' Eve." "O course."

"OfF course! It's been a secret, though Mt her
knows. She's been teaching ne. She was there when it
happened, you see. W were playing with the wolf cubs,
and | thought, hggw wonderful to be one! and
was. | was very awkward-and very surprised."

"l can inagine."

"I like to be a wolf. But a gull is nore



interesting. | think I fly rather well."
Al f helped himto dress, swiftly, for
he was already blue with cold. Wien he was wel |
wrapped in fur and |inen and good thick wool, warning
fromthe skin inward, he returned to Al Fs cl oak
"You're always warm" he said. "How do you do it?"
"How do you fly?"

Al un considered that and nodded. "I see. Only
| can't . . . quite . . . see."
"You only have to will it. Warnmth like a fire always.

No cold; no disconfort."
"Not even in sunmer?"
Alun's gaze was wi de, innocent. Af cuffed
himlightly. "lnmp! In sunmer you think cool ness.
O you suffer like everyone else."” "still do. You never
seemto suffer at all."
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"I't's known as discipline. Wich |leads me to ask
are you supposed to be out here at this hour?"
"Wl L.t
"Vl | ?"
"Nr* one told nme not to." Alun tilted his
head, eyes glinting. "Are you?"
Al f laughed. "In fact, no. | should be
safe in bed. But |I couldn't sleep, and for once
Thea coul d."
"It's not easy to have a baby, is it?
Especially toward the end." "No. But she
doesn't conplain.”
"She's very proud of herself,"” Alun said. "And

happy- sonetines | |ook at her and all | see
is light."
"I too," Af said softly.
"Your children will be very beautiful and very strong and very

wi se. Like your |ady-like you. Can you see, Alf?

He | ooks Iike both of you together, but she has your
face. She's laughing; she has flowers in her

hair. 1I-was Al un | aughed breathlessly. "I think
I"'min love with her. And she isn't even born

yet!"

Al f | ooked down at his rapt face, hinself with
wonder and a touch of awe. Another seer, with clearer
sight in this than he had ever had. He snoot hed the
tousled hair, drawing his cloak tighter round the thin
body. Al un was warm now, grow ng drowsy as a child
will, all at once, eyes full still of prophecy.

It could be tantalizing, that gift they both had,
drawing the mnd inward, |laying bare all that woul d be.
Al the beauty; all the terror. Af caught his
breath. It was dark. Black dark and bone- cold.

Thank God, sighed a small soundl ess voice, that
the beauty is his to see, and not-

He coul d not see. Could only know as the blind know, in
dar kness, the slight boy-shape, all bones and thin
skin, gripping himw th sudden strength. "Alf.

A f, what's w ong?"

Li ght grew slowy. Monlight; cold
starlight; Alun's face, thin and white and very young,
brave agai nst the onslaught of fear. Hi s cheeks were
stiff with cold. "You're seeing again," he said.



"Al'l the bad things. But they'll pass- you'l
see. "
Al f shuddered fromdeep within. This was not |ike the rest of
his visions; they were brutally vivid, as dreans can
be, or true Seeing. Wen his inner eye went blind,
then truly was it tinme for fear, for his mnd would not face
what his power foresaw. Yet Alun saw beyond,
into sunlight.
He drew a slow breath. Was it his own death then
that he went to? He had never feared it; had | onged
for it, prayed for it, through all his long years in the
cloister. How |like Heaven to offer it now, when at |ast
he had something to live for.
He smled at Alun, and warnmed the frozen
face with his hands. "Yes," he said. "The bad things

wi Il pass. Then there'll be only sunlight, and
flowers in agirl's hair." Hs snile
went wicked. "l can guess who'll put themthere."

Alun's cheeks flaned hotter even than
Alts palns. But his eyes were steady, bright with
moonl ight and mrth. "WII you object?" "Only
if she does."

"She won't," said Alun with certainty.

"Check," said Anna.

"Mate," said the Bishop of Sarum

She | ooked from his endangered king to her own truly
conquered one, and | aughed al oud. "Father Jehan!
alnost did it." Her mirth died; her brows net
om nously. "Or did you-was

He spread his hands, the imge of outraged
i nnocence. "Anna Chrysolora! Wuld | stoop so
low as to let you win?" "You have before." But she did not
credit it herself. Not this time. She had fought a
battle to tell tales of, and he had-al nost-fallen
She let her grin have its way. "1'll have you
yet," she promi sed him He |aughed his deep
i nfectious | augh and saluted her with her own ivory
bi shop. "Here's to courage! Another match
m | ady?" As she paused, considering, |lutestrings
sang across the hall, a nmelody |Iike the washing of
waves, three notes rising 32 Judith Tarr

and falling over and over, endlessly. A
recorder wove into it, high and clear and lilting as
bi r dsong.

The Queen herself played on the pipe. The
lutenist--'0 rarity!--was the King's own
Chancel l or. He was ridicul ously shy of playing and
singing in conpany, but his skill was as precious-rare as
his displaying of it.

They clustered round him the court, all the
Ki ndred: Thea banked in cushions at his feet,

Al un drowsi ng agai nst her; N kki with |ovely
Tao-Lin in his lap; OGwdion stretched out like a
boy in a bed of hounds and Fair Fol k.

Al f's voice grew out of the nusic, soft,
achi ngly pure.

"Chanson do-1h not son plan e primfarm
poi s que baton oill vin e Fauzor

son de col or

de nmanta flor.



""Asong I'lIl make of words both plain and
fine, for the buds are on the bough, and the trees bear the
colors of a mantle of flowers. L

They gave himtheir accolade, a full ten
breaths of silence. Thea broke it with |laughter both
tender and teasing. "My lord, ny lord, you tornment
us--such yearning for spring, here in the very heart
of winter."

Hi s eyes met hers and sparked. "There is
fitness," he said, "and there is fitness. Take this
to heart and mind, mlady"--sudden and sw ft and
fierce, all passion, all nockery:

"No vuoill de Roma Fenperi ni r'om
m en fassa apostoli, q'en lieis non aia
revert per cmmart lo cars e-mrima; e
si-1 maltraich no-mrestaura ab un
bai sar am d' annou nmi auci e si enfena!
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""1 would not wish to be the Enperor of Rone,
nor make nme its Pope, that | could not return
to her for whomny heart both burns and breaks; if

she will not restore nme fromthis torment with a kiss before the
new year--then me she slays, herself she sends
to Hell!"" "Bravo!" they all cried as the

lute thundered to a halt. "You heard him Thea,"
Alun said. "And here it is, alnmpst Twelfth
Ni ght. You'd better do it quickly before his
propheci es cone true." But before she could struggle
up, Af had her, drawi ng her bulk easily
into his lap. She glowered at him "Coercion
this," she said darkly. "Conpul sion by poetry.
Cruel, unusual --"

He sighed, |anguishing. "Then | am sl ain,
alas. O shall | take refuge on Saint
Peter's throne?"

"I yield, | yield!" And after a goodly
while: "You wouldn't." H's eyes were glinting. "Dear
CGod! | believe you would."

"Imagine it," saidjehan. "Pope--what?
I nnocent ? Boni face, with that bonny face of
his? He wouldn't be the first enchanter in the Holy
See, and he's closer to a saint than nost who've
sat there.”

Anna's brows went up. "Sone would say there's
no "close" about it. Thea for one. Though to ny
m nd, the distance is just exactly the breadth of her

body. "
That, coming froma woman and one of breedi ng besides,
di sconcerted the Bishop not at all. In face it

delighted him "Anna ny |ove, we should | oose
you on the schools."

"Don't," she said. "They'd never survive
it."

"Ch, but what a wonder to watch themfall,
laid | ow by one woman's wit."

"Poor proud creatures." She took the
ivory bishop fromhis hand, returning it to its
hone on the board. "I rather pity them Msters and
scholars, clerics all, professing a
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celibacy few care to observe-and they ful m nate
at length on the frailty of the female. Should | be
the one to disabuse then?" "It m ght do them good."
She shook her head. "No. Let them play.
I've enough to do here with all these wild witch-children."
"Children!" He | aughed. "Sone of them are
ancient."
"Do years matter to then"
He | ooked hard at her. He had a sharp eye,
and a mnd sharper still behind the battered soldier's face.
"Anna. |s everything well with you?"
"OfF course." She said it clearly, wthout
wavering, even with a smle and a glint of m schief.
"Let me guess. You worry. Little Anna's not
so little anynore. And here she is where she's been for the
past dozen years, living in Caer Gaent, studying
what and when it suits her, traveling when the urge
strikes her, lacking for nothing. Except that any
sel f-respecti ng woman of her age ought to be
safely married, whether to a suitable man or

to God."

"Do you want that?" he asked.

"I never have. I'd like to go on and on as | am
Except ..." "Except?"

She shook her head. "Nothing. This is an odd
place to live in, don't you know? All the
magi c. Al the Fol k-the wonders; the
strangenesses. You'd think after nmore than half ny
life here 1'd be used to it. But I"'mnot. | can
renenmber when | was little, living in the Cty. Mther
Fat her, Irene; Corinna-do you remnenber her?

Franks killed her. They killed my whole

City. But AIf and Thea took nme away, took

me in and brought nme up, taught ne and tended ne and
| oved me. They gave me so nuch; still give it,
unstinting. | don't think anyone has been as
fortunate as I am

"But you see, it can't last. Sooner or |ater
they'Il go away. Probably sooner. Then where will
| be?"

"\Wher e peopl e have al ways been when they grow up."
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"Al one."

"Al one, maybe. But |uckier than npst. You have
weal th, you have | earning; you can live as you pl ease."

"I can, can't |?" She took his large hand in
her own very small one. "In that case, |
know whom | want for my knight."

"What! Not one of the handsone fellows here?" "None
of themis also a bishop."

"You are clever, taking in heaven and earth in one
fell swoop." "Why not, when it's so convenient?"

He | aughed and bowed extravagantly and ki ssed
her hand. "At your service then, fair |ady, and
gladly too." He rose. "Shall we abandon the
chesshoard for a turn of the dance?"

They were danci ng i ndeed, steps and nusic new from
Paris, with variations that were all Rhiyana. Even the
humans here had an air, a grace that was not quite of
their kind, a hint of magic. It nmade their court the



fairest in the world; it nmade their danci ng wonderf ul
Ni kki whirled out of a wild estanpie, dropping
to the floor beside Thea, lying for a moment in a sinple
ecstasy of stillness. He grinned at her; she
sm | ed back and patted his cheek. "Handsonme boy, "
she said. "When | finish atoning for nmy last sin, wll
you hel p nme conmt anot her?"
He | aughed. Hi s breath was com ng back. He sat
up, appropriating a share of her cushions,
settling with the ease and conpl eteness of a cat. The dance
spun on; would spin the night away with hardly a
pause, beating down the old year, pressing
out the new. Thea, bound to earth by the weight of her
body, could only watch. She played with N kki's
hair, smoothing it, trying to tane it. It curled,
whi ch was fashionable; it curled riotously, which was not.
Wrmen al ways yearned to stroke it. But only Thea could
do that when and as she pl eased.
He | ooked at her and stifled a sigh. She was so
very beautiful. They worried a little, Af, the King;
she was not 36 Judith Tarr
wel | made for childbearing, too slight, too
narrow. But she was strong; she had carried well, with
both grace and pride. She had been riding and
dancing right up to Yuletide.
His teeth clicked together. He exam ned her nore
cl osely. She was unwontedly sedentary toni ght, content
to recline like an eastern queen, gravid, serene.
But Thea was never, ever serene. Was she a little paler
than she should be? Her mind seenmed to hold nothing but
pl easure in his presence and intentness on the dance. The
swi ft drunm ng of the estanple had given way to a
subtler rhythm Strange, conplex: a clatter of
nakers, a beating of druns, a high thin wailing of
pi pes. Gwdion had | eft throne and crown
to tread the new neasure; his inmage whirled beyond him
gold and scarlet to his white and silver
di zzying to watch: man and mirror, twin and tw n,
ki ng and royal prince caught up in the rhythm of the
dance.
"They dance for the life of the kingdom" said Thea.
Ni kki nodded slowy. He could feel the swift
pul se of it, strong as the beating of the druns, frai
as the wailing of the pipes. They were all in it now
save only she. Even AIf, tall sword-slim
youth with hair flying silver-fair, reticence and
schol arship forgotten, unleashing for this moment his lithe
panther's grace. Wth each novenment he drew
closer to the center, to the King. The pattern shaped and
firmed about him Wheels wove w thin wheels.
Human bodi es, human wills, human ni nds
babbl ed oblivious; but at the heart of them swelled
a mghty magic. Here in the White Keep at the
turning of the year, under the rule of the El venking, his
Ki ndred had raised their power. Power beyond each single
flame of witchery, power to shake the earth or to hold
it onits course; power to sustain their kingdom agai nst
all the forces of the dark
Thea tapped Ni kki between the shoul ders, a slight,
i nperative push. "Go on. Help them"



He hesitated. He-he was not-

"For me," she said, fierce-eyed
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There was a space, a gap, a weakness in the
pattern. He let it take him

A much | arger presence took Nikki's place
at Thea's side. Jehan had left Anna with a
cromd of young scholars, all wild and sone
brilliant, concealing their awe of the royal court behind
an air of great ennui. The presence of a bishop, a
friend of the Pope hinself, had been rather too rmuch for them

Thea coul d renmenber himas a novice with a
pocketful of stolen figs, reading the Al magestin a
hayl oft. She grinned at him he grinned back
"There's magic in the air tonight," he said. "Ah,
shane! You've been here a scarce week and al ready
you're corrupted. You'll be singing spells next."

"The Mass is quite sufficient for ne."

"And what is that but the very greatest of enchant
ment s?" She shifted a little, carefully. Wth no
apparent haste he was there, supporting her, easing
her awkward wei ght. Hi s eyes were very, very keen
Irritably she pushed himaway. "I am not
delicate!" she snapped. He was not at al
perturbed, although she could blast himw th a thought.
Calmy, boldly, he laid his hands upon her
belly. "Not delicate," he said
cheerfully, "but none too confortable either. Wen did it
start?"

A hot denial flared, died. He was human;
he had no power; but he had never been a fool
She | owered her eyes. "It's nothing yet. Just a
pang here and there."

"How | ong?"

"Si nce before dinner."

Hi s fingers probed gently, unobtrusively, and with
alarming skill. He did not say what she knew
as well as he: that one small body was as it should
be, but the other was not, the daughter as willful-contrary
as her nother.

"You' ve been shielding," he said.

"For my own peace of nmind. The |longer it takes
Alf to start shaking, the better we'll all be."
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He shook his head. The humans had fallen one
by one out of the dance. It was all of the Kindred, and
Ni kephoros among them small and dark and solid
but utterly a part of them The King had left their
center; one spun there alone, all the pattern in his
long white fingers, all the power singing through him about
him out of him If he let go-if he even
slipped-all would shatter, pattern and power
and the m nds of those who shaped bot h.

Jehan | oosed his breath in a |l ong hiss. "But
it's Gwdi on who shoul d be-was

"The King is King of Rhiyana, nortal and
otherwi se. That," said Thea, "is the Mster of
Brocel i ande. "

Jehan understood. "CGod's strong right arm" he
mut tered. "Qur Brother Alf, the naster sorcerer



of themall."

"Exactly. And tonight of all nights, he needs
his full power. No troubles; no distractions."

"But-was Wsely Jehan set his |ips together and
began again. "He's arm ng the last of your defenses.
But | thought they were all in the Wod."

"Gwdi on won't neglect the whole of his
ki ngdom Nor," she added, "will Alfred. Those two
are a perfect pair."

He did not snmile at her nockery. He was stil
absor bi ng what she had told him "I always knew
he was strong. But as strong as that . . . How did you
ever get himto admt it?"

"We didn't. He hasn't. He's sinply
doi ng what he has to do." In fire, in splendor
| eapi ng, whirling, soaring |ike a falcon, swooping down
to strike the earth itself, strike it and hold it
and guard it, and drive back all who dared to ride
against it. Thea's teeth set. Jehan saw. There was
no shielding fromthose eyes or those hands. She
gripped himw th strength enough to make hi m w nce.
"Don't-don't-was

It was a gasp, but it was loud, startling. The
musi ¢ had stopped. The dancers stood poised, their
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It frayed and shredded. Its center flashed through a
rent, like light, like white fire. Jehan fel
back before him Thea regarded himw thout fear, even with
anusenment. "Dearest fool," she said, "it's only
childbirth. It happens every day."

"Not to you." He lifted her. He was breathless, his
hair wild, his face both flushed and pal e; he
| ooked hardly old enough to have fathered a child, |let alone
to be the prop and center of all Rhiyana's
magi c. But his eyes were still too bright to neet.
"What | should do to you for your deceit-was

"It served its purpose, didn't it?" She
| et her head rest upon his shoulder. "Well, ny
| ove, are we going to make a spectacle of ourselves
here, or would you prefer a little privacy?" For a
monent the flush conquered the pallor. He held her
cl ose, kissed the smooth parting of her
hair, and strode swiftly toward the door. |
caret caret caret fronmbbbbcaret caret caret
caret caret to caret SR' V caret
,His""1' caret by 'caret caret 'SS- Sl
1l caret becaret . sk"...caret becaret caret

"It's taking a very long tinme," Alun said. They
had converged upon Jehan's small chanber: Al un
Ni kki, Anna. That it was very close to Thea's
chi | dbed, being the chaplain's cell of the Chancellor's
Tower, had sonmething to do with their presence there, but they
seened to take confort in the occupant hinmself. None of
t hem had sl ept much. Al un was ow -eyed but al nost
fiercely alert, perched at the end of the hard narrow
bed. "All night it's been," he said. "I
don't like it."

Anna | ooked up fromthe book which she was trying
to read by candlelight. "It often does take a



while, especially with first babies. Your nother was two
days with you."

"Yes, and it alnost killed her!" N kki drew
himinto a quieting enbrace; he pulled free.
"We're not like you. We're strong in everything
except this. It's so frighteningly hard even to get
children, and then we can't bear properly. As if

we weren't meant "

Jehan grasped his shoul ders and held him

firmy. "Stop
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that now Alf is there, and your nother, and your father. @
They won't | et anything happen.”

Al un drew together. Too thin, too pale, too
sharp of feature, he had not cone yet to the beauty of
his kind; he was all eyes and spidery |inbs,
quivering with tension. "Alf is afraid," he said.
To his indignation, Jehan | aughed. "O course
Al'ts afraid! |'ve never net a new father who
wasn't. And the nore he knows of midw fery, the nore
terrified he's apt to be, because he knows every little thing
that can go wong." The Bishop held out his hands.
"Here, children. Let's sing a Mass for themand for us, of
course, to keep us fromgnawi ng our nails."

Al un | ooked rebellious. Anna frowned.
Ni kki tilted his head to one side, and after a
monent, smiled. Why, he said clearly in all their
m nds, it's Epiphany. Twelfth N ght. W
can ask the Three Kings to hel p Thea.

"And the Christ child." Alun | eaped up. "They'l
listen to us, | knowit. Cone, be quick
We've no tine to waste."

The chapel was small but very beautiful, consecrated
to Saint John, the Evangelist, the prophet, and
i ncidentally, Jehan's own nane-saint. Long ago,
when this had been the Queen's Tower, this chapel had
been hers. Alf had kept the century-old
fittings, adding only new vestnments and a new altar
cloth of his own weaving. For that skill too he had,
a rare and wonderful magic, to weave what he saw
into a tangi bl e shape. Snhow and noonlight for the
altar, sunlit gold for the chasuble, both on a
weft of silk.

The children sat cl ose together near the altar, two
dark heads and one red-gold; two wi de pairs of
bl ack eyes, the third fully as wi de but gray as
rain. Alun, in the nmiddle, held a hand of each of
his friends. Only he sang the responses; Anna
never woul d and N kki could not. H s voice was al nost
frightening, high and achingly pure, soaring up and up and
up, plunging with no warning at all and wi th perfect
control into a deep contralto. Even in his trouble,
or perhaps because of it, he
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took a quiet delight in that skill, smiling
at the man on the altar. O course,
Jehan thought; the boy was Alf's pupil. Small
wonder that he could sing like an angel--or like a
Jeronmite novice. The others were devout enough, but



he was rapt. As if there were nore to the rite than words
and gestures, a depth and a neaning, a center that was
all light.

VWhat priest he woul d make!

Jehan sighed a little even in the Mass. Wat a
priest AIf had made, and he had had to |leave it
or go mad. And this was a royal prince, heir by right
to a throne, even without the fact of his strangeness. H s
damation, the Church woul d decree. Absolute and
irrevocabl e by his very nature, because he was
wi t chborn; he would not age, he would not die.

The Church is a very blind thing.

Ni kephor os" voi ce, distinct and rather cold.
VWhile Alun made a rippling beauty of the
Agnus Dei, Jehan net the steady bl ack
stare. He did not cry to answer. N kki had
heard it all, attack and defense, a thousand timnes
over. And being G eek, tolerant of Rone but never
bound to it, he could judge nore calmy than nost.
Nor aml . . . quite . . . human. | was
certainly born with a soul; it's a noot point
whether |'ve lost it since.

Anot her of AIf's clever pupils.

And Thea's. N kki's head bowed; his eyes
| owered. Hi s whol e body spoke a prayer

Pai n was scarlet and jagged and edged with fire.
Pai n was sonet hing one watched froma very great distance, and
even admired for its perfect hideousness. But one
did not nmock it. Not after so long in its conpany.

A nmost unroyal crew, they were. A slender
child in a snock like a serving maid's, ivory hair
escaping fromits plait, lovely flower-face
drawn thin with weariness. Atall young man with his
bl ack brows knit, his shirt of fine |linen nuch
runpled with long |l abor. And cl osest of al

to heart
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and body, a youth as tall as the other, still in his

cotte of cloth of silver, bending over the focus
of the pain: a body naked and swollen, gone to war with
itself.

"It was just so with ne," said the girl, who was no
girl at all but a queen. "A battle,

Alun's power against my own. And here are two,
stronger still in their mnds' bonding, struggling to keep
to the wonb."

No. Thea had no breath to say it al oud,
but her mind had a little strength left. It's not only
that. I"'mtoo small. Fighting nyself, too.

Af, if you need to cut-

He shook his head, stroking her sweat-sodden
hair out of her face. Anger flared with the pain.
Dam you, Alfred! I'mtired. "Not too tired
to rage at ne."

And he was taking the pain, setting her apart fromit.
But she was past repentance. Oashe cried to the center
of the struggle. Qut with you

It had power, and it was stark with fear, all instinct,
all resistance.

Al f's hands were on her, startlingly cool



"Push," he commanded. He reached with his mnd, draw ng
in the others,. aimng, loosing. Acry tore itself out
of her.

He was relentless. "Again."

Oh, she hated him she hated his will, she hated
t he agony he had set in her. She gathered all her
hate and thrust it downward. Maura was there beside
Alf. "Al nost, Thea. Once nore. Only once."

Liar. There were two of the little horrors. She pushed.

Sonet hi ng how ed.

Sonething el se tore, battling.

Little witch-bitch. Kill her nother, would
she? "Turn her." Gwdion, but strange,
breat hl ess. Excited? Afraid? "Af, turn-was

Li ke a bl ocked cal f.
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That was Alf's shock and his utterly unwilling
anmuse nment. And his power, stretching and curving,
turning- slipping. Strong little witch.

Hol di ng. Cal mi ng. Easing, inch by inch. Down,
round. Ah, God!

Qu.

The worl d had stopped.

No; only the pain.

Gwdi on was grinning, inpossible, wonderful
vision. AIf was far beyond that. He laid a twofold
burden on her enptied body, red and withing,
hi deous, beautiful, and suddenly, blissfully
silent. She nmet a cloud-blue stare. That was the
l[ittle witch. And the little sorcerer w thout arnor or
spurs, only his strong young heels, with dark down
drying on his skull; but his sister had none at all,
poor baby. Wth great care and no little effort, Thea
touched the danp soft skin. Real, alive, breathing,
and strong. Strong enough to put up a magnificent
fight and alnobst win it. Tired as she was, she
| aughed a little. "Af, |ook. See what
we made! "

If he had shone with joy before when the children noved within
her, now he bl azed. Hi s hand brushed them found their
nmot her, returned to the small wiggling bodies. They
nmoved ai nml essly, |ips working, seeking. He | aughed
in his throat, soft and wonderfully deep, and eased
t hem round, hol ding themwi thout effort as each found a
bri mm ng breast.

This too was pain, but sweet, swelling
i nto pl easure. She curved an arm about each and
realized that she was smling. Ginning rather, |like a very
i diot.

Gwdi on bent and ki ssed her brow, bent again
to her lips. She tasted the fire that slept in him
"Now, " he said inperiously, "name themfor their
Ki ng. "

She net Alf's gaze. Her armtightened about
her daughter. "Liahan, this is."

"And Cynan," Alf said, cradling his son nore
carefully. the HOUNDS OF god 45

"Good Rhiyanan names," said the El venking.

"They' re Rhiyanan children." Alfs eyes glinted.
"\What ever their parents may be."



"A Geek witch and a renegade Saxon
nmonk. A splendid pedigree." Thea
yawned in spite of herself. Liahan began to fret;
Al f gathered her up deftly, one-handed. Her nother
smi | ed.

Wthin Thea, sonething shifted Iike a dam breaking. Her
arnms were enpty. "The babies--where--" "Mura
has them" Gwdi on was death-white, cal magain.

Too calm Alf she could not see. She had | ost

her body again. "I want ny children. Wiy did you
take them away? | want ny children!" Af cane

back to her mnd first, then to her eyes. H s hands--
A gust of laughter shook her--hysteria. "Alf!

You' ve nurdered sonebody. You're all blood. "

She coul d not see properly. Could not think. Horror
struck deep. "You killed them You killed--"

Strong hands hel d her down. She fought.

Al fs voice |ashed out. "Stop it!"

Gentle AIf, who never shouted, who woul d never
even quarrel. She lay still, straining to see him
"Afred--"

He spoke quietly again. Very quietly, very
levelly. "Thea. The blood is yours, and only
yours. |If you love ne--if you love life--you wll
et me heal you. WIIl you, Thea? Can you?" Fear had
gone far away. AIf was a white blur, a babble
of words echoing in her brain. Her power
t hrobbed |i ke an ache. He was hol di ng back the
flood. Holding, but no nore. Her barriers held
too firmy against him

He could live in her mnd. He could set his seed
in her. He could--not--invade her thus. Reaching
deep into her body, shaping, changing, outsider
alien, forbidden--

"Thea! "

Hi s angui sh pi erced where reason coul d not, stabbing
46 Judith Tan- deep and deep. Relief I|ike
pain; the swelling of that nbst mracul ous of his
powers. Slowy she yielded before him

Thea slept. Af wavered on his feet. Even
for one of his kind, he was far too pale.

Gwdi on braced him He allowed it for a nonment
only, drawi ng himself up, firm ng his stance. "She'l

live now," he said, little nore than a sigh. "MW
lord, if you would, | should bathe her; and the bed--the
servant s--what Dane Agace will say--"
"We'll see toit."
He stiffened. "I can't rest now. The enbassy
from Rome--" "Your place," said Maura, "is
here." She extricated himfrom Gwdion's hands,

drawing himw th her. "Here, sit. Water is coning; you
can bathe, too. And eat, and the'n sleep.”

He woul d take the bath and the food; he could even
let his King and his Queen together clear away the
bl oodi ed sheets and spread fresh ones
sweet-scented with rose petals. But he woul d not
sl eep, nor would he sit by while they tended the
unconsci ous body of his | ady, washed it and cl ot hed
it inashift and laid it in the clean bed. "If |
need rest,"” he said rebelliously, "then what of



you?" "We'll snatch an hour," Gaydion
answered, "but only if you rest now" Alts eyes

flashed with rare ill tenper. "Blackmail!" The
Queen | aughed. "Assuredly. Lie down,
brother. 1'Il watch over you all and keep the

throngs fromthe door."

"And your husband in his bed."

"That too," she agreed willingly, and |aughed
again, for the King's brows had net, his rebellion
risen to match his Chancellor's. But he knew
better than to voice it. Proudly yet obediently
he retreated. The Queen circled the room Alf
slept twined with his lady in the curtained privacy
of their bed. Their children breathed gently in the cradle that
had been Alun's and bore still in its carvings the
crowned seabird of the King; but the
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coverl et was new, enbroidered with the falcon of
Brocel i ande and the white gazehound of Careol
Maura snoot hed it, noving softly, smling to herself.
Already the children's faces were losing the angry flush of
birth, taking on the pallor of the Kindred. By the
bed's head stood a table | aden with books. There were
al ways books where Al f was; he and Gwydi on bet ween
them had nade the library of the castle a scholars
paradise, filling it with the rare and the wonderf ul

She took up a volune of Ovid. It was
intricately and extensively witten in, in
Al'ts clear nonkish hand, and now and then Thea's
i npatient scribble: glosses, commen tary, and
acerbi c observations. Maura sat by the cradle,
rocking it with her foot, and began to read. The door
eased open. She | ooked up. A head appeared,
eyes w dening as they met hers. Alun hesitated,
drew back, slid round the door |ooking guilty
but determ ned.

H s nother held out her hand and all owed her snile
to bloom "You're somewhat late," she said.

As he cane into her enbrace, the room seened
to fill behind himAnna, N kki, Jehan | oom ng
over themall. Their expressions mngled joy,
anxi ety, and a nodi cum of respect for the
Queen's mpjesty. Alun voiced it all in a
breat hl ess rush. "Mther! Are they wel [ ?" "Al very
wel | ," she answered him "See."

The young ones crowded round the cradle, silent,
staring. Jehan waited patiently, but his glance
strayed nost often to the bed. "Thea?" he asked very
quietly.

"Weak, but well." H's worry was a tangible
thing; she smled to ease it.

He blinked, dazzled, and snmiled back. "I
under stand ... it was a battle."”

Al un turned quickly. "And when | wanted to go and
hel p, you pulled me down and sat on ne."

"So," said Jehan, "I committed a crine.

Lese-mgj este. "
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"That's only for kings." Carefully, alnost
timdly, Anna set the cradle to rocking.



"They' re beautiful children, these."

Al un turned back beside her. "They're al
red."

Ni kki grinned. So had Al un been when he was
born, shading to crimson when he how ed.

He glared but did not deign to respond.

Ni kki only grinned the wider. Afs

head appeared fromamd the bed curtains, peering out
at the gathering. If it surprised himto see them

all there after Maura's pronise, he gave no

sign of it.

Even so little sleep had brought back his sheen.

He emerged with care | est Thea wake, draw ng

everyone at once into his joyous enbrace. Even

Jehan- especi al |l y Jehan, who had never been one

to stand upon his dignity. "The old Abbot should see you
now, " the Bishop said grinning. "He'd be cackling

with glee."

"Wul dn't he?" Af |aughed for the sinple
pl easure of it and stooped to the cradle, raising his
son, setting the bl anket-w apped bundle in
Jehan's arms. But his daughter he gave to Al un
with alittle bow "M/ lord, your bride."

Alun held her stiffly, staring at her face within
the bl ankets. She was awake and a trifle
unconfortable. He shifted his grip, easing it,
relaxing little by little. She blinked and stirred, but in
confort, learning this body in this newwrld, in the cold
and the open and the sudden awesone |ight.

"I remenber,” Alun said slowy. "A |ong,
long time ago . . . everything was so strange. Al
new. As if it had never been before, but now it
was and woul d al ways be." He blinked-had he known it,
exactly as Liahan had done-and shook his head.

Alf was smling at him "I do remenber!™
"I believe you. My menory goes back not quite
so far, but far enough." "Ch, but you're old!"
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Al f | aughed. No one had ever heard himlaugh
so much. "Ad as Methusel ah, and happy enough
to sing." "Do that!" cried Anna. "Yes." Thea's
voi ce brought themall about. It was . sonewhat faint
and she was very pale, but she was sitting j bar up
smling. "Do that, Af."

HHs mrth faded. Turned indeed to a frown
as she stood H swaying, as white as her shift.

Swi fter than sight he was H beside her, sweeping
her up. "You, ny lady, are not to H | eave your
bed for a day at least."

"I ndeed, ny lord?" She |inked her hands about his
neck. "Am | such a weakling then?" "You al nost
died."

"Only alnmost." She sighed deeply. H's stare was
i npl ac able. "Well then. | suppose | can
hunor you. If-was "No ifa, Thea."

"I'f," she continued undaunted, "you forbear from
fretting over me. Aren't you supposed to be
recei ving an enbassy?" "You'd send ne away now?"

He | ooked al nost stricken. Her eyes danced.

"Not just now. You can hover over the cradle for a bit.



You can sing for us all. But first and forenost,'
drawi ng his head down, "you can kiss ne." 6
caret caret litix

she said,

f caret caret so caret ,"'eacaret
Al f paused just outside the King's solar.
Ni kki, in the gray surcoat and fal con blazon

of his squire, straightened the Chancellor's chain of
of fice and snoot hed his cloak of fine wool and
vair. He was oblivious to the service, ears and
m nd i ntent upon what passed beyond the door
Ni kki smiled wyly. There's one advant age
in being late, he said. You don't have to stand through the
usual round of cerenonies. Af turned w de
pal e eyes upon him Slowy they came into focus.
"Gwdion is alone in there."
Alone with half his court.
"Servants and secretaries."”
And t he Bi shop of Sarum
But none of his Kin. He had conmanded it. The
Pope's men coul d have seen themin the hall, tal
fair people nmingling freely with the human fol k, but there
woul d be no cl oser neetings. Not while the
ki ngdom s safety rested upon the goodw Il of the
enbassy.
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Abruptly Alf strode forward. N kki
stretched to keep pace. The guard bowed themthrough the
door.

The Pope had chosen his men with great care. The
Legate himself was slightly startling, a young man for a
cardinal, surely no nore than forty, |ean and dark and
haughty, with a black and penetrating eye. But he was
no fanatic. No; he was something much nore deadly.

A true and faithful man of God, deeply

| earned in both Iaw and theol ogy, and gifted with a rare
intelligence. It took in the arrivals; absorbed

but did not yet presune to judge, although the kind of the
tall young-faced nobl eman was clear to see.

Hi s attendants were |less controlled. Odinary
men, nost of them uneasy already in the presence of one
of the witch-people. They crossed thenselves as A f passed,
struggling not to stare, fascinated, frightened, but not
openly hostile. But one or two anpbng them struck
Ni kki's brain with hate as strong as the blow of a
mace. He staggered under it.

They never saw. He was only a
servant, human, young and rather small, invisible.

He firmed his back and raised his chin. He could
see who hated. They | ooked no different fromthe
rest, Cistercians by their habits, eyes and faces
carefully matched to their conpanions'. Only their
sudden hate betrayed them a hate thickened with
fear. Gwdi on seened undi smayed by it, sitting
as he sat when he would be both easy and formal, his
cl oak of ermine and velvet cast over his tal
chair but his crown upon his head. He rose to greet
hi s Chancellor, gesturing the others to remain seated,
hol di ng out his hand. "My lord! How fares your
| ady?"



Al f bowed over the King's hand, as graceful a
pl ayer as he, and no less calm "She is
well. Sire, | thank you for your courtesy." The
King turned to the Legate. "Here is joy, ny lord
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Cardinal. His grace the Chancellor is new cone
to father hood: a fine pair of strong children, born on
this very day of Epiphany." Had N kki been
free, he would have | aughed. The poor nonks were
appal | ed. The Hounds in shepherds' habits were
outraged. Benedetto Cardinal Torrino was wyly
and visibly anused. "My felicitations,
my lord," he said, snmooth and sweet and inpeccably
courteous. Al f bowed. The Cardi nal regarded him
under long lids, considered, offered his ring. Devoutly
Alf kissed it. N kki's m nd appl auded. The
devotion was real enough, but the drama was spl endi d.
One good si npl e monk, chosen for his faith nore than
for his erudition, |ooked to see the Devil's spawn
expire in a storm of brinstone.

He did not even flinch. The Cardinal smled.
"So, sir, you are the Wiite Chancellor. Even in
Rome we have heard of your acconplishments.” More
even than he knew, Ni kki thought.

"Your Em nence is kind," Af said with beconing

humlity. "I amtruthful. You are, so they say,
a man of exceptional talents." The fair young
face was serene, the voice unshaken. "I amno nore
t han
God has made ne. And," he added, "no
| ess. "

"The Devil, they say, may quote
Scripture."” That was neant to be heard, the speaker
one of those who hated. He stood cl ose behind the
Legate, a man whose face one could forget, whose
mnd blurred into a bl ack-red m st.

Ni kki's shields sprang up and
| ocked. He stood walled in sudden silence. Alf
noved to sit beside the King, not, it seened, taking
notice. But that m nd was wong. Nothing human shoul d
be all hate. Nothing sane; nothing natural

H's throat burned with bile. He laid his hand
on Al'ts shoul der, opening the nmerest chink of his power.
Through it shone Alts reassurance: He can't touch us
her e.

He had no need to. There was sonething in him the
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Sonet hi ng strong. Sonething with power, but not the power
Al f had, the white wi zardry of the Kindred. This was
bl ack and bl ood-red. You needn't stay, Alf
sai d.

Ni kki thought refusal, with a touch of tenper.
Al f shrugged invisibly against his hand. That choice was
his to make. But let himlisten and be firmand not be
afraid. This tine the flare of anger nade Alf
start. Nikki nmuted it in sudden shanme, but he could
not entirely quell his satisfaction. He was
al arnmed, not craven; certainly he was no weakl i ng.

Al un shook hinmself hard. His |ong sleepless
ni ght was creeping up on him Anna sat where the



Queen had been before, reading the book Maura had
| eft behind. Thea drowsed in the bed with Cynan
curled against her side. In his own armns, Liahan
hovered on the edge of sleep. By w tch-sight she
gl owed softly, power as newborn as herself, flickering
alittle as he brushed it with his own bright strength.
Sonetime very soon, she was going to be hungry. He
could feel it in his own stomach, which in truth was newy
and confortably filled. He smiled and touched a finger
to the small round belly with its knot of
bi rth-cord

She stirred. She was siartlingly strong, adept
al ready at kicking off her blankets, as at
obj ecting when the cold air struck her skin. Her
| ungs were even stronger than her |egs.

"Here," Thea said, rousing and hol di ng out her arns,
"let me feed her."

Al un surrendered her with great reluctance,
to Thea's amusenent. Wi ch deepened as he backed
away, blushing furiously, |ooking anywhere but at the
swel | of bare breast, white as its own milk. He
clenched his fists. She was |aughing. O course she
woul d, who had made an ardent |over of an
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He pushed hinsel f toward her, even to the bed at her
si de, where Cynan was waking to his own sudden
hunger .

"This could get inconvenient," Thea observed as
Al un settled her son into the curve of her free
arm He banked her with pillows. Twofold nother
t hough she was, her smile was as wi cked as ever
"Greedy little beasts. No wonder sensible |adies
put their babies out to nurse." He perched on the
bed's edge and tucked up his feet. H's blush was

fading. "I think you're sensible. As long as you're
able ... | nean, two of themwas
"I mean to be able." Her expression was pure
Thea, both tender and fierce. "I went to a great
deal of trouble to have these two little witches. |I'm not

about to hand them over to soneone else to raise." "You
didit for AIf, didn't you?"
"I didit for nyself." She softened a little.
"Well. For himtoo. Rather much for him"
"I remenber when he first knew " Al un
grinned. "That was sonething. The whol e castle shook with
it. Drums and trumpets and choruses of
all eluias; you could have lit a chapel with his
smle."”

She | aughed. "Only a chapel ? No; a whol e

cat hedral . "
"He's still as happy as he was then," Al un said.
"Happier." "Sometinmes | think we're

all too happy." But Anna sniled as she said
it, exchanging her book for a mlkily sated
Cynan. "Though |I rem nd nyself that bliss is
never unall oyed where there are children. Especially
witch- children.”

"When have there ever been-was Al un stopped and swung
at her, nock-enraged.

Thea deposited her daughter in his outstretched



arms. "Ch, yes, sir, we all suffered with you
Now you can pay back the debt. Put her to your
shoul der. Yes, so. And have at her-thus." She
cl apped her hands. "Bravo! You'll nake a nother
yet."
Alun rose, wobbling a little. Cynan lay already
in the the hounds OF god 55
cradl e and already asleep. Carefully the Prince
| ai d Li ahan beside him Her eyes were shut, her
mouth folded into a bud. But her hand, wandering, found his
finger and gripped hard. He | ooked up into the
worren' s wi de sniles, and down again, smling hinself,
alittle rueful, much nore than a little smtten. Nor
could all their mockery change a bit of it.
The Cardi nal sipped slowy,
appreciatively. The King's wi ne was excellent.
He | ooked over the cup into Gwdion's
face and sidewi se to that of the Chancellor. The
Bi shop of Sarum had managed to station hinself behind the
latter, a formidable bulk with a face set in
granite.
He set down his cup and fol ded his hands. They were
the image of amty, all of them seated round a cable
of ebony inlaid with lapis and silver, flanked
each by his |loyal servants. Though to the
Cardinal's lowy nmonks the witch- |ords boasted a
bi shop api ece--and for the King besides, the Archbi shop of
Caer Gnent, Primate of all Rhiyana.
Who said in the way he had, slow and deli berate,
pondering every word, "My lord Cardinal, you say you comne
nerely to offer the greetings of the Pope to the King of
Rhi yana. You deny any know edge of troops gathering
agai nst us, let alone troops who march under the
Cross. And yet, Your Eminence, ny priests in
the Marches bring me word of this very thing. Are ny
clergy to be accused of fal sehood?" The Legate
all owed hinself a very small smile. "Certainly not,
nmy | ord Archbi shop. Some anxi ety woul d be understandabl e,
what with the deplorable events in Lan- guedoc; when
one's nei ghbors armfor war, one naturally fears
first for oneself. Even when that fear is wthout cause."
"I's it?" The Archbi shop | eaned forward.
"Wyul d Your Em nence swear to that on holy relics?"
"Quilt speaks loudly in its own defense,"”
said the nonk on the Cardinal's right hand. "Do you
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Al f had been silent throughout that |ong slow hour
intent on the faces round the table, on the voices
speaking at length of |lesser matters, on the
pattern of wood and stone and silver under his fingertip.
Now he raised his eyes. They were quiet, alittle
abstracted. "Suppose,"” he said, "that we declare the
prelimnaries ended and cone to the point. There is a
Crusade arning agai nst Rhiyana. Its purpose
sits here before you. Your task is to offer the Church's
cl emency, to present conditions under which the arm es may
be di shanded and the ki ngdom preserved." He | owered his
gaze and traced the curve of a silver vine. "You
cone, in short, to the first cause of the conflict.
Rhiyaria's King."



"There is no conflict," the Cardinal began
Again Alf |ooked up. The Cardinal inhal ed
sharply. Geat eyes, pale gray as they had
seened to be-they were not gray at all, but the color
of moonlit gold. And they were no nore human than a
cat's. AIf smiled very faintly. "No conflict,

Em nence. No nortal reason to preach a

Crusade. Rhiyana is a peaceful kingdom as

ort hodox as any Pope's heart could desire; its
churches and abbeys are full, its people devout, its
clergy zealous in pursuit of their duties. And

yet, ny lord Cardinal. And yet. If there is no
nortal reason, there remains the other. Again, ny

Ki ng. "

"Not he alone," said the nonk who had spoken
before. AIf raised a brow

"He has kin," the nonk said, "creatures of his
own kind, marked as he is marked. Some even nore
clearly than he."

"Yes, Brother? How so?"

"Only take up a mirror and see."

The Chancel | or sat back as if at ease.

"Ch, |I'ma nost egregi ous nonster,

admt it freely. But he? He is the very inmage

of his father, or so they tell ne; certainly he bears
a cl ose resenblance to his nephews and cousins."

"Somewhat di stant cousins, and great-nephews
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"Ah well. Brother. It's not as if he were
uni que in the world. "Adam was one hundred and
thirty years old when he begot a son in his
i keness, after his inmage; and he named him
Seth. Adam lived eight hundred years after
Seth, and he had ot her sons and daughters. was
"The whole lifetime of Adam was nine hundred and
thirty years; then,"" said the nonk, ""then he
died.""

"So he did," Alfsd. "And by that reckoning,
nmy King has a while yet to live before he is
proven imortal ."

"You nock the word of God."

"No," Alfsd softly. "That, | do not. Nor
am| mad or possessed or begotten of
denons. No nore than is ny lord. If he has
rul ed 1 ong, has he not also ruled well? Has
any son suffered? Has any woman wept or child
di ed because Gwdi on wears Rhiyana's crown?"

"The flesh is dust and ashes, its confort a lie.
Only the soul can live."

"As no doubt it lives in Languedoc, its
housi ng ravaged with war and starvation."

The nonk drew hinmsel f up. Hs face was white, his
cheekbones bl otched with scarlet. "Your very existence
is acorruption of all it touches." Alf
contenmplated him head tilted a little to one side.
"You do not think," he said. "You only hate. You
who profess to serve the God of |ove
Eneny t hough you be, | find I pity you.

The flare of hate struck N kki blind.
Sightless, walled in soundl essness, he clutched at



air, wood, firmflesh sheathed in vair. He could
not see, could not hear, could not--

Alun tensed. The air wavered; the children's faces
bl urred. Sonething reached. Darkness visible. Hate
t hat groped, seeking, black and crinson,
wol f-jaws wide to seize, to rend, to devour
Li ahan!

She lay still. Her eyes were open, fixed. He
called on all his power. Somewhere, faint and far
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voices cried out to him No, Alun. This is
too strong for you. Alun! It had Liahan. His
lovely laughing lady with flowers in her hair. It
had her; it gripped her

He struck with every ounce of his strength. The
wol f - dar kness wavered, startled, turning at bay.
He | aughed, for he had marked it, a long
searing-bright wound. Again he struck. The eneny
sprang.

Anna saw Al un | eap erect over the
cradle. H s shape blurred and darkened. And yet
he | aughed, light and strong and free. The
darkness swelled |ike snoke; coiled about him hurled
hi m down. Behi nd Anna, Thea cried out, a harsh
i nhuman sound, raw with rage. Anna wheel ed. The
| ady stood by the bed, swaying. Anna caught her
"Thea, don't, Af said not--"

Anna gripped fur round a slash of teeth,
white hound, mad eyes, no Thea left at all
Gimy she clung. The darkness swooped,
wol f-j awed, hell-eyed. The light whirled away.

N kki could see. He nust.

They were all staring. Af, closest, whose cl oak
Ni kki clutched--Alf sat bolt upright, white
as death. "No," he whispered. "Ch, no."

Fi ercely Ni kki shook him He could not turn

prophet now. The monk's eyes were avid. The

Legate watched with deadly fascination. Wth infinite
slowness Alf rose. He was lost utterly in

horror only he could see. "Sweet nercifu

God- -

"Aun!"

Not he alone cried out. Gwydi on al oud
Ni kephoros in silence: a great howl of anguish.

Ni kki's hands were full of fur, the cloak
enpty, people gaping. He saw none of it.

He saw only darkness and light, and Gwdion's
face. It wore no expression at all

And the King was gone, the solar erupting in a babble
of voices. N kki's mnd was one great bruise,
all the patterns torn and scattered. He nade the
babbl e stop--willed it, conb9
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manded it. So many eyes. And he coul d not vanish
into air. He did not know how.

Wth a last wild glance, he spun about and bolted.
Soneone pounded after. Father Jehan, miter tucked under
his arm stiff robes hauled up to his knees.

Behind N kki's eyes, a small mad creature was



sni ckering. That great frame had never been nade for
racing, least of all in full pontificals.

Ni kki whi pped round a corner. H s |ungs had

begun to ache. His feet beat out a grimrefrain.

Too late--too |ate--too late. Al un was

gone. Anna was gone. Thea was gone. The children were
gone. Dead, gone, dead, gone, dead--

A sob ripped itself fromhim He flung hinself
f or war d.

It was very quiet in the Chancellor's bedchanber.
The bed was tunbl ed, enpty. The cradl e rocked
untenanted, the coverlet rent and torn as
if with cl aws.

Al f stood over it like a shape of stone. At his
feet crouched Gwdion with a linp and lifeless
body in his arms, his eyes flat, fixed on nothing,
dead.

The Queen wept, huddl ed by him stroking
Alun's hair. The sane gesture over and over
Gwdi on had no tears. He had nothing at all
Ni kki tasted blood. Then pain, his own hand
caught in his teeth. It throbbed as he let it
fall, stunbling into the room The air stung his
nostrils as after lightning, the nmenory of great power
unl eashed and now wi t hdr awn.

Wth infinite slowness AIf sank to one knee. Hi s
lips noved, and his hand with them signing the Cross.
"Kyrie eleison. Christe eleison.”

Gwdion turned his head. N kki, out of range

of his stare, still flinched. AIf net it fully. The
King's voice was as terrible as his eyes, flat and
stark and cold, enptied of all humanity. "God

has no mercy."

"Kyrie," said Alf, "eleison. Pater
noster, qui es in coelis--" the hounds OF god

"We have no God. W have no souls.
Only flesh and the black earth.”
"consanctificetur nonen tuunm adveni at
regnum t uum was " CGod- damed devil - begotten
renegade priest.” In the flint-gray eyes, a
spark had kindl ed. Rising, swelling, raging, |ashing
in his voice. "What is your God that He should
take nmy son?" The Queen reached for him
Li ght ni ng cracked; she recoil ed, hands pressed
to her face. One of themwas red, angry, blistering.
Al f reached in his turn to the wounded | ady. She
shook himoff. Her eyes bled tears, but they were
hard and fearless. "This is not God's
work. This bears the stench of H s Adversary."
"They are the sanme." Gmydion rose, the bright
head rolling | oosely upon his shoul der. "They nust be
the sane. Else it would be | who lie here in al
nmy pride and guilt, and not-was "You in all your
folly." She stood to face him She was very tall
she had only to raise her eyes by a little. Yet it
was not to himthat she spoke but to the air. "Aidan. Do
what nust be done."
Fire flashed from Gwdion's eyes, sudden as
the Iight ning. "I have not yet lost my wits!"



"No," she said. "Only your son
He stood very, very still. H's face had
gained not a line, yet it showed every nmoment of his
hundred years. "Only ny son," he said
slowy. "Only-was He drew a ragged breath.
"Let nme pass."
She nmoved aside. He trod forward. Jehan
retreated, leaving hima clear path. He foll owed
it pace by pace, and the Queen after. Her back was
straight, her head high. Only with power could one know
that, even yet, she wept.
Ni kki ventured cautiously into the room The
crackl e of power was fading, a mingling as distinct
to his senses as scents to the nose of a hound.
Maura, Gwydion-grief and hot iron
Ai dan startlingly, unwontedly cool. Alf
wal led in
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Stone. And di mrer nenories: Alun, Thea, the
faint sweet newness of the children.
Al fhad risen by the cradle. Al the anguish
was | ocked in his mnd behind his frozen face. "They're

gone," he said. "Cone utterly, as if they were
dead-but if Thea had died, so too would I. Ah,
God! How can | live with half my mind torn
away?"

Jehan thrust past Nikki, dropping
cope and miter, seizing Alf's shoul ders. Alf
froze. H's eyes were wide and wild, glaring wthout

recognition. He was as still as a stal ki ng pant her, and
fully as dangerous. "I will kill him" he said
wi thout inflection. "Woever has done this-1 will kill

him Death for death, maimng for maimng-was Jehan
struck hima ringing blow Wth a beast-snarl, he
| unged. Jehan fell before the force of him defending
only, with neither hope nor intention of subduing him
There was not hing of reason in him only rage and
bitter |oss.

Ni kki's head tossed fromside to side. It was
all beating on him Mdness, death; |oss and hate
and numbing terror; AlIfs mnd that, stripped of al
its barriers, was an open wound. were they so weak?
Could they not see? They had played full into their
enem es' hands.

They rolled on the floor, Bishop and
Chancel l or, like hounds quarreling in their kennel
Fool s; children. Ni kki made his mind a whip and
| ashed themwith all the force he had. Be still!

They fell apart. He was hardly aware of it. The
one scent, the vital one, was well-nigh gone. But
he could follow, rmust follow, down the |ong w nding
ways of the mind. It was strong, and arrogant
inits strength; it had not shielded itself fully although it
overwhel med the mnds of all its prey together

He was cl ose-closer. Walls and sanctity.
Walls, and sanctity. Snake-swift, it
struck.

Ni kki swam up out of night. Af stooped
over him The world reeled into focus. AIf was
corpse-pale; a bruise purpled his jaw But his



eyes were sane.
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Ni kki seized him still know, he said. still know where
they are. The sanity staggered, steadied. The voice was
soft, but the mnd was a great swelling cry. "Where?"
In Rome. Wth a power--
Al fs face shimmered. N kki snatched with m nd
and hand. No! He nust not go, not know ng, not seeing--
Al f was strong. Before that Hell-strong stroke of
power, he kept his consciousness, if little else.
Ni kki glared at the face beside his own. Wth a
power, he continued grimy, greater than any |'ve
ever known. It's on guard now, we won't get
closer to it than we have. Not fromhere, and not with the strength
that's in us.
Alf sat up with care and pushed his hair out of his
face, holding it there, drawi ng a shuddering
breath. "In Rome," he nuttered. "From Rone,
he- - she--whoever, whatever it is--did this." H's
eyes closed. "Dear God."
"Dear CGod indeed." Jehan knelt stiffly
besi de them For Alfs |one bruise, he had a
dozen; already one eye was swelling shut. "A force that
can reach through all Rhiyana's walls, kil
Al un, take Anna and Thea and the twi ns, drive you
back--it nmust be the Devil hinself." "Or one of his
mnions. O," Af said, "one of us."
Ni kki's body knotted with denial, but his nind
spun free of it. Yes. Horrible as that was, it
could well be. It was power he had scented, and power
that had felled him
But the Kindred were gentle people. They did not, they
could not hate as that one hated, w thout neasure or
mercy. "No?" AIf smiled with all the sadness in
the world. "Ni kephoros ny child, you saw ne only a
nmonent ago. And | am one of the gentlest of us
all.”
Ni kki groped for his hand and clung with convul sive
strength. As if that one weak nortal grip could
hold him could unmake it all and bring back the

bri ghtness that had been the world. Thea will be strong. | know
she will. We'll get her back, or
she' Il cone back herself, hale and whole and spitting

green fire. Wiy, she could make trenbling cowards
out of the very devils in Hell! 64 Judith Tarr

Alf smled faintly but truly. "And Heaven
hel p any nmere bl ack sorcerer." He rose,
wavering, steadying. "As for us, for now, we're needed
here.”

That was all Af and all sanity. Yet they
stared, taken aback. That he could be so calm so
easy; that he could abandon his sister and his lady and his
children, abruptly and conpletely, with no visible
qualm His eyes flickered. Like Gwdion's:
deep water above and fires raging below. Their gazes
dr opped.

"Cone," he said. "W have much to do."

One could forget, for alittle while. One could drive
onesel f, body and mind, until thought was |ost and al



one's being focused on the duty at hand.
Until one was weary beyond telling, and one reached
for the strong bright other, steel ed agai nst her nockery,
bol stered al ready by the prospect of it--and net
not hi ngness. She was gone; she was not. There was only the
voi d, bereft even of pain.
Al f could not sleep. Hi s bed, his whole
tower, was full of her absence. The cradle tornented
himwith its enptiness. He should di spose of that at
| east; he could not bear to. As if the act woul d nake
it real and irrevocable. They were gone; they woul d never
come back.
No. He would find them He nust. Somehow. |If
there was a God. If there was such a thing as hope.
The chapel was dark and cold. Neither too dark
nor too cold for the Brother Alfred who had been
but he was dead. Rhiyana's Chancell or found the
stone floor hard, the crucified Christ
i mpassi ve.
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I n shock, in the suddenness of Alun's death, the
priest had stirred in his deep grave. He had
spoken the words for the dead; he had faced unflinching the
terrible grief of the King. He was gone again, as he
must be. Al f sank back upon his heels, eyes
fixed upon the crucifix but focused within. Seeing
Gwdion in the hall, Alun in his arms still, a
bl ur of people; voices raised in startlenent, in
confusion, in piercing |amentati on. The nen from Rone, at
a loss as were they all, although sone rejoiced in secret;
t he Cardi nal excusing hinmself with graceful
wor ds, hal f-heard and hal f- heeded-but his sorrow,
even to the touch of power, was real. The Archbi shop of
Caer Gvent with a followi ng of |oyal nobnks,
weepi ng unashanedly, begging and cajoling and finally
conmandi ng the King to give his son over for tending.

Prince Aidan as white and still and terrible as his
brother, saying with searing cruelty, "Hold him
then. Hold himtill he rots.” And in every mnd with

power, the brutal vision, swelling and stench, flesh
drop ping from bones, wornms- Gwydi on had surged
forward, nad-enraged, poised to kill. Gently
Ai dan eased the body fromhis brother's arms and
laid it in the hands of the nonks. Gmydi on stood
nmotion less, as if power and strength had deserted him
in that one wild rush. Hi s eyes could not even follow
the Brothers as they bore their burden away. He was
enpty; broken

The Prince touched his shoulder. H's own hand cane
up in turn. It was uncanny, |like a vision of
mrrors. But one imge, the one in well-worn
hunting garb, had let the tears conme. The other would
not. Still would not, as Alf would not sleep. The castle
thrummed with it, a tension that would not break, a grief
beyond all bearing. Not for friends or brother or Kin would
Gwdi on give way, not even for the Queen
hersel f.

He had shut themall away. Maura tossed in
Aidan's bed while the Prince and his Saracen
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confort her. She was not cruel enough to resist, but there was
no easing that suffering, even by the magic of the
Fl ane- bearer's voice. Al fs head drooped,;
he shivered. Half a day and half a night of this
had poi soned the whol e castle. Wrse yet, a
storm had cone up out of the sea, fierce and bitter
cold as the King's own heart. The wi nds wail ed nore
heartrendingly than all the wonmen in the city; the
cl ouds were as black as grief.

Not a few fol k suspected that the stormwas the
King's own, called up out of his nadness. Was he not
the greatest nmage in the world? "It cannot go on."

Alf started at the sound of his own voice. H's
fists had cl enched upon his thighs. He regarded them as
if they belonged to a stranger. "It has to stop," he
said to them

Granted; and everyone adnmitted it. But no one
had been able to do a thing about it.

" Soneone has to."

Aidan hinself had tried and failed, and he could
rule his brother where even the Queen could not.

Al f shook his head. Hi s hair swung, heavy,
hal f blinding him It needed cutting. Thea had
neant to do it--before-- Hs teeth set: He was as nad
as the King, he knewit. But he had |l earned a
greater skill in concealing it. Maybe that was what
Gwdi on needed. A skill. A mask. Enough
to hold his kingdomtogether before it shattered. Af was
erect, walking. He let his feet | ead himwhere
they woul d. Like the Chancellor, the King had his own tower,
set close to the prow of the castle. Light glimered
inits lofty windows, all but lost in the murk of the
storm

Alf clinbed the long winding stair. It was
bl ack dark; he wal ked by the shi nrer of power about his
feet. Solid though the stones were, they trenbled
faintly in the wind's fury; its shrieking filled his
ears.

The door of the topnost chamber was shut but not 68
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bolted. For a monent Alf hesitated. He was not
afraid; but one did not pass this door lightly.
Conmon fol k whi spered that here was the heart of
Gwdion's magic, that it was a place of great
enchantnent, full of narvels.

In truth it was plain enough. A
circular roomwth tall narrow wi ndows all about it,
and when the sun was high, a splendid prospect of
land and sea. It held a table, a chair or two,

a worn carpet; a chest of books-but not a

grinmoire anong themand a witing case, and a
trinket or two. A lanp of bronze, very old;

a silver pitcher in the shape of a lion, its open
mout h the spout; and the only possible instrument of
wi zardry, a ball of crystal on a stand of

ebony. The w ndows glistened blackly in the

lanp's light. Gwydion stood framed in that which

by day | ooked upon the sea. Tonight, even for

wi tch-eyes, there was nothing to see; yet he gazed



upon the darkness, erect and very still.

Al f eased the door shut behind him Gmydion
spoke, soft and even. "Not a good night for riding,
this."

"Wuld you try?" Af asked with equal calm
One shoulder lifted. "I did at |east once, if
you renenber." It was the first AIf had ever seen of
Rhiyana's King. A stormout of Hell, a
weary mare, a rider all blood and filth, beaten
br oken, and yet indomtable.

The wounds had heal ed | ong ago, the bones knit,
even the shattered sword hand | earned again its
skill, although to a keen eye it bore a nmenory of
mai m ng, a slight twisting, a stiffness when it
fl exed. He had never let At heal it
properly. Like Jehan, he needed the reninder

"And | heed it," he said. He turned. H's
face was still; his eyes burned. "I rule nyself. |
do not pull down these walls about my head."

"No. You nerely pull down your whol e
ki ngdom "

The King said nothing. AlIf sat near the table and
cl osed his eyes. Now that he needed nost to be
alert-now, by nature's irony, he knew he could
sl eep.

VWen his eyes opened, Gmydi on stood over him
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his head rest against the chair's high back. "You
can't go on like this," he said. "Murn, yes; storm
Heaven and Hell; swear eternal vengeance. But not
whi | e Rhi yana needs you." Still no response.
He sighed. "Yes. Alun is dead. Your only
son. As if he were all you could ever beget in all the
eons before you; as if he could have been King after you and not
the nortal cousin to whomthe throne should rightly pass.
As if no other man in all the black and bl oody
wor |l d had ever | ooked upon the murdered body of
his child-as if God Hinmself had not known the pain that you know
now, that you thrust upon us all wthout a thought for our own
grief.”

"I'f it troubles you," Gwdion said just above a
whi sper, "get out of my mind."

"l can't. You won't let ne. You want ne
to suffer as you suffer, drop by bitter drop, down to the
very dregs." Al't spread his hands w de. "Al
Rhi yana nust how w th your agony, though it be
destroyed. The Crusade will enter; the Church wll
rule in blood and fire; all you built through your
| ong kingship will vanish, burned or stolen or
sl ain. Was one child, however bel oved, however
brilliant his prom se-was one hal f-grown boy
worth so nuch?" "He was ny son."

"He woul d hate you for this."

There was a silence full of ice and fire. Af

| et his heavy eyelids fall. "I loved him

too," he said, "and not because he was any prince of

m ne, or because he was the son of two whom| | ove,
friends who are nore to nme than blood kin. | |oved him

because he was hinself. And he is dead, foully rnurdered,
nmy sister taken, my lady torn fromne, ny children



sl ain perhaps as yours was slain. Must | bear all your
bur dens besi des?" "You do not know that they are
dead. "

"I do not know that they livel" Af drew hinself
into a knot, trenbling a little with exhaustion and with
grief. "If you do not school yourself to endurance," he
said carefully 70 Judith Tarr

| est his voice break, "then | give you fair
warning, I will do all | can to compel you."

"You woul d not dare-was

Al f | ooked at him Sinply |ooked. "You
see, OGwdion. Rhiyana, its people, even ny
kin-in the end, they nmatter less than this plain
truth. Your self-indul gence is driving ne nad."

Gwdi on stood notionl ess. They were evenly
mat ched in body and in mnd. But Alt huddled in the
tall chair, and Gwdion poised above him tensed
as if to spring.

The King's hands rose. AlIf did not flinch
They caught his face between them the gray eyes
searched it, searing- cold. Yet colder and nore
burning was the voice in his mnd. You were al ways the
perfect cleric. All crawing humility, but beneath
it the pride of Lucifer. Wich, said AIf, still have

al ways and freely admtted. "Bastard." It was a

hi ss. "Lowborn, fatherless, whelped in a byre-|

gave you honor. | gave you lordship. |

even gave you the teaching of ny son. And for what? That
he should lie dead in defense of your ill-gotten

of fspring, and that you should threaten ny majesty with force.™
"No maj esty now," nurnured Alf with banked
heat. He rose, eye to kindled eye. "Have you had
enough? O do you need to flog ne further? You' ve
yet to castigate all ny charlatan's tricks."
H s power gathered, coiled. But he spoke as softly
as ever in a tone of quiet scorn, the master weary
at last of his pupil's insolence. "Control yourself
or be controlled. | care little which, so long as |I have
peace. "
It was the plain truth. Plain enough for a human
to read, even for the Elvenking in his shell of madness.
He drew a sharp and hurting breath. No one, not
even his brother, had ever faced himso, addressed him
so, | ooked upon himw th such utter disregard for his
royalty. "I curse the day |I called you ny
ki nsman. "
Alfs lips thinned, setting into open contenpt.
Gwdi on struck them They bruised and split and
bl ed. The eyes above themraked himw th scorn. No
ki ng, he. Not even a
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man, who could not bear a grief any
nortal villein could overcome. He wallowed in
it; helet it master him
Weakl i ng. Coward. Fool.
He whirled away. He was strong. He was King.
He woul d conmmand- - he woul d compel - -
Al f touched his shoulder. A light touch, al nost
tentative, alnost |like a woman's. Aye; he was as
beautiful as one, with that bruised and beardl ess face.



Body and brain arned against him Gently,
persistently, he drew Gwdi on about.

"Brother," he said, close to tears. "Oh,

brother, | would give nmy imgi ned soul to have him
alive again."

Gwdion's power reared like a startled colt.
Braced for the whip, it had fallen prey to the silken
halter: that gentle hand, that breaking voice, that
fl ood of sorrow

Hi s body stood rooted. Light hands upon his
shoul ders; tears stream ng down pal e cheeks; great
grieving eyes. They blurred. A spear stabbed; a
dam br oke. Somewhere very far away, a voice cried
al oud.

Gwdi on | ooked once nmore into Alt's face
It was as quiet as his own, enptied, serene.
"Bastard," he said to it calmy. Af
smled, not easily, for it hurt. Gwdion ran
a finger along his lip, granting ease of the small
pai n. "Behol d, your beauty saved. It's a great
deal nore than you deserve."

"You're sane enough,” A f said, "though you're
tal king like your brother."

"And why not? | feel like ny brother. Angry."

"dad." Afs knees gave way; he sank
down surprised. "Did you fight as hard as that?"

Gwdi on dropped beside the other. As abruptly
as he had wept, he began to laugh. It was | aughter
full of pain, but genuine for all that. "Someday, ny
friend, you'll neet a man you can't witch to your will."
"There is one woman--" Alf bit his mended lip
and struggled up. "My lord--"
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"Now it is "my lord."" Gwdion caught
himand held him He resisted; the King tightened his
grip. "No, Alfred. Here, one does not heal wth
| ove and hot iron, and wal k away with one's own

wounds still bl eeding."
"They are cauterized," AIf said. "Maura's
are not."

"You are always arned, ny knight of
Brocel i ande." Gwydion |let himgo and
paused. A gust of grief struck him shook him
passed. He swal |l owed bruising-hard. H's voice
when it canme seemed hardly his own. "Yes. She
needs nme nore. At this nonent. Later "
"Later will conme when it conmes."”
"And then we will speak," said the King, still with that edge
of iron, but with eyes cleansed of all his madness.
Ni kki had cried hinmself to sleep and cried hinself
awake again. H's eyes burned; his thoat ached. He
felt bruised, mnd and body. He drewinto a
knot in the center of the bed. His conpanion stirred and
edged closer, curling warmy agai nst him She recked
not hi ng of I oss or of sorrow, she knew only that
he had need of her presence. In a little while, when
he lay still, enmpty, she began to purr. He
stroked the sleek fur. He got on well wth
cats; people liked to call this one his fam liar, because she
never seenmed to be far fromhim Sonetimes Thea, playing



her witch-tricks, had taken on that sleek black
formwith its enerald eyes, and nestled in the curve of
his belly as the true cat did now, and waited

till he wavered on the brink of sleep; and fl owed

| aughing into her own, bare, supple shape.

It was only a cat tonight. Thea was gone, Anna was

gone, Cynan and Liahan were |ost,

Al un was dead. The world had broken in a single

stroke of power, nor could it ever wholly be mended.

A light weight settled on his bed' s edge. He

opened his eyes to Alf's face. It was the sane as

al ways, though tired and drawn, shadow eyed. It even
smled a little, in greeting, in confort. the hounds OF
god 73

Ni kki sat up, suddenly ashaned. It was not as
if he had never known his world to break. It had
shattered utterly when he was very young, sweeping away
his house and his family and all his city; beside that, this was
a small thing.

"But this is now, and that was |long ago." Af |ay
down as if he could not help hinself, resting his head in
the crook of his arm The cat, enchanted, found a
new resting place against his side. Her body shook
with the force of her purring.

He stroked her idly, his face quiet.

Ni kki watched him He would sleep soon. It was

his own bed he could not bear. "No," he said though he
did not nove to rise. "I don't nmean to-was stil

don't mnd, said N kki

Alf flushed faintly. "It's true |I'd rather
not-1 haven't slept al one since-was

Since he cane to Thea's bed. Ni kki
school ed his face to stillness. "It becones a
habit," AIf said after a little. "A necessity of
sorts. Even-especially-to one like me. | was a
priest so long . . . Do you know, | never knew
what it was to desire a wonman until | saw her?

She was the first woman of my own kind that | had ever
seen. The only one who- ever-was

Ni kki held himwhile he wept. It was not
hard weeping. Most of it was exhaustion, and power
stretched to its limt. Yet it seenmed a | ong
whi |l e before he quieted. When Ni kki |et himgo,
he | ay back open-eyed. You'll sleep now,

Ni kki said. He stiffened. "I can't. | nustn't.

I f anything-ifThea-was We're all on guard.

Sleep, Nikki willed him Sleep and be

strong. Little by little his resistance weakened. H s
eyel i ds drooped; his breathing eased. At |ast,

all unwilling though he was, he slept. 9

Benedetto Tbrrino hesitated. The chanber was
tidy, swept and tended and strangely enpty. A
fire was laid but not lit, the air cold. Something--
someone--had lived and | oved here. Lives had begun
at | east one had ended. But they were all gone. He
shook hinself. It was the endl ess, damable storm the
errand he was coming to hate; and the pall of
grief that lay on the whol e kingdom This was only a
roomin a tower, rich enough though not opulent, with a
faint scent of flowers. Roses. On the table beside



a heap of books lay a bow full of petals,
dry and dusty-sweet, a ghost of sunmer in this bleak
northern winter. Hs hands were stiff with cold. He
found flint and steel upon the nmantel. The fire
snol dered, flickered, flared. He crouched before it,
hands spread, drinking up the heat.

After a nonment he straightened. He had not kindled
his own fire in--how |l ong? Years. That was
servants' work, and he was a prince of the Church
Kinsman to half a dozen Popes, likely to be
Pope hinself one day if he played the
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gane of courts and kings, outlasted and outwitted the
seething factions of the Curia.

I f he survived this embassy.

He consi dered Rhiyana as he had seen it,
riding through it. Not a |l arge kingdom but a pleasant
one even in winter. Its roads were excellent, and
safe to ride upon. Its people knew how to smile. Had
he been in any other realmin the world or on any
ot her errand, he m ght have fancied that he had
cone to a country of the blessed, wi thout war or fanine
fire or flood or grimpestilence; a peaceable
ki ngdom Under a sorcerer king. Gwydion was that, there
was no doubt of it. He breathed magic. One could
glance at him see a tall young man, a light,
proud, royal carriage, a pale eagle-face.

But the eyes were ages old and ages deep.

He was strange; he could be frightening. But he
woke no horror. None of themdid. They were
hi di ng, Torrino knew, as he coul d guess why;
yet he had seen them here and there at a distance,
tall, pale-skinned, heart-stoppingly fair. They
had mngled with the throng in the guardroom not an hour
past, sone cl ose enough to touch, cheering on the two who
| ocked in fierce nock conbat. Anonynous though the
conbatants were in mail and helns, they were well enough
known for all that, the Chancellor and the Prince. They were
of a height, of a weight, and nearly of a skill;
light, blindingly swift, with a coil ed-stee
strength. Together they were wonderful to see. "Il magi ne
it," he said aloud to the fire. "A chanpion born
--he learns his skill, he hones and perfects it,
he ages and he loses it and he dies. But if he
shoul d not age, what limt then to the perfection of his
art?"

"Why, none at all."

He turned wi th conmendabl e cool ness. The Chancell or
was still in his heavy glittering hauberk although his hel mwas
gone, his coif thrust back upon his shoulders. His
cheeks were flushed, his hair danp upon his forehead.

He | ooked like a tall child, a squire new cone
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practice. Even the true squire | ooked
ol der, the dark boy Tbrrino had seen before, noving
past Alfwith the sheathed greatsword and the helm shooting
the Cardinal a black and burning glance. Tbrrino
settled into the single chair. It was not precisely
an insol ence. The Chancellor's brow arched, but his



words were |ight and cool. "Good day, Eni nence. I|f
you will pardon nme ..."

He coul d not have seen the Legate's gracious
gesture, bent fromthe waist as he was in the
comi c- hel pl ess posture of the knight shedding his mail,
with the squire tugging and hinself wiggling, easing out of his
shel |l of |eather and steel. Wen he straightened in the
padded ganbeson, he was breathing quickly; the
ganbeson too fell into the dark boy's hands. He
was | ess slight in his shirt than he had seened rn
his state robes, less massive than in his nmail,
wi de in the shoulders and lean in the hips, with
very little flesh to spare. A pair of servants brought
in a | arge wooden tub; pages foll owed them bearing
steanming pails. It all had the | ook of a ritual
Tbrrino could read the faces: skepticismtoward
this odd unhealthy habit; deep respect for its
practitioner, shading into worship in the youngest page.

For him Al fhad a smle and a word or two, nothing

of consequence, but enough to send the child skipping joyfully out
the door. The others foll owed, save the squire,

who had put away all Alfs panoply and set his

hand to the shirt beneath. The Chancel lor |et himtake

it.

Tbrrino caught his breath. Sonmeone, somewhere, had
taken a whip to that back. Taken it and all but
flayed himfromnape to buttocks, leaving a trai
of white and knotted scars. It was shocki ng,
appal l i ng-the worse for that, even so marred, it was still as
fair a body as the Legate had ever seen

He forced his eyes away fromit. He was not |ike nmany
in the Curia, or outside of it either. He had
kept his vows; he had refrained fromwmnen and di sdai ned
t hat ot her
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one were a cleric, so sinple to expl 31"

away' a If The squire's brown
hands noved over the white skin- A" stood still, head
bent as if in weariness, letting the water wash away
the battle.

"I see,"
to see."

Al f did not nmove. The squire | ooked hard
at the Cardinal, who found hinself staring back and
shivering. This was a boy in truth, human if
strikingly foreign, dark, slight, quick. Italian
G eek, Levantine--he had never been born in
this cold and wi ndy country. And yet he had a
| ook, as if he saw nore, or nore clearly, than
any rn0l3aret man shoul d see.

Tbrrino found hinsel f nodding. "Thereis all the
fear- Not evil, not even wi tchery. But by your very
exi stence Y01l nake the world waver. There is no
pl ace for you in our philosophy."

Al f stepped out of the tub and let hinmself be rubbed
dry- He was indeed too thin. One could count his
ribs, fow caret the tracery of veins beneath the
translucent skin. But there was strength in him nore
vi si bl e now t han when he wore arnor.

"Only regard yourself," said Torrino. "You have it

Tbrrino said slowmy. "I begin



altl youth, beauty, great nagic. Anything nere

men can d[*osl ash]" you can do better

And you never age or die." He sighed- "Angels

we can bear--they are pure spirits, invisible ana

i ntangi ble. Saints we love best if, born

to all huf"311 inperfections, they come through
struggle to their victory- Heroes are best and nost
conveniently dead. You caret you are here and solid,
and hence triply bitter to endure- "Envy is a
deadly sin."

"Deadly," the Legate said, "yes."

Alf was clad, white shirt, black cotte and
hose, bl 33aret 11 hood, sonber as a
nmonk, his face the paler for the starkness of his garb
"WIl you call your Hounds upon us the*1-

Tbrrino inspected his hands. They were clean
wel | kept[*macr] wi thout mark or scar. On
one finger burned the ruby of his 78 Judith Tarr

rank. "Several of ny nonks have been
escorted el se where. At, | understand, the King's
comand. "

"It is contrary to every nonastic rule for a nonk
to claima habit other than his own. And," Alf
added coolly, "the King has forbidden his realmto the
O der of Saint Paul."

"The tenporal authorities may not interfere
with the sons of the Church.”

"But the Church may contend with its own, and invite
the secular armto assist."”

"Or be conpelled to do so."

Alf sat on the hearthstone. H's eyes, catching
the fire, burned enmber-red. "The Archbi shop of
Caer Gnent needed no conpul sion. | ndeed he had
to be persuaded to | eave his captives both alive and
unmai med. " "And unensor cel ed?"

Beneath the terrible eyes a smle flickered. "Qur
arts |l eave no trace on the body or on the
soul . "

"You found nothing." Thbrrino's voice was flat,
taking no joy in the know edge.

"By then," Af said, "there was nothing to find."

"Nor ever had been.”

" No?"

Tbrrino |l eaned forward. "I regret deeply the
death of the Prince. He was cut down nost cruelly
and nost untinmely. But, my lord, it is no secret
that he died by sorcery. And Rone has naught to do
with such arts.”

Alf was silent, his gaze steady. A shiver
traced Tbrrino's spine, a sensation |like a touch
yet wi thout flesh, brushing him noth-soft. The
enber-eyes lidded. "It is from Rone that
Prince Alun's death cane." "From Rone, it
may be. But not fromthe Lateran. The Pope does
not oppose sorcery with sorcery."

"The Pope, perhaps. Elsewhere ... if the end were
good, would not sone care little for the means?"
Carefully Torrino sat back. "It is
possible. | cannot say that it is so."

Alf turned his face toward the fire, and after a
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hi s hands. The flames bent toward his fingers,
licking round them harmess as sunlight. Gathering a
handful, he plaited it idly, reflectively,
drawing in a skein of shadow, a shiver of cool ness.
Tbrrino watched, sitting very still. "Your King has
bi dden your people to conceal thenselves and by extension their
wi tcheries. Yet you work open magic. were |
nmerely clever, | might think that you were the nurderer
i ntent on Rhiyana's destruction.”

"And on the destruction of ny |ady, of ny
sister, and of ny newborn children."

"Conceal ment nerely, to lend verisimlitude to the
deception."” Af |aughed, startling him "On,
cl ever indeed. Your Em nence! But all your
specul ations shatter on a single rock. You do not
know ny | ady Al thea. She coul d never
vani sh even in seeming, and leave me to effect a
kni ghtly rescue."

"Nor," said the Cardinal, "would you do vile and
secret murder."” Wth a sudden novenment A f rose
and flung his plaited cord into the fire's heart.
"Your false G stercians knew nothing. Not one
thi ng. They were bl ank, innocent, scoured clean. And
yet, when Alun died, | knew the power had used
themas its focus. Listened, spied, and chosen its
target, and struck with deadly force. Leaving its
instru nents as it had found them nere frightened nen,
taught to hate what they could not understand."

"Were? Coul d? Are they dead?"

"No," Af said. "W sent them away where they

can do no nore harm" "You will pardon ne if | ask
you where."
"You will pardon me if | do not tell you. They were

used and di scarded. So too might you be; and what you do
not know, you cannot betray."
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Pride stiffened the Cardinal's back. "No one
woul d dare-was "That one has dared to nurder a royal
prince."

"Awitch and the son of a witch,"

Al f bowed with graceful irony.
"Well and swiftly coun tered, Em nence. Yet
if the eneny is of our blood as | fear he nust
be, then he is certainly mad, a madness t hat
cries death on all wtches yet despises your
kind as nere and nortal beasts. As easily as he
woul d destroy ne, he woul d use your eyes and your
brai n, nor ever ask your leave." Thbrrino sat
erect and haughty. But horror darkened his nind.
Used, wi elded Iike a club, dropped when the nonent
passed- Hands gripped him bracing him as the
clear eyes nmet his and the clear voice shored him
up. "W will do battle as we can, and not only for
ourselves. Believe that. Lord Cardinal. W are not of
nortal kind; we are true and potent w tches; but
we do not traffic with Hell. No man or woman
or child in this kingdomshall suffer for what we are.™
Tbrrino | ooked at himwi th great and grow ng sadness.
"By your own mouth are you betrayed." He shifted;



Alf let himgo. He stood. "When | was sent

here, | had hoped that the tales would be fal se or

undul y exaggerated, or that you would conceal what nust be
conceal ed for the sake of the peace. But you have been
truthful; you have let ne see what you are. You have

left me no choice."

"Have | ?"

This was the Chancellor's place, his squire at the
door, barring it, hands on the hilt of the sheathed
greatsword. Torrino | ooked up into Alfs face.

"You do have a path or two of escape. Al your

folk may give thenselves into our hands to be judged

wi thout harmto the human peopl e of the kingdonm or you may
take flight."

"And if we stand and fight?"

"Interdict. Wth, inevitably, the |oosing of the
Crusade." A f nodded once. "I understand. You
nmust be bound by the Canons and by H s Hol i ness
conmand. Poverty,
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cha/y, those fade and are | ost. But obedience
hol ds fast still." "What God commands, man nust
perform"”

"Cod!" Al'ts voice cracked with sudden
bitter anger. "You obey the Pope, who obeys the
whi sperings of fools, nen twisted with hate and with | ust
for power. There is no God in any of it-unless, as
with Job, He has left Hs Eneny to work His will."

"You are not evil," Torrino said steadily, "but
law Scripture- It may well be that the evi
lies not in you but in what you are and in what you do to us.
The wolf in himself is an innocent
creature, faithful to his nature, which is to hunt
and to kill. Yet when he kills the sheep, so in
turn nmust he die, lest all the sheep be lost."

The anger was gone, leaving AIf cold and quiet.

"How are Rhiyana's sheep |lost? They are al

faithful children of the Church. They confess their sins; they
hear Mass; they are born and they marry and they die

as Christians should. What harmhas it done their

souls that their King is the El venki ng?"

"They suffer a witch to live."

"They al so eat of unclean beasts, travel on the
Sabbath, and forgo the rite of circuntision. Are
we all then to go back to that old and vani shed Law?"

Al f laughed without mrth. "But mnmy back
remenbers-sone | aws are nore conveni ent than others.
| was to be burned once, until a certain bishop
recalled that | had a king's favor. So | was
suffered to live, though not with a whole skin."

Tbrrino struggled to breathe quietly, to be
calm This- man-had endured nuch. He nust endure
nore, because he was what he was. And there was no way .
"I'f you could swear," the Legate said, "if you
could lay down all your magic arts to renpve yoursel ves
utterly fromhumanity, to live apart and in
penitence, | would let you live. Wth no
Interdict; no Crusade."

Alfs snile was gentle, and as terrible inits



way as the fire in his eyes. "You have a w se and
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Unfortunately . . . W do intend to w thdraw
Uterly, as you say; finally. Men are no better
for our peace than we are for theirs. But our power, our
pride, those we will not forsake. Qur King will not depart
a penitent with ashes in his hair, atoning for what
to himis no sin." "Not even for his kingdom s
sake?" "That," said AlIf, "is why we will fight."
"As must we. The Church will not be nocked." "She
too is proud. W are all proud;
intransigent." Alf closed his eyes for a nonent.
"Your pardon, Em nence. My wi sdomis al

scattered; | have neither the will nor the wit to treat with
you as your office demands. If this can be settled at
all, perhaps . . . You will not imediately pronounce your
sent ence?"

"I must follow the proper procedure,” the
Legate answered. "I will not delay it, but neither wll
| hasten it."

Al't nodded. "W can ask no nore. Only, for
nmy King's sake | beg you, allow his
son a Christian burial." "Can 1 prevent
it?" Torrino asked. Their eyes nmet. Af bowed
slightly. "For that, Em nence, my thanks." There
was, thought Tbrrino, very little else that he could be
t hanked for. He bowed with respect, with regret, and
turned. The door was open, the squire gone. Wth
back stiff and head up, he took his | eave. 10

Prince Alun lay in state before the high altar
of Saint Brendan's Cathedral. The |ight of nmany
candl es caught the broidered silver of his pall,
wi nked in the jewels of his coronet, turned his
hair to fire-gold.

Jehan's eyes blurred. He blinked
irritably. There had been tears enough here, a whole
ki ngdom s worth. He needed to see. A boy
asl eep. Not handsone, not sturdy; always too pal e,
bl ue-white now, the bones standing stark beneath the thin
skin. Wth his quicksilver stilled he was haughty
i ndeed, his nose like his father's, arched high; his lips
thin and finely nol ded, closed upon the greatest of al
secrets.

Sl ow y Jehan crossed hinself and knelt by the
bier. The air was full of chanting, the sl ow deep
voi ces of nonks, ceaseless as the sea. He let
t hem shape his prayer for him

By day and by ni ght Rhiyana's peopl e kept vigi
over their prince. Wnen veiled in black, men in
dar k hoods, had cone to look, to pray, to weep or
to turn quickly away. Fewer came as the night
advanced; of those few, some took
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refuge in side chapels, praying as Jehan
prayed, silently, while the nmonks sang.

Per haps he drowsed, arns folded on the bier's
si de, head bowed upon them Stiffly he straightened
hi s neck.

O hers had conme in silence to stand about him a



circle of hooded shadows, tall and black and
shapel ess on the light's edge. The chanting had
paused. The only sound was his own breath, |oud and
qui ck.

One by one the hoods slipped back. AIf was a
sudden | um nous pallor across the bier; Prince
Ai dan canme to kneel at his side as
Ni kephoros knelt at Jehan's. And at
Alun's feet stood the King; at his head the
Queen.

The nonks' voices rolled forth anew

"Dirige, Domne, in conspectu tuo
viam neam |Introibo in domum tuam adorabo
ad tenmplum sanctumtuumin tinore tuo.
Domi ne, deduc ne in iustitia tua;

propter ininmws neos dirige in conspectu
tuo vi am meam "

""Because of mine enemies . . ."" Af
spoke softly yet very clearly. "They are many, and
they are one al one who can slay with power." "Perhaps he
did not mean to kill," nurnured the Queen
Ai dan's eyes flashed green. "Ah, no; he
meant only to taunt us, to set all our power at
naught, to escape unscathed and unconquered. Wo
but a fool would venture so little when there was so nmuch nore
to gain?" "Whatever his intent," AIf said, "this he
did. From Rone, all at once, with deadly
ease. |'m proud enough, cousins, but | tell you
freely, I'mafraid."

"So are we all." Maura's hand rested on
Alun's check, lightly, tenderly. But her eyes
on AIf were level. "God al one knows when he will
stri ke again, or where, or how"

"We're ready for himnow, " Aidan said. "He
struck once through all our ranparts, all unl ocked
for. But never again."
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"Can we be sure of that?" Af sounded ineffably

weary. "I've met our eneny. Only from afar and
only for a brief moment, but | tell you, strong as
you all insist that | am trained and honed in ny

power, he is as nuch stronger than | as the sun is
stronger than the moon. Al the careful weavings of
our magic are to himas spider threads, to be
shapped at his pleasure.”

He hates us, N kki said. still felt that when
found him Abomination, he called us.

Ai dan shook his head, sharp with inpatience.

"One stroke and you've | et himconquer you. He may
be the greatest of all mages, or even Prince

Lucifer himself, but he is one, alone. There are a
full score of us. Surely we can band toget her agai nst
him"

"How and when," Alf asked, "and for how | ong? A
score is a very small nunmber when half of themare
untrained or relatively weak, and one of the very
strongest | ost already to that same eneny."

And i f we-you-band together as you say, what happens
to Rhiyana? It needs our bodi es now,
preferably in arnor, and as nmuch of our mnds as we



can spare

The prince | eaped up and began to prow ,
oblivious to the altar and the holy things save as
obstacles to his passing. They all watched with a
nmeasure of indul gence. He was as changeful as the
fire he was naned for, volatile always, in small
calamties as in great ones. Maura even
smled, as if she took confort in his restlessness. He
halted in a swirl of cloak. "As to Rhiyana,
some of the Fol k are usel ess in physical conbat:
nost of the wonen; Akiva the schol ar; our handsone
jongleur. But of these, many are strong in power. Let
themwal | thenselves in Broceliande. The rest of us,
who fight as well with the body as with the m nd, can stand
to Rhiyana's defense.” His white teeth bared in
agrin. "W'll see how a rabble of
hedge-kni ghts and hired soldiers will contend with ny
| ady of the Hashi shayun."

"Not to mention the Flane-bearer hinself.'
smle died. "I know how we intend to face the
threat of the
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Church and its Crusade; that was settled | ong
ago. But this new danger may be worse than either
Qur armes can drive back invaders; our clergy
can treat with the Pope's enbassy. How nmust we
face the sorcerer? His body lies in
Rorme, long | eagues away. Hi s power can strike us
down one by one. In the end, if we are gone, can al
Rhi yana's priests and nen-at-arns stand fast?"

"Not under Interdict." A f bowed his head under al
their stares, and raised it again al nost defiantly.
"Why do you stretch your eyes at me? O course the
Church will use that npst persuasive of its weapons.
No Mass, no sacra nents. No offices of the

Church anywhere whil e the Pope sustains his ban."

"Wthout us," Aidan said with a touch of bitterness,
"there would be no such ban."

"There m ght," nurnured the Queen, "if
rebel lion persisted-for pride, for honor
Remenber, brother. Al ways remenber
Languedoc." "So," the Prince said, "the sorcerer
threatens us all- then et us do battle with him Go
to Ronme, challenge him cast himdown. Then we can
get to the work of defending our kingdom ™"

"It's a nonth's ride to Rome," Jehan
nmuttered. Aidan |aughed |ike a whip-crack. "For
us, dear Bishop, a nonent's journey at the speed
of a thought."

That supposes you can find himinstantly. Ni kki
Hushed a little under the Prince's glare, his own quick
tenmper rising to march it. He scorns us;
he et me see the shape of his city. But not
preci sely where he was, and he doesn't nean us
to find out. And Ronme is a big and conpli cated
pl ace.

"I could find him" Aidan said.

Coul d you destroy hinf

"Peace," the King said. Only that, but in each the
i ghtnings retreated; Jehan's hackl es

Maura's



settled, caught in the mddle as he was, with fire
on either side.

They | ooked at Gmydi on. Al npst they had
forgotten his presence as he had seened oblivious
to theirs, walled in his private grief. H s face was
waxen pale, yet his eyes were

the hounds OF god 87

clear and quiet. They rested on each in turn,
and lifted to the altar, to the golden glitter of its
cross. "Those of the Fol k who cannot wield a sword
will go to Broceliande. The rest remain here in the world
as we had decided, sone to ride with the army to the
Marches, sone to guard Caer Gmaent under the
Queen's regency." No one spoke, to approve
or to protest. Wth startling suddenness his glance seized
Al f. "You go to Rome, you and N kephor os.
charge you to find your |ady and your sister and
your children; to track our eneny to his lair and to dispose
of him however you see fit; and finally to confront His
Hol i ness the Pope. He let this war begin. Let
himtreat with us directly, with no intermediaries, and
et himnake an end.” "But,"” AIf said in the
stunned sil ence, "you need nme here. My power, ny
swor d- was

The King's gaze was conpassionate although his words were
as harsh as stone. "You are of no use to us as you are.
Your sword is skilled enough, to be sure, your
power |ikew se. A human m ght al nbst be decei ved.

"But you are not what you were. Your tenper is
uncertain; you struggle to keep your mnd clear and your
body strong. You are perilously close to breaking."

Al f shook his head, nute.

Gwdi on's eyes bound him "Behind your
shields, half your mind is torn away.

Struggling, enduring, but bleeding to death slowy and
surely. | conmand you to seek the only possible

healing. Find Althea and the children she bore you. Avenge
t hem and your sister and ny son. And speak for

Rhi yana before the Chair of Peter."

O diein the trying. That was in all their m nds,
clear as a shout. Slowy Af shrank, draw ng
toget her, covering his face with his hands. Jehan
noticed as if for the first time how thin those hands were,
thinned to the bone. He was terribly, frighteningly
fragile: he was beginning to break.

Aidan's every nuscle was taut with protest.

Maura was white and silent. N kki al one seened
gl ad. He had been chosen; he could go, he could
act, he could conquer or die.

88 Judith Tan- He was very and truly young, as
not one of the others could be.

Al f straightened. H s hands | owered; his head cane
up. He seened perceptibly to gain in breadth and
strength--a wonder, a marvel. He met the King's
stare directly and smled, bright and splendidly
fierce. "Yes," he said in a strong sure
voi ce. "Yes, Gwdion. In Rome it began
and in Rome it will end. Alun will have his
bl ood-price, I nmy kin. That | prom se you
by my Lord and all H's hallows."



Jehan wanted to hit him "I know you have to go.
I know you'll be in constant and arcane danger.
know you' Il probably get killed! And |I'm
Going. Wth you."

Al fs burst of strength had passed. He |ay
on N kki's bed; N kki lay beside him face
to the wall, ears and mind cl osed, deeply
and blissfully asleep. He hinmself would have sought the
same bl essed oblivion but for Jehan's persistence.
"Jehan," he said with weariness that cane cl ose
to desperation, "I love you dearly. You've been a
brother to nme; a son. | know you'd happily go
to your death for me, as would I for you. B. This is no
errand for any nortal man, | et alone an anointed
bi shop. Even if you manage to escape with your

body and your sanity intact, what will becone of your
l[ife? You'll be worse than discredited. You'll be
unfrocked; excommunicated. In a word,
destroyed. "

Jehan's jaw set. "I won't be a drag
on you. | know Rorme. | lived there off and on for a

good twenty years, renenber? | know people, places
--" "We can't use them" Af sat up and
caught Jehan's wists. His fingers were
fever-hot. "W have to find the enenmy first and in
conpl ete secrecy, or he can sinply reach out and
shatter us. If we have you with us, well known as you are
inthe city and the Curia,. and without power besides, we'll
be doubly pressed to defend our conceal nent." "And
what's nore invisible in the Eternal City than a
Jeronmite nonk with a pair of pilgrinms in tow?"
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"Anything at all, when that nmonk is the very | arge,
very fanmous, and very distingui shed young Bi shop of Sarum "
"My size," grow ed Jehan, "I can't
help. But in a well- worn habit, with a
wel | -wor n beard-was
Al Fs gl ance was el oquent. Jehan gri maced.
"Well. I've got alnpst a day's start. Wth a little
help fromyou ..."
Wth great reluctance Alf |aughed. "You ask ne
to bebristle your chin when I can't even nmanage a
begi nning on ny own?" Jehan's wists were stil
i mprisoned, el se he would have given Al't a good
shaki ng. "You could if you would, and you know it. Stop your

nonsense now and think. Wio will | ook after you when
you're in one of your trances?"
"N kki -was

"N kephoros is a charm ng boy, an
excel l ent squire, and a passable scholar. But can
he stand in the nmarket and haggl e over the price of a
tur ni p?"

"He woul d never need to-was

Jehan snorted. "Maybe he woul dn't. Those
eyes of his are lethal to anything female. But he
can't talk, and very likely he'll be in a trance
hi nsel f. You need someone without power, to keep
your bodi es together while your souls do battle."

"Y." At released himand sighed. "W're
all going to regret this." Agrin welled to the



surface. Jehan throttled it. "W never have

before. ™
"Thanks to God and Dane Fortune."
"So we'll say our prayers and do our best

to keep our bal ance on the Wheel. Wen do we
| eave?"
Al f shook his head and smiled. "Patience,
pati ence, ny lord Bishop. Wien Alun is in his
tomb and | have settled ny affairs, then we go.'
"Two days," Jehan nused. "Three at nost.
Good. I'1l be ready. And Heaven help you if you
try to |l eave without nme!" caret Afel caret eSo
caret caret you caret caret caret sli caret go
caret becaret caret "caret caret caret A
caret caret caret caret caret |ike caret
. . uSB2ar caret be%aret to ('Q caret
bebar c@c bar caret caret
The light cane back slowy. Infinitely
slowy. Its focus was dim nore suggestion than
shape: vaulted arch, |oop of chain, clustered shadow
outlined in Hanmelight. A lanmp-- |anps, set
in a wheel of iron. But only one was
lit, the one directly overhead. Anna blinked.
She did not know that |anmp. There was nothing like it in
any room she coul d have been sleeping in. But then she
sel dom woke with hurts in so many places, with a
t hrobbing in her head to match the throbbing in her hands.
She raised one. It was stiff, swathed, bandaged.
The sl eeve was indubitably her own, the tightness of
her white linen cam se, the enbroidered edgi ng of her
t hird-best cotte, gold on russet. Her hand
fell again to a clean rough sheet, a bl anket she
did not recognize, heavy and well woven though not
rich. There was a pallet under her, a bare floor
a wall beside her of snooth pale stone. Four
wal | s, a heavy door--she did not know any of it.
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Sonet hing stirred agai nst her foot. She recoil ed,
knot ting against the angle of the wall.

It was only a hound. A white alaunt with ears
nore red than brown, crouched at the foot of the pallet
as Anna crouched at its head. A heavy collar
circled its neck, with a chain welded to it and wel ded
again to aring in the wall. Even had the beast tried, it
coul d not have reached Anna;

the chain was too short.

Anna's heart slowed its pounding. She was not
afraid of a hound. This one was very beautiful. It-she.
A bitch, her teats swollen with mlk, her belly
di stended as if she were newy delivered of pups.
Beneath the sheltering body sonething noved, a tail, the
pink tip of a nose. Two half- blind half-form ess
creatures, seeking each the sustenance of a nipple.
One was male, red-eared like its dam The other
female, was all silver-white. O, no; pale,
pal e gol d. The exact color of- Anna
snapped from her crouch. Bright w tch-eyes gl eaned
strangely in the beast-faces, Thea's, Cynan's,
Li ahan's; Thea's tenper snarled in the collared



throat. Those fangs were deadly sharp; Anna's
fingers remenbered beneath the bandages.

Yet she dropped to her knees well within striking
range and gripped the collar. It was massive,
all iron, and wel ded shut; though not precisely
choking-tight, it gave not an inch to Anna's tuggi ng.
Her fingers found evidence of Thea's own futile
efforts, fur worn and roughened, the begi nnings of a
gal I .

Anna coul d not breathe properly. She found herself
at the door, beating on it, gaining no response.
It was bolted as solidly as a castle
gate; the grille above the | evel of her eyes
| ooked out upon darkness. For a | ong noment she
dangl ed, clinging to the bars, biting back a how .
Then she dropped and turned. Thea had not noved.
Her eyes held a glint of nockery. Anna
faced her again. "This is a joke," she said. "The
Fol k are playi ng pranks agai n. Morgi ana-the
things an Assassin will laugh at, even a tane
Assassi n- was

Thea's muzzl e winkl ed. Anger, scorn, or
both. "It is a joke," Anna persisted. "It
can't be what it seens to be. W were in the tower, and
Alun was falling hopelessly in love with his own
prophecy, and-was A stab of pain brought her up
short. This tine Thea had not broken flesh, only
nipped it scathingly. Anna hit her. Tried to.
One could not hit air and fire. Even air and fire
inan iron collar, with ears pressed flat and
fangs bared. Very slowy Anna sank down,
huddling into her skirts. She was cold, and not only
with the danp chill of stone untapestried and
uncarpeted, with neither hearth nor fire to warm her
Anger was no hel p. She had been in the Wite
Keep, warm and gl ad, and now she was el sewhere. And
Thea- Thea was a shape-changer, that was her
nature, the white gazehound her nost bel oved
di sgui se; but not collared and chained and in visible
di sconfort, perhaps even in pain, her children transforned as
was she, not after she had | abored so | ong agai nst her very
nature to bear themin their proper forns.

"Thea," Anna said as steadily as she coul d,
"Thea, if this isn't a joke or a ganme, you had
better put an end to it. Your babies are too young
yet for shape-shifting."

If Thea's eyes had bl azed before, now they
bl i nded; her snarl had risen to a roar. Anna
caught her before she could |unge-stupid, stupid; but
her hands were tightly bound, protected. At length
Thea qui eted. She crouched panting, trem bling,
her short fur bristling. Shakily Anna snpot hed
it. "You can't," she translated. She felt weak
and di zzy. The Kindred were powerful, invincible.
Not hi ng coul d bind them nothing conmpel them Not
prayers, not cold iron, not any norta
prison. There was nof Ai ngthey coul d not do. Thea made a
smal | bitter sound, half whine, half grow.
"But what ? Who? Why?"

Thea coul d not answer. She could not even set her
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in Anna's mind; and that was worse than
all the rest of it together. Anna had never been a very
wormanly worman. In extremty, she did not
weep or storm or otherwi se conduct herself as befit
her sex. No; she becane very still, and she thought.
Brooded, sone ni ght say, except that she did not
| et revenge overwhel m her reason. She returned
to the relative confort of the pallet, spread the
bl anket over herself and her conpani ons, and
concentrated upon staying warm still, and sane. It was
cruelly hard. She kept seeing Alun falling and
Thea changing, nelting and dwi ndling into a naddened beast.
Then dar kness, and this. Whatever this m ght be.
At first she thought she had inmagined it. A
glimer. A hunming. Atensing of the air.
She had no weapon, not even the little knife she
used for trimm ng pens. Thea's head was up, ears
pricked, a silent grow stirring her throat.
Shadows shifted and took substance. Anna stared.
They remained: a bow, two jars, a plate. The
bow held neat, blood-raw; the plate a hard
gray |loaf and a lunp of cheese, an onion and a
handful of olives. One jar sloshed with liquid; the
ot her was enpty, but in shape and size el oquent
enough.
Anna' s body knotted fromthroat
to thigh. She had not known she could have so many needs al
at once, anmid such a nightmare. The air, having
yielded up its burdens, was still. Anna fought
to quell her thudding heart. "What is this? Wo
pl ays these ganmes with us?" Silence. "Were are we?
Who are you who taunt us with your power?"
Not hi ng changed. No voi ce responded. No
figure appeared before her. She had been speaking
Rhi yanan; she shifted to the | anded oeil. Nothing.

"Who?" she denmanded in Provencal, in Saxon, in
Latin, and last of all, with fading hope, in
G eek.

The cl osed door nocked her despair. She
| eaped toward the grille and clung. Wthout |ay
only darkness, and
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silence, and enpty air. "Damm you!" Anna
screaned at it, still in her own native G eek
"Who are you?"

She coul d as easily have shouted at the stones, or
at Thea, who at |east would acknow edge that she
spoke.

Her hands cried pain; she undanped them
droppi ng the handspan to the floor. There was wine in the
smal l er jar, sour and rmuch watered but
drinkabl e. She gul ped down a nout hful, two,
three, before she choked. Thea wavered in front of
her. She had a terrible head for wine; she was dizzy
al ready. She blinked hard. The hound was on her feet,
and the wavering was not entirely in Anna's vision
Anna picked up the bow . It was surprisingly good
neat. She set it where Thea could reach it.

The w tch-hound sniffed it, shuddered, turned her



head away. "You have to eat," Anna said.

Thea's eye was as yellow as a cat's, pupiled
like a cat's, nore alien even in that face than in her
own.

"Eat," Anna commanded her. "You were never Sso
fastidi ous before, when you didn't need your strength
except to play. Eat!" Thea did not precisely
obey. Rather, she chose to taste the offering. Anna had
| ess restraint. She had to struggle not to bolt it
all down at once. Like the wine, like the nmeat, the
food was inel egant but adequate, far better than
any prison fare she had ever heard of. And it
gave her strength; it brought her to her senses, and
woke her to a quiver of hope. \Watever was to becone
of themall, certainly they would not starve.

Havi ng eaten and drunk and put the chanber pot
to good use, Anna lay on the pallet.

Thea had finished the bow after all and licked it

until it gleaned dully; she returned to her

whi npering offspring and began to wash them and hersel f. And
that, reflected Anna, was a trenmendous

advant age; she m ght be condemmed to speechl essness,

but she woul d be cl ean.
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She coul d al so sl eep, abnmptly and thoroughly, as
Anna could not. Anna stroked her flank, and after a
pause, the small bodies nestled against it. They were
warm and soft and supple, a little danp still fromtheir
cl eansing, breathing gently. Very carefully Anna
lifted one, the silver- gilt creature who was
Li ahan, cradling her. She fit easily into two
j oi ned hands, who in other shape had made an anpl e
arnful. Anna swal |l owed hard. The small things were
al ways the worst to bear. "We'll get out of here," she
whi spered into the twitching ear. "Sonmehow. We'Il get
out. | promse you."

Prior G aconb was in no very good nood. Never
mnd that the day was gl orious, bright as a new coin and
touched with a fragile, fugitive, springlike
warnth. Never nmind that he was free to enjoy it within
certain easy limts: the Abbot's
di spensation to wal k abroad, good conpany in young
Brother O one, and an errand snoothly and swiftly
conpl eted, the collection of an annual and strictly
synmbolic rent froma house of mnor princes.
Crunmbling old Rome | ooked al nost fresh although its
green was winter-muted; the Tiber's reek was only
atwitch in the nostrils; the pilgrim were crowdi ng
thi ckly and sone were singing, one or two even on key:
"0 Roma nobilis, orbis et domina
cunct arum ur bi um excel |l enti ssi ma
Prior G aconpo snarled and hid his head in his

cow . Insult to injury--Brother O one raised his
own voice in an echo as willing as its pitch was
uncertai n.
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"dis . . Roseo martyrum sangui ne rubea,
albis et virgtnuml| H is Candi da--"



"One would think," G aconpb said acidly, "that
after seven years in a nonastery, even a cat would
learn to sing on key."

O one shut his nouth in nmd-note and wilted
vi sibly. But nothing could quell Brother O one for
| ong. After a judicious noment he said, "Brother
Prior, you really shouldn't take it so
hard."

"G acomd's scow, with the brows bl ack and
beetling over a nose as nobly Roman as his
pedi gree, would have put the Abbot hinmself to flight.
Oone met it bravely and with the best will in the world. H's
Prior was sorely tenpted to strike him

But G acono had | earned di scipline. Not
easily, but by now quite thoroughly. He restricted
hinself to a growl and a slight speeding of his pace.
No, he should not take it so hard. It was not as if the
worl d had ended or the barbarians invaded, or his
famly lost the last of its sadly eroded
property. So his sister had taken the veil. He
shoul d be rejoicing that another of his blood had found a
vocation-- and his favorite sister besides, his pet,
pretty Fioretta. The veil he could have faced,
if she had not gone mad with it. He woul d have seen her
into any convent in Rome and nade certain that she was
wel | treated there. He could even have bone her
departing el sewhere, if any Continelli would dream of
forsaking her city, if only she was content.

But this. Not for Fioretta Saint Benedict's
| earned nuns or Saint Anastasia's holy
nurses or the cloistered solitude of Saint
Ant hony. No; nothing so sinmple or so
reassuring. Fioretta had gone with the new
madwonen, O ara and her barefoot sisters, canp
followers of the Friars Mnor. Her veil was a
rag and her feet unshod, and when she was not beggi ng on
t he highroad she was ministering to those who 98 Judith
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were. And she was not content at all. She was
gauntly, lum nously, maniacally happy.
"Plague take the girl!" he burst out. "Wy

couldn't she have settled on sonething | ess drastic?"
"But if she had," said O one with sweet reason
"she woul dn't be your sister.”
G acono had stal ked forward anot her hal f-dozen
strides before the barb sank in. Oone's face was
all innocence; his eyes were guil el ess.
His Prior stopped short. The crowd of
passersby eddied and swirled. Already O one was al nost
swal lowed in it, a weedy brown-cow ed figure, a
sallow circle of tonsure. Wth a bark of sudden
| aughter, G aconmo pushed in his wake
G acono, though not tall, was solid, a
respect abl e wei ght even agai nst a market -day nob.
O one had neither height nor girth, and no mnuscle
at all. Once the current caught him it swept
himalong like flotsam G acono
snat ched once, caught the wong hood, stared
into startled eyes. Femal e eyes-and mal e ones besi de
them promising murder. It took himsonme little tine



to extricate hinself; when he | ooked again, O one was
gone. Half a dozen tonsures bobbed w thin reach,

and hal f of those above Jeronmite habits, but none was
Brot her O one. Wio, besides his body's frailty,

had been known to faint for no reason at all, once
even in the street. But that street had not been so
busy or so full of jostling humanity. Nor had

it been so far fromhis nonastery; and he had a fine
m nd and the hand of an artist, but no head at all for
directions.

There was nothing for it but to go forward as O one nust have
gone, and strain eyes and neck in searching for him
Pilgrims, nonks, matrons, pilgrins,
idlers and marketers and beggars, servants,
pilgrims. No O one. A princeling and his
bravos; a lady in a litter; a cardinal in
state. O QOone, not a sign. And all Rone
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and a piazza before the seeker, with great ways and
small radiating fromit like the spokes of a wheel

The peopl e were not so crowded here. The street had confined
them they had space now to scatter
Pilgrims clustered round the statue on one edge,
an image out of old Ronme: Dionysus in his
robe of fawnskin, crowned with vine |eaves, with a
| eopard fawning at his feet. CGuides always
swore that it was a saint in the arena, tanmi ng the beast that
woul d have slain him One was swearing it now, loudly, in
bad Norman. G acono coul d understand enough to be sure
of that. No O one here. These were all hulking
t owheaded northerners, with a scatter of stragglers on
their fringes, hawkers of relics and tokens,
beggars, the odd pilgrim G acono skirted
them nounting above them for they overflowed the space about
the i mage and poured up the steps of the little church
call ed, of course. Saint Bacchus. Fromthe top
he m ght be able to see his way.

Intent, peering over heads, he collided with an
unex pected obstacle. It grunted and said in a
fam liar tuneless voice, "Prior G acono,
| ook. Just |ook!"

G aconpo seized himas if to shake him half
for relief, half for white rage. Al his
anxiety, all his desperation, and O one was not even
surprised to be found again. He could only gape at
an old statue |like half a thousand other statues in
this city of marble and nmenories, beautiful
maybe, but a beauty grown lusterless with surfeit.

H s narrow face was rapt; his sallow cheeks were
flushed. He | ooked feverish. "Sweet saints,"

he breathed. "I have to paint that face." G acono
sighed gustily. "So paint it. O any one of its

t housand tw ns."

That managed to startle O one, but not enough to free his
eyes fromtheir bondage. "Twi ns? Brother
Prior, there can be none like it in the world. Only
ook at it." O one caught G aconp's armwth
amazing force and turned himbodily. "Look!"
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There was Saint Bacchus with his ringlets tunbling



down his marbl e back, no face to be seen. There was the
| eopard with its fanged grin. There were the pilgrins,
row on row. Not all after all were Norman. One

stood among themlike a child in a field of tal

corn, his black curly head bare to the sun, his

bl ack eyes sparkling with nockery as the guide

ranbl ed on. His face was dark and young and wild, a
deal nore handsome than not, and as utterly un- Nornman
as any face could be. Levantine, G acomo woul d

have said, or Geek. O one shook his Prior

lightly. "Do you See hi mnow? Have you ever seen his
like?" And | osing patience at |ast, he

pointed. "By all the angels, Brother Prior

are you blind?"

His finger pointed directly to the right of the dark
boy, to one of the tall figures that hemmed himin.
That one, G aconp saw, stood slightly apart,
an inch perhaps, or a world's width. Fromthe steps he
seemed to stand alnost face to face with the statue, a
pilgrimclothed |ike any other, hat and hood,
gown, cloak and scrip and staff. But the face he
lifted as if to exchange stares with the marble god ..
G acono swal | owed. No one shoul d have a face |ike
that. Waite Iike marble, but living, breathing, tilting over
the boy's head toward one of the brawni er Nornans,
smling a very little and murmuring something far too faint
to be heard.

"I have to paint him" O one said. "For ny
archangel ." He stopped and sucked in his breath.
"Brother Prior! Could he-could he really be-was
"The age of miracles is over." As soon as he
had said it, G acom wi shed that he had not. Not that
he had wounded O. one-the |lad was well past it-but that
he mght after all have lied. O one | ooked fair
to lose hinmself again, though this tinme at |east he had a
vi sible destination. G acono got a grip on the
back of his cincture. He hardly seened
to notice the weight he towed behind him the hounds OF
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Yet once he had reached his quarry he hung
back. Shy, G acono thought, then saw his face
It wore the same | ook as when he stood with brush
i n hand and nodel before him and page or pane
waiting for the first stroke.

The gui de had ended his tale and gathered his
flock, herding them churchward, hangers-on and all
Only three were not to be noved, the dark youth, the
big Norman with his rough sandy beard, and O one's
archangel . The boy wandered up to the statue,
exploring its base with quick light fingers. The
Nor man, who al one had no hat but only a
hood, let it fall back froma tonsured head and
said in excellent Latin, "Well, brothers, what
now?"

Nei t her of his compani ons responded. The boy
ignored himutterly. The other turned his head from
side to side as if questing. H's eyes were
enormous, colorless as water. He should have had a
bl eached | ook, all white as he was; he should have
seemed brow ess and | ashl ess, naked and unfini shed. But



his brows were fine and distinct and set on a definite
tilt, just touched with gold; his |ashes were
thick and long; and all his pallor had a sheen I|ike
light caught in al abaster. Beside himthe marble
Di onysus was a dull and lifeless thing. The
Nor man sighed. "I for one," he said with
el aborate patience, "would like to know where my head w ||
rest tonight. And how we're going to occupy oursel ves
until we get there."

O one had found his opening, a sending straight from
heaven. "Wy, good pilgrims, if that's your
worry, | know just the place." The big man
| ooked down in startlement to the voice that chirped
by his elbow He had a battered soldier's
face, but his eyes were blue as flax flowers. They
took in O one fromcrown to toe and back again, not a
long journey at all. Surprise and suspicion
had turned his face to flint; nowit softened and his
stare turned quizzical. "Do you. Brother? \Were
may that be?"

"Wy, " said O one quickly, "in our own San
G rol ano.
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We don't keep a regular hostel, but we have
a guesthouse, snall but very confortable, with its own
garden. And to a brother of our own Order and to his
conpani ons, we can offer a warm
wel come." G aconmp gaped in astoni shment. Shy
Brother O one, diffident well-nigh to tears, not
only stood-up to a man thrice his size; he
of fered | odgi ngs on behal f of his whol e nonastery.
The Norman nonk was interested, even a little
anused. "lIs that San G rol ano near the
Pal ati ne? The one with the |ovely canpanile?"
"Yes!" cried O one, delighted. "Brother, you
nmust come, you and the others. Miust they not. Brother
Prior?"

Now at |ast he was mindful of his own | ow
rank-now all his sins were conmtted. G acono
made no effort to smooth his face, although he knew
he | ooked formidable. "Prior G acono," he
naned hinself with the formality of suspicion, "of San
Grolano."

"Brother Jehan," the foreigner responded, "from
Anglia." If G aconp's manner daunted
him he gave no sign of it. "For nyself, 1'd be
gl ad enough to take your Brother's offer, provided you
approve. My conpanions | can't speak for."

Slowm y the Strange one turned. Hi s expression
was renote, even cold, but his gaze was clear enough
As it flickered over G acono, the Prior
shivered. It seemed to have substance, a touch
like wind, both burning and cool. "I would be content,"'
he said. His Latin was flaw ess, his voice as
uncanny as his face. "Wth the Prior's consent."
G acomp' s scow deepened. O one was quivering |like
a pup before its master, uncertain whether he had
earned a reward or a whipping. The two tall nen
wai ted, the boy com ng between them bright-eyed with
curiosity but offering no word.



At | ast G acono spoke. "OF course
consent. It's in the Rule. Hospitality to al
who conme, out of Christ's charity. Qur Abbot won't
argue with that."
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O. one cl apped his hands. "Come on then! W're
taki ng an easy way back; we're at l|iberty,
you see, and needn't hurry. Are you hungry?
Thirsty? Is there anything you' d like to see?" Agrin
transformed Jehan's face, stripping away a
full score of years. "You choose. Brother
W' re even freer than you-at | oose ends, for a
fact; we'll foll ow wherever you |lead."

And |l ead them O one did with skill as amazing as
everyt hing he had done since he cane to Saint
Bacchus, chattering happily with the Norman nonk,
barkened to with silent interest by the young
Greek, and quite undis mayed by his strange one's
abstraction. G aconop trailed after the oddly
assorted conpany. After sone little time he discovered that
he was matching his pace to that of the white stranger. The
ot hers had drawn somewhat ahead up the remant of
an old paved way, a road like a green tunne
t hrough one of Rone's many w | dernesses. The sun was
shut out here; the awareness of humanity, of the city, was
dimand distant. Yet O one was | eading themthrough the
city itself, fromthe mghty fortress bul k of the
Col osseumtoward the Pal atine H Il and, past
that, San Grolanm in the hollow of the hill. This
was not true wastel and as Rome knew it, vast
expanses of open field and tangl ed copse and
mal arial marsh strewn as thickly with ruins as a
battlefield with bones, but rather a garden gone wld.
Through the knotted canes peered a pale blurred
face, old god or old Roman set on guard
here and long forgotten. Wthin reach of the inage,
G acomp' s conpani on sl owed. He took off his
hat as if it irked him and let his hood fal
back, shaking out a remarkable quantity of w nter-
gold hair. The gesture struck sonething in
G aconp, made hi m consci ous that he had been
seeing no living man at all, but only
an agel ess abstract beauty. The beauty had grown
no | ess, yet sonething, maybe the green
solitude, had thawed the ice; the nmarble angel had
becone a nman, and a
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very young one at that, a princely youth who | ooked
about himw th newborn awareness. Hi s eyes had darkened
al t hough they were light still, clear silvery gray, alive
and alert and very, very keen. They found the crunbling
statue, examined it, let it pass in favor of the
living face. Bright though they were, the terrible
brilliance was gone; they saw no nore than any eyes
had a right to see. G aconp began to bristle. He
was not a marble Ronman, to be stared at for so long a
count of heartbeats down so el egant a | ength of
nose. Yet for all its pride, it was not an
arrogant Stare; it had a strange clarity, an
i nnocence that asked no pardon and never dreaned it



needed any.

"Well, sir," said the Prior as the silence
stretched, "do you find nmy face ugly enough to be
fascinati ng?"

The pilgrimlowered his eyes. "Your pardon
Brother Prior. | neant no discourtesy."

"I suppose | can forgive you. You're
a nobl eman at home, aren't you?" He | ooked al npst

di smayed. "lIs it so obvious?" "Rather," G aconp
sai d.
"How strange,"” nmurnured the pilgrim He
wal ked nmore slowy still, pondering. G aconpo m ght have

t hought himmad, or slowin the wits; the former all but
certainly, if only instinct had not rebelled. There
was sonet hing em nently sane about this young nman, although it was
not the sanity of the conmmon run of mankind. It was in
fact very like OQone's. Brilliant, narrowy
focused, and generally pre occupied. His focus
shifted abruptly to G acono; just as abruptly
he said, "I"'mcalled AlIfred, or AIf if you
like. Like nmy friend, | come fromAnglia."
"So," said G acomp, "O one was al nost right. Not
an angel after all, but an Angle."
Alf smled alittle ruefully "I earned that,
didn'"t 1?" And after a noment: "Your face is not
ugly at all, and yet | do find it fascinating."
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"All Rone in a nose," G acono said,
hal f annoyed, half amused. "You woul dn't happen
to be an artist too, would you?" Af shook his head
with a touch of regret. "I'mbut a poor student of the
world and its faces. Sometines, as you' ve
di scovered, to the point of rudeness.”
"It's forgiven," G acom said
As they hastened to catch the others, now | ost
to sight, he realized that all his ill hunmor had
evaporated. Nor could even QO one's tunel ess
singing bring it back
"0 Roma nobilis, orbis et domina
cunct arum ur bi um excel |l enti ssi ma
There was only one reasonabl e defense. Wth a
better will than he had ever expected to have, he added
his own rich basso:
"Roseo martyrum sangui ne rubea, albis
et virginumliltis Candi da. "
New voi ces joined them strong trained
Nor man- accent ed baritone and sudden, piercingly
sweet tenor.
"Salutemdicinus tibi per omia, te
benedi ci nus--sal ve per saecul al™
They made quite a passable choir, QO one
notw t hst andi ng. Even as their singing faded into the clanor of
Rome and died, G acono di scovered that he was
sm ling.

As prisons went, Anna supposed, this one was
quite luxurious. It was clean; if not warm
it was certainly not too cold to bear, and she had the
bl anket; the food was edi bl e though sonewhat
nonot onous. Her hands were healing well; she had



taken off the bandages sone little time since, reckoned

in visits of their unseen jailer. Food appeared

at regular intervals; the chanberpot was never

full, the lanp never enpty. It was like a tale out

of Anna's eastern chil dhood, save that her

nurse had never told her how very frightening it was to be
wai ted on by unseen hands, watched over by a guard

whom she coul d not perceive. At first it nearly drove

her mad, not to know who wat ched, or where, or why. But
with tinme she calned. Let himwatch, whatever he

was, W zard or denon or renegade of the

Ki ndred. Let himknow all she did, thought, said.

She had nothing to be ashaned of. She huddl ed at her

end of the pallet, or prowed the cell, or played

with the children. Pups she refused to call them and she was
adamant. Yet pups they were. Rather dull at
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first like all newborn creatures, all their beings
focused on food and sleep. But as tine craw ed
on, they grew and changed with the swi ftness of beastkind.
Their eyes learned to see; they | earned
to wal k, an awkward bi g- bellied waddl e that
transformed itself into a lolloping run. They found their
voi ces, and they discovered play in all its nyriad
avatars. Only their eyes betrayed their kind,
cat- pupiled blue paling slowy to white-gold,
mar ked now and then with a sudden uncanny clarity.

Thea, chained, was nurse and refuge, her tenper
held at bay for their sakes. Anna was friend,
pl aymat e, even teacher. For she talked to them She
tal ked constantly, and the invisible one be dacmmed. She
told themof their father and their kin and their inheritance of
power; of Rhiyana and Broceliande and the great world;
of magic and the Church, orthodoxy and heresy,
phi | osophy and theol ogy and all the high | earning her
i mpri sonnent deni ed her

"Boredom " she woul d say while Liahan
dueled with a wickedly snarling Cynan for possession
of her lap. "That is the curse of the prisoner
Stale air, stale light, unremtting
confinenent-what are they to the mind that has work to do?
Nothing at all! But put it in a cell wthout book
or pen or parchnent; w thout conversation, wthout ganes, with
nothing to do but count cracks in the stone, pull straws
out of the pallet, dispute with imaginary
phi | osophers, and invent progressively
| ess inventive fantasies; and directly it
rots away. If | didn't have you inps to chase
after, | believe |I'd barter ny soul for one
glinpse of a book. O," she added with deep
feeling, "a bath." For that was worst of all, worse
even than the | ong bookl ess hours, to be so dismayingly
unkenpt, cl eaned sketchily and stickily with w ne
and the edge of her camise, gaining nothing for her efforts
but a steadily nore draggled hem At |east her
courses had not begun, which belied the eternity she
seenmed to have been here; she refused to consider what woul d
happen when they did.

She was still dream ng of rescues. Al the Fair
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stormof fire. Father Jehan in white armor with a
cross on his breast. AIf walking calmy in and
bi ddi ng t hem be free. She shut her eyes tight, the
better to see his face. He was smling. H s body
gl eaned softly as sonetinmes it did at night, as if
his skin had caught and held the nmobon. H s eyes were
red like coals, like rubies, rimred with silver
fire;

about his head shone a white ninbus of power. She
sighed and shifted, and groaned a little. Her neck was
stiff. Unwillingly she opened her eyes.

He was there. Living, breathing, shining pale, al
in white and gray silver, |ooking down. Her whole
being gathered to leap into his arnms. Knotted.
Cranped. Recoil ed.

It was Alf. It was not. Tall, pale, yes.
Beautiful, ah yes, nore beautiful than anyone had
aright to be and still be unm stakably a nman. But not

Al f. The face was the nerest shade broader. The
hair was nmerely gilt, with no glinmer of silver
The eyes were a hard clear gray like flint. And on
the | ean young cheek was a distinct shadow of beard.

She tried to swallow. Her nouth was burning dry.
This not-Alf, this creature as like to himas a brother
was Brother indeed, severely tonsured,
habi t ed-i npossibly, terribly-in gray over
white. A Pauline

nmonk, | ooking not at her at all but at the hound
who lay silent at her feet. Thea was awake,
frozen, every hair erect. From beneath her burst her
son, hurtling upon the stranger with an infant roar
The nonk's eyes flickered. Anne's own
hackl es rose as at the passing of |ightning.
Cynan ran full into a wall no one could see,
tumbling end over end yet snarling still with
irrepressible fury. Hi s nother's forefoot
pi nned him he struggled wildly beneath it. Thea's
voice rang in Anna's mnd. Denon. Coward.
Judas. Bind ne, beat me, conpass nme in the
m nd of a hound-what ever betrayal you hunt for, you'l
never get it from ne.

He | ooked at her, a flat gray stare,
reveal i ng not hi ng. From behi nd himcane a second
Paul i ne nonk. Quite an

the hounds OF god 109

ordi nary nmonk beside that other, a heavy florid
man, unm stakably human. Yet, Anna saw
with bitter clarity, he was no fool. For all their
heavy-1idded | anguor, his eyes were sharp, gleamng with
anusenment. "Spirit," he said in the | angue d' oeil
"is always to be admired, even in your kind. But spirit
can be broken."

O killed outright. Thea's quiet was deadly.
You have us, | grant you that, and it's no nean feat.
But for how |l ong? "For as long as we please." The
nmonk folded his arns and snmiled. "Do you care to test
us?"

Al t hough Thea's eyes burned, her silent voice
was cool. I'mnot an utter idiot. Can | say



the sane of you? It's clear enough what you holy Hounds
are up to, casting nets to trap w tches
in, with your own tame witch to lay the bait. You

caught us in a noment of weakness. You'll catch no
nor e.

"W caught three." The pale nonk even
sounded like Al f, damm him clear, light,

nmel odi ous. "We killed another. The world sings
to be free of him"

Anna tasted bl ood. She had bitten her
tongue. She felt no pain, yet. Alun. Thea
nour ned, but in wath. You nurdered him "Executed
a wtch," said the worldly cleric. Murder, Thea
repeated fiercely, her eyes fixed upon the other, the
fair one. He was your own kin!

"He was an abomination," said that travesty of
Al Fs voice, if not his accent at least; this was
strange yet famliar, a softening of the vowels, a
qui ckening of the words" flow. "A spawn of the Pit, a
child of -was

Then so are you.

H s eyes focused and began to burn. "He was
foul. He stank to Heaven. | stretched out ny hand;
| called on nmy God; He cane and snote him
down. "

You killed him You killed with power.

Hi s hand cane up as if to strike. Thea
crouched over her children, snarling on a | ow and deadly
note. "God snote him" he repeated. "Cod
shall smte you also, who take refuge fromrighteousness in
t he body of a beast."

"Better that, perhaps, than a glittering travesty
of humanki nd." The worldly man did not sound as if
he believed it; rather as if it were an idea he toyed
with, testing its weight. He regarded the w tch-hound
with a touch of regret and nore than a touch of
satisfaction. "You are an attractive creature
as hound bitches go, although your eyes are nore than a
little disconcerting. But that, Brother Sinon tells
me, should change with time. The mind within that el egant
head is clear enough now, and quite witch enough, if held
nmost strongly in check. How | ong before the change
begins? Already | see it in your whel ps, who have
forgotten that they ever wore any shape but this. Soon
you shall follow them Your mnd shall begin to darken, the
edges to blur, the higher thoughts to slow

the will turn toward the belly; the yell ow
denon- eyes grow soft and brown and besti al
mat ching at last the inner to the outer being. Wtch no
| onger, woman-fetch no nore, but hound in truth, with
neither nenory nor sorcery to free you. Or," he
said after a cal cul ated nmonent, "your
of fspring. Unless, as may well be, it is already
too late for them™

The hound's head shook with an odd gracel essness,
human gesture fitted ill to i nhunman body. But
Thea's eyes were still her own, and they were el oquent.
Never, they flared. Never!

The nonk smiled. "You may defy us as nmuch as you
like. It changes nothing. Rage; threaten; taunt.



Wat ch your children fall ever deeper into the darkness of the
beast. But"-he | eaned forward al nost within reach of her
spring-"but. That need not be so. They can be free in their
proper forns, and you with them Free and at peace."
Dead, Thea said.

"Not dead. Alive and sane."”

At what price? Murder and mayhen? Mere
treason? "No price. Only acceptance of
God's will. Thus far we have been gentle; we have
simply confined you to the shape you yoursel f chose, giving you
anple tine for
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reflection. Now you nust decide. You may rise
a woraen, or you nmy remain as now you are."

And if | yield? What am | yielding to?
What happens to ny children? "Ah," said the nonk,
drawing it out. "Your children. You defend them very
bravely and, | gather, with somewhat nore strength than
Brot her Sinmon woul d have expected. In vain, in the
end. He has no desire to harmthem but so he wll
do if you conpel him"

She stood over them Cynan restrained but
uncowed, Liahan watching with eyes too w de and
too clear for either the infant she was or the pup she
seened. Touch them her nother said, even cast a thought
at them and you will see exactly how strong I am
"W will have them" Brother Sinon said, |ight and
cool and dispassionate. "Satan's grip on them
is feeble yet. W will bring themto salvation."

The ot her nodded with approval nore ful some than
flattering. "Salvation, yes. The light of the true
God. They will live and grow and be as strong as ever you
could wi sh. Nor need they be torn fromyou. Wile they
have need, they may remain with you, provided only that
we have your prom se to teach them no bl ack
sorceries. You will be nurse and nmother as CGod has
made you. OQthers will have their teaching."

You, said Thea. Sinon. Sinmon Magus,
Si non-pure, Sinmon the sinple. Don't you
think I can guess what you want with us? You have one
tame warlock. Here are two nore, firmin your hand,
young enough to nold as you would have them powerful enough
to make you lord of the world. After, of course, you've
di sposed of this mnor inconvenience. She grinned a
wi de fanged grin. Not so nminor after all, aml?
He can't get at ny babies while |I'm
determined to ward himoff, and |I'm not such an idi ot
as to give way to your persuasion. It's an
i npasse. "No," said Brother Sinon. "I will
break you if you conpel ne." He noved sw fter
than sieht. swifter even
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than Thea's jaws, snatching up the still and staring
Li ahan. He held her with gentle competence,
stroking her leaf-thin ears, evading her sudden snap
as easily as he had her mother's. "You can wall her
mnd in all your defiance. But can you defend her
body? A chain confines you-was

Thea | eaped, twi sted, dropped to a bristling
crouch. The chain hung linp. Her eyes flared



green; the collar dropped with an iron cl ang.
Her muscl es knotted, tensing to spring.

Hi s cal mvoice went on with scarcely a
pause. "Attack and | strike. This neck is
delicate; how easy. to break it. And I am
swi fter than you."

Thea sank down, ears flat, eyes
slitted. Gve ne back ny daughter. "G ve
me your choice. Your children now and under your care, or
later and in despite of you."

Anna could endure it no longer. "No!" she
cried. "There's no later. There's only now. "

They stared at her, both the brothers of Saint
Paul , as if she had burst upon them fromthe enpty
air. Maybe to them she had. She was only hunman,
and they had three witches to burn. She was past
caring. She plunged on recklessly, relegat ing
the fat one to nonexistence, fixing the whole force of
her rage upon the other. "Sinmon Magus, Sinon
traitor, even | can see the truth, lowy
nortal fermale that | am You need these children, and you
need them now, and you can't get at them any nore than you
can get at Rhiyana. And tine's pressing. Any
nmonent the Pope could call off the Crusade, or the
Fair Folk could find a way to overcone you and
set us free." "God is with H s Holiness. Your
fair denmons, the dark king, the white one who may
be nmore than a king-was Sinon's face stiffened; his
eyes narrowed. But he laughed, a light terrible
sound out of that face of ice and flint. "That one had his
own spl endor of folly. I think I chastened hima
little. All his fire and wath nerely
pricked ne. Have your nighty Kindred no nore
to send?"

the hounds OF god 113

VWhen Anna was afraid, she was al so nost angry.

"He scared you, didn't he? He wasn't

expecting to clash with real power; he didn't have al
his strength ready. You routed him but it cost you
Ol osed out of Rhiyana, with Thea hol di ng you at

bay here-what's left but a round of pleas disguised
as threats?"

"I amnot held at bay." That was not anger
certainly. It was nore |ike anusenment. Sinon set
Li ahan at her nother's feet, where she remained,
wat ching him "Your kin, little one, have fled within their
walls. Wse creatures. So too would I, if
it were nyself | faced," "You' d be gibbering under your bed
behind a barricade of blankets." "You are a
fierce little shrew," observed the florid nonk.

Anna sniled sweetly; he returned the smle

with one fully as lethal. "You are of no account.
Fl otsam nerely, drawn up in the net. And things
of no account are swiftly cast away."

Thea noved with suppl eness nore of the cat than of the
hound, setting herself between the nonks and the woman. Touch
her, she said very gently, and though | have neither
power nor speed to match with yonder magus, |
assure you | amperfectly capable of tearing out
your fat throat.



"Only," said the namel ess nonk, "if yonder
magus pernmits." She flowed toward him Her
eyes held his, burning bright. She blurred.
He cried out sharply. She sat at her ease,
licking her lips. Fromone small prick, a
dropl et of blood swelled and burst and broke,
runnel i ng down the thick neck to vani sh beneath the cow .
You taste vile, she said to him
But Anna, and perhaps Thea hersel f, had m sjudged
him The color drained fromhis face, leaving it
utterly calm Deep in Anna's mnd, a
smal | separate self observed that he must have been
a strikingly handsonme boy. The bones were fine under the
t hi ckened fl esh, the forehead broad and clear, the

profile cleanly carved still although it blurred into the
heavy jow ed throat.
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He | ooked down at Thea with no expression at
all; and that was less a mask than his joviality had
been. "You did not do as you threatened. | doubt very

much that you can.”

Thea coul d not be disconcerted. She settled
once nmore on guard, but easy in it, alnost |ounging with
her children cl ose against her. To return to the point,

nmonk, |I'mfair enough prey when all's considered,
and we have the matter of the young ones still to settle. M
sister is no part of this. You would do very well to |et
her go. The nonk smiled. "I think not, mlady
witch."
"Why?" demanded Anna. "Because you think |I'mthe
closest thing you'll find to a weakness in her?"

O course, Thea said, and he can't threaten you or
his own neck is in jeopardy. On the other hand, the
possibility's always there. One never discards even a
potential weapon unless one has to. She tilted
her head, considering him Wapons, you know, can be
used by either side in a battle. Take care you
don't find yourself on the wong end of this one.
"I do not intend to." He exam ned her again,
deliberate ly, as if he could make her withe.
She only arched her back and stretched |like a cat.
H s jaw cl enched. "One way or another, we will have
it all: you, your cublings, Rhiyana itself. You may
choose the way of it, whether salvation for your children and a
swift and merciful end for your kind, or a |long slow
deadly war fought with the mind as well as with the body.
Brother Sinon is a mightier power than
any you can nuster, and God is with him he cannot but
conquer. Wth your aid he will do
so quickly and cleanly. Wthout it, | can pronise
only angui sh. For you, for your kind, and for your children."
So that's ny choice. Swift death or sl ow
death. What's the difference, in the end?
"Pain," said Brother Sinmon, sudden as a stone
speaking. Al the nore reason to give ny people tinme to arm
agai nst you. "They cannot. They cannot even find nme. But |
find themw th perfect ease. Shall | test ny power
on then®"
Thea was on her feet, but the nanel ess nonk stood in
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her way. "Not yet, witch-lady. You still have a
choice to make. Swiftly now, before we nake it for
you. "

She stood erect, at gaze, trenbling just
visibly. It is made, said the voice in all their
m nds, made thrice over. No, and no, and no.
Better death in this shape than slavery to the Iikes
of you. "We shall see," he said, "how long this
pretty show of defiance can last." He drew up his
cowm with a cerenmpni ous gesture. "Exam ne well
your heart, milady witch. If heart indeed you
have. "

At first Thea seened only glad to be free of
her chain. She whirled round the cell, nocking the
bolted door with every line of her body.

Yet at | ength she quieted, dropping panting
to the floor beside the bed. She grinned at Anna, who
stared levelly back and said, "It's no good, is
it? You can't get us out."

Not yet, Thea said, inspecting each child with care,
washi ng Liahan all over until the menory of
Sinmon's touch was scoured away. But he's
cocky. He's leaving ne free enough

inside this place, though every wall is also a wall
of power. He'll learn to regret that.

"He could be listening to you now. "

7knovs he is. Thea | eaped up again, as if
her long captivity in alien shape had | eft her
sated with stillness. She prowed the cell, coming to a
halt under the lanmp cluster. Her eyes sparked. The
| anps burst into a blaze of sudden |light. She

stood beneath them watching them while Cynan
stal ked her manifold shadow.

The dislight died. Thea's eyes cl osed; she
seened to 116 the hounds OF god 117

dwindle, to shrink into herself. He's
strong, she said. She sank down slowy.

There was a little water left. Anna wheedled it
into her. It seened to strengthen her; she raised her

head, drawing a long breath. I"'mnot in the best of
condition for this.
"ls anyone?"
| plan to be. | won "tgive in to those
cursed Hounds, and | don't intend to die for it.
"Maybe sonmeone will come,"” Anna said.

Thea rounded on her. Pray for it if it suits
you, but don't lie back and wait for it. W're
hi dden conpletely. W're not even in Rhiyana.
Anna had guessed that nuch. But to hear it spoken
made it real, a knot of pain where her stomach shoul d
be. "Then where-was Rome, Thea answered. dd
Rome itself, that's nore than big enough to hide us even if
anyone can track us here. He knows it, that captor
of ours. He's very pleased viith his own cl everness.
"He's a horror. To call hinself Sinmon after the
notorious w zard, the first heretic-was

O after the Prince of Apostles, for the matter of
that. No; he's not our captor, he's nerely our
jailer. 1 neant the other. The mastermnd in the



guise of a fat fool. Brother Paul as his mnd
was trunpeting to nme, |oudly enough to make it
certain that that's not the nanme he was christened with. He's
the one to look to. He's the evil genius in this.

"But he's only human."

Thea | aughed with a bitter edge. Poor Annal
W' ve ruined you. Al our visible power, our
di sgustingly pretty faces, our stubborn refusa
to let tine touch us; we've let you think we're
perfection, or as close to it as earth all ows.
W' ve failed conpletely to teach you sonethi ng nuch
truer. No one's only hunman, Anna. He
m ght be as ugly as Satan hinself; he'lt
certainly be dead in a hundred years; he hasn't
a glimrer of our magic. But he has sonething nore
powerful than all the rest. He has a brain. A
t hi nki ng brain. Wether by chance or his own bl ack
brilliance, he's caught one of us, trained him
to ww conw caret was " 118 Judith Tarr

with all too nuch success. You can be sure he's
not resting on it. Anna shook her head
obstinately. "The fat one m ght be giving the
orders, but the other is only letting him If he
really has that nuch power--"

He has nore. Do you renmenber how Al f held
down the dance the night--Thea's m nd-voice caught
for the merest shadow of an instant--the night the
babi es were born? Do you renenber how he was?
Ruler in the circle, master of enchanters--as
Brot her Sinon hinself has said, greater than a king.
Now r enmenber your worst and fal sest image of
yoursel f. That's how rmuch weaker Alf is than this
second Si non Magus.

"Then how can anyone control him |et alone that
fat |echer of a nonk?"

still don't know, Thea said, but this Paul can. And
does. Now cane Anna's time to pace with Cynan
for escort, and Thea's to watch in silence. Except
that Thea gave it up after a turn or two and turned
her attention upon Liahan. The little witch had not
noved since Sinmon set her down, not even
to protest her rough and thorough cl eansing. Her eyes
were wide still, bright and fixed. And yet when Thea nosed
her, they blinked; her tail wagged very slightly in
recognition.

Anna stopped, alarnmed. "What has he done
to her? Has he hurt her?" Thea's response was
slowin comng. No, | don't think . . . he
wouldn't dare . . . Her lip winkled. He
woul dn't dare! Anna knelt beside them Liahan
did not flinch or snap when Anna lifted her
She felt as she always did, warm and
silken-furred, wiggling a little against Anna's
shoul der. "Her mind," Anna said. "Her wts.
Has he--"

He can't, Thea snapped. Cynan, jeal ous,
scrabbl ed at Anna's knee; his nother caught him
by the scruff of the neck, roughly enough to startle him and
all but drove himto nurse. Her head whi pped
back toward Anna. |I'mnothing to that tower of



strength, but | bore these children in ny body. Wile
| have any power at all, he can't touch them the
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"The ot her one--Paul --he said--"
I"'ma long way yet fromlosing ny nind
Li ahan-- Thea tossed her head, a very human
gesture, yet also very canine. still can't touch her
mnd. It's walled and guarded. But there's no stench
of Simon Magus about it; and yet she's too young.
She can't know how to shield. Not I|ike that. Not from ne.
Anna caressed the hound-child, stroking her
favorite places, behind the ears, along the spine.
She squirmed with pleasure, clinbing higher
buryi ng her cool wet nose in Anna's neck
"Li ahan," Anna said, for what good it could do,
"he's gone. You can open your mind now " Thea made
a small disgusted sound. Talk. As if
she coul d understand. Anna ignored her
"Wtch-baby, shields are splendidly usefu
t hi ngs and you are a wonder for having nmade one so young,
but it's making your nother angry. Open a chink at
| east and let her in." Liahan stiffened a
fraction. Anna cradl ed her, holding her face
to face. Her eyes were all gold. Wnter-gold Iike
Al'ts, shining as his shone when he wi el ded his power.
"Ch, you are your father's child. Your nother's too,
stubborn as you are and laughing in it. Wn't you | ower
your shield? Just for the practice?" The little witch
bl i nked. Anna reeled with sudden dizzi ness. Those

eyes- -
Li ahan! Thea's will cut |ike a sword, severing the
spell. Yes, Liahan was |aughing even now, though

chastened, reaching to lick Anna's cheek, begging to be
set down. Once freed, she set to nursing as if
she had never been nore than she seened, a very small
and very hungry gazehound pup

Wtch, Thea said, half in exasperation, half in
pride. Born and bred contrary, and determ ned to stay
that way. | alnost pity our poor eneny.

"Pity thafi" cried Anna.

That, Thea agreed. She began to bathe her son
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sated, lay on the verge of sleep. Anna
wat ched in silence that stretched into peace.

The air's singing shattered it. Anna watched the
bow s and cups appear. It was no | ess uncanny
for that now she knew how they had come, and by whose will.

One would think . . . Thea mused. She shook
hersel f. No. "Wat?" Anna snapped the word
vi ci ousl y.

Thea | owered her head to her paws, reflecting.
Si mon the Magus is a coincidence. O course
a man of the Folk, if he were tall and |ight-eyed
and flaxen-fair, would | ook uncannily Iike
Alfred. It's the cast of the face-it's the same in
all of us. But that he should be so very like, and be so

bitterly our eneny . . . that nust be God's
bl ack hunor.
"He's not quite . . . right, is he?"

One could not deceive Thea with an air of indifference.



Not that it mattered. Thea had never weakened anyone's
will with a show of conpassion. He's utterly nad.
He's a travesty; a caricature. A
ni gfitmare of a m ght-have- been.

"He makes me think ofationikki too. Sonehow.
In the way he's twisted; in the way he seens
to be m ssing sonmething. | renmenber how ny
not her used to talk, once in a great while, when she
didn't know | could hear. Before Al fcane and
changed everything. She'd been told to raise ny
brother like a colt or a puppy, because that was as
close to a man as he'd ever get; she could train
him naybe, and she did housebreak himand teach him
to eat decently. But he'd never be properly
human. " He woul d never have been |ike yonder
creature. "How do you know?" Anna flared at her
"How can you i magi ne what he woul d have grown into? You
know what a brain he has. Alf set it free.
What if Af had never cone?"' Maybe we all
woul d have died when the City fell. That woul d have been a
mercy. But if we hadn't, if N kki had grown
up, trapped, treated the way peopl e never could hel p but
treat himall that wit and all that wldness with no
way out of his head and no way in . "
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| can imagine it.

Thea's i nner voice was so flat that Anna stopped
short. Renmenbered, and felt the heat rise to burn
her cheeks. Her tongue had run away again. Wuld
she never |earn?

Thea was choosing not to take offense. N kephoros
woul d not have let hinself sink into a nadnan.
No nore than AIf did. He'd have raged; he'd have
fought. He would have tried to make sonethi ng of hinself.
"Sometines | think, if you ever got tired of Alf,
you' d have Ni kki in your bed before the hour was out." No.
Anna woul d never |earn. An hour? Thea | aughed.
That | ong? Anna Chrysolora, you credit ne with
al t oget her too nuch restraint.

"So that's why you won't marry ny el der brother
You' ve got your eye on the younger."

O course. Wuld | be nyself if | didn't?
In spite of all her troubles and her festering
tenmper, Anna began to | augh. Thea had the eye and the
tongue of a notorious harlot, but for all of that, her
heart was as fixed and i nmovabl e as the roots of
Brocel i ande. She coul d | ook, she could | augh, she
coul d tease; she could no nore turn from her dozen
years" |over than she could nake herself a norta
wonan.

Not, she agreed, at the noment. There's a
significant lack of opportunity here. As for
Brother Magus . . . Have you ever suspected how
very little | Iike smooth-skinned fair-haired boys?
I"'mone for a fine black eye and a warm brown skin
and plenty of curly beard to play with.

"N kki doesn't have enough to--"

He will when he's a little older. No, Anna;
| despise a pale nan. You can inagi ne how
shocked | was when | discovered that 1'd fallen in



love with the palest of all pale men. Al he had
to commend hi mwas a good breadth of shoul der--which he was
al ways nmanaging to hide--and a certain indefinable air.
This fetch of his obviously has neither. "How can you
tell under the habit?"
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Thea' s eyes sparkl ed w ckedly. How coul d
tell under AIf's? Sonetimes | forget you never
knew hi m when he was Brother Alfred. He was the
| ovel i est boy who ever put on a cow, the
neekest white | anb who ever |ay down before an
altar. A nore perfect nmonk never graced an
abbey. But now and then when he was nost off guard,
could catch it. Aloot, a word, a hint of something
el se. And there were always those shoulders; not to mention
another attribute or two, once | got the
habit off Aim

If Brother Sinmon was listening indeed, this was
surely driving himw I d. Anna inspected the
food which Sinon's power had left, found it nuch the
same as ever. She brought the neat to Thea, settling
herself with the rest. Between bites she said
sagely, "Ch, yes. Those attributes.™

Thea ni bbl ed the edge of her portion, her eyes
bright, armused. still adnmit, though | was expecting nore
than a weedy boy, that first good look . . . | was
a hound at the time; he was bathing, and he didn't
even know | was there. Saints and angel s! \Wat a
| ovel y monment that was! Then he saw nme, or nore
likely heard ne panting, and he didn't do any
thing I'd expected, except blush in the nost
fascinating places. He just kept on washing,
i gnoring nme steadfastly and not saying a word. Not
hurrying to hide anything, either. That was when | knew
| had to have him Wite skin, white hair, and
all. She sighed, letting the neat fall back
intoits bowl. My poor love. Left all alone,
and Mun gone who mght as well have been anot her
son . . . Dam these devils of nonks!

have.

It was very quiet in San G rol ano.
Strangely, when stopped to think; Jeromte nonks
kept no constant vows of silence, and Rone | ay
outside with its bells and its clanmor. But the
wal I s were high and thick, the nonastery itself set
somewhat apart in the hollow of the hill. From
its tower one could see the loomof the Palatine with its
white ruins; the city sprawing and crowdi ng down to the
river; the bulk of the fallen Crcus and the green
waste within, and at its far curved end the battlenents
of a castle. But within the abbey's walls one might have
been in a separate country, a kingdom of quiet.
In a round of days nmarked off by the ringing of bells, the
nonks went about their business, soft on sandal ed
feet.

Not that they shuffled and whi spered. They spoke and
| aughed freely enough; the novices had their nonents
of boi sterousness, and the Ofices were well and heartily
sung. Yet no amount of human uproar seened



able to shake the cal mof the ancient stones. |t was
sinking into his bones. He had entered it with
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fear; castigating hinself for a fool--he had grown up
in just such a place and guested in many since, both as
a pilgrimand as a |lord of Rhiyana--but trenbling

still, because he had |left Saint Ruan's far behind but
never quite lost the yearning for it. Yet how easy, after
all, to walk through the gate, to exchange courtesies

with the gentle aging Abbot, to settle into the guesthouse
whi ch was all O one had promi sed and nore. How
sinmple after attending Mass as courtesy denanded,
also to take part in the Ofices, even those of
m dni ght and of dawn, for the bells were insistent and
sl eep had becone a stranger. And if he was there,
he could not but join in the prayers and the singing, stunbling
alittle at first but waking soon to nenory. Wthin a day
or two, he never knew exactly how, he found that
he was no |longer relegated to the outer reaches of the
chapel with the guests and the pilgrins and the Ronman
matrons in their black veils; he had a pl ace
in the choir between Jehan and Brother O one, with
Prior Gacono in his stall behind. Wth the sane
i nvi sible ease, he found hinself in the refectory with the
Brot hers, partaking of the common fare. Jehan
bi shop though he was, was clainng to be but a lowy
nmonk; he could not in good conscience dine thrice
daily at the Abbot's table. Nor would his
conpani ons partake of fine nmeats and wi ne while he
di ned on bl ack bread and refectory ale; they
joined himanong the nonks, taking their fruga
neals in silence to the sound of the reader's voice.
"You fit with us well,"” said Prior G acono.
After days of rain, the sun had returned at |ast.
In celebration, O one had haled AIf off to a
corner of the cloister, set himdown, and
begun to sketch himunder the Prior's interested eye.
"Just a short time you' ve been here," G aconp went
on, "and you've made yourself one of us."
At O one's bidding, AIf raised his chin a
little. A vagrant breeze played with his hair.
Al t hough he had gone the hounds OF god 125
to Brother Thnsore to have it cut, comranded the nman
to have no nmercy, he had |lost a scarce inch. It was
too handsone, the barber had told himw th fine
Italian | ogic, and he was no nonk to have to go about
| ooking |i ke one.
Wth that in his nenmory and a faint wy smle couching

his lips, he said, "I try to be a good guest."
"By now," said G aconpo, "you're hardly one at
all. Brother Marco tells nme you' ve been

putting in a good day's work in the scriptorium?"”

"He seened to have need of another hand.” And it nade
the days easier. N kki did his hunting in body as
well as in mnd, roamng the ways of the city with

Jehan at heel like a watchful mastiff. Alf
could not search so. He stunbled; he groped like a blind
man; he forgot to nove at all. But in the

scriptoriumin the scents of ink and dust and



parchnent, where the only sound was the scratching of pens
and the occasional turning of a page, his body
could look after itself. The words flowed fromeye to hand
to parchrment; the lines stretched out behind, letter after swft
nmeticulous letter; and his nmind ran free, hunting the
coverts of its own strange world. Prior
G aconmp sat on a stone bench, taking care not
to intrude on O one's light. For all his
brusque air, he was a pl easant presence, a
gleam of friendship. AIf let it ease him H's nmind
was still a raw wound; the sun though wi nter-pale was
strong, his shields against it unsteady. Once |ong
ago, when after a bitter quarrel Thea had left him
and cl osed her nmind to him he had let the sun work
its will. It had burned himterribly for his
fool i shness. And he had not even been her |over then
only her friend and her fellow pilgrim Although this was
not the awful glare of August on the shores of the
Bosporus, yet it was potent enough to touch such a
creature as he. It pressed down upon his head,
deceptively gentle. Shielded, he could neet
its glare, his eyes-night-eyes,
cat - eyes- unwi nki ng. Unshi el ded- Light stabbed
himto the soul. Hs shields | eaped up and 126
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| ocked, a reflex assure as his eyes'
flinching. Even so brief an instant had
nearly destroyed them he could feel the tightness of
hi s skin, the beginnings of pain.
To the nmonk and the Prior it was only sunlight,
cool and frail. So must he be to his eneny,
feebl e, powerless, unworthy of notice. The Prior
was wat ching him he saw hinself reflected in the dark
eyes. Other faces, however flawed, at |east were
honest, the parade of enotions all open and cl ear
to see. Hs owmn was |ike a mask, white, perfect,
serene. For a fiery instant he hated" it.
G acomp was speaki ng again. He forced hinself to make
sense of the words. This was not Caer Gwent, where the
strange noods of the Kindred were known and accept ed.
But the man was speaking in the Roman dial ect, the
old Latin tongue blurred and softened
into foreignness, and Al't could not make his wandering brain
renmenmber its ways. He could barely even
renmenber the pure and ordered Latin of the school s.
He nust have risen. He did not know if he spoke.
The sun and the cloister were gone; the cool shade had
him the old, old refuge, the chapel walls.
These were strange and gaudy with their glittering
nosai cs, but the altar was still the altar, the Chri st
dying still upon his famliar cross. A man dying for
men; what cared he for the anguish of the one who
knelt before hin? Angui sh born of nortal sin:
sorcery, fornication, abandonment of the vows that had nade
hima priest forever.
Yes. Mortal, in all its senses. Al his
being how ed in pain, but not the smallest speck of it
knew any repentance. He was not human,
to subject hinmself co human doctrines of sin and
sal vation. Sorcery he was born to; it was his



nature, as much a part of himas his eyes or his
hands. Fornication he mght atone for if he had ever
found any foulness init, if it had ever brought him
aught but joy. For his vows' forsaking he had the
Pope' s own di spensation, the hounds of god 127

signed and sealed and laid away in a coffer in the
House of the Fal con

So facilely did a scholar dispose of his sins.
He sank back upon his heels and | owered his face
into his hands. Darkness was no refuge. It
deepened, broadened, gaped to swallow him Not his
own death but Alun's. Not his body's destruction but
the shattering of his mnd. He could not find Thea or his
son or his daughter. For all his power knew of them
they m ght never have existed at all. He could not even
sense their nearness-not even the nearness of the power that
taken them

Hi s fingers tensed, claw ng. He could not see. He
could not see. Al prophecy was gone fromhim There
was only the cavernous dark. He thrust against it,
striking it, striving to tear it; raging, half nad and
knowing it and caring not at all

He flailed at air and shadow. It yielded,
ungraspabl e yet deadly as the msts of Rome with
their burden of fever. His mnd reeled, toppled,
fell.

Voi ces babbl ed. Light flickered. He
shrank away. Meaning crept through his barriers.
"Signore. Signor' Alfred. Please, are you
sick? Signore!™

Anot her voice, deeper and rougher, cut across the
first. "He's taken a fit, | think. Go fetch
Brother Rafaele. I'Il look after him" Alf
struggl ed, snatching at a retreating shadow, pulling
it up short. The shadow gai ned substance. Brother
O one gaped down at him for once far taller
he was lying on the stone, its cold creeping through his
heavy robe, and in his hand in a death grip, the hem
of the boy's habit. "No," he tried to say.
"I"mnot-was O one's inconprehension stopped him
H s eyes began to blur again. He willed themto be
clear, and his brain with them He had been
speaki ng no tongue a Roman woul d understand, the
Saxon of his chil dhood.

He dared not trust his wits with Italian. He
groped for 128 Judith Tarr

Latin words, found themat |ast. "Please,
Brother. Don't trouble Brother Rafaele.”

The hands on himwere Prior G acono's,
hol di ng hi m down al t hough when he tried to sit up they
shifted to aid him "We'll trouble the good Brother
sir, and no argu nents. Whatever it is that knocked
you down, it hasn't let you go yet."

Alf pulled free, not gently, staggering to his
feet. For no reason at all, he was whitely
angry. "Have you no ears? | do not wi sh to be
carried off to your infirmary!"

"So carry yourself," G aconp said sharply,
nmeeting glare with glare and tenper with tenper. "If
you're not sick, Rafaele will say so. If you are,

had



he'll know what to do about it."

"Leeches. Purges. Ignorant nonsense."

"I'f you know so much better, what were you doing in
convul sions on the chapel floor?"

Al fs body snapped painfully erect. Rage
tore through it. Blind babbler, nortal fool; how
dared he-

Convul si ons?

G acomp had himby the arm That was ignorance in the
man, to be so utterly fearless. Yet he was wal ki ng
obedient |y, strength and power and skill in conbat
forgotten, lost like all the rest of his proper self.

He willed his feet to be still, his frame to stiffen
in resistance, his voice to speak levelly. "There
i s nothing any physician can do for me. | know.
| have been one."

The Prior scow ed.

For the second time AIf freed hinself, but smoothly
now, his tenper nastered. "Your concern does you
credit, Brother Prior, but my illness can have no
earthly renmedy. It's past for the noment; let it
be." G acono m ght have burst out in bitter words.

But O one, thrust aside and all but forgotten

| eaped eagerly into the gap. "Is it so, signore?
Is that why you cane here? For a miracle, to cure
it?" AIf turned, mldly startled. As al ways,
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nondescri pt face warmed sonmething in him al nost
he smiled. "Yes. Yes, that's why | cane
to Rone."

"Il pray,"” OQone said. "I'Il pray as
hard as | can. God will listen."

The smile won free. AIf touched the narrow
shoul der lightly. Darkness how ed.

He staggered. G aconp caught fire with
vindication; AIf fled his hands. For a nonent, he had
seen, his power whol e and keen and terrible, potent enough
to set himreeling. But there was no joy in that sudden
gl orious release. Even for a nman, born only
to die, Oone was frail. Death sat |ike a black
bird on his shoulder. Its servants prow ed his
body, haunting the lungs, the I aboring heart, the
i nnocent brilliant brain. They had had a | ong
lodging in him fromweak and struggling infant to sickly
child to fragile dauntless man. In a little while they
woul d conquer him

Al f shook his head, tossing it. His face was
fixed, frightening, but O one did not know how to be
afraid. The brown eyes were wi de and trusting,
troubled for him thinking he was perhaps in pain. Death would
abandon no nortal creature, not even at the comrand
of elvenkind. Death's servants had no such
strength. Alf called on all the singing splendor of
his power. And it came. Linping a little, wounded, yet
it cane.

O one blinked. Af undanped his hand fromthe
monk' s shoul der. "Good day. Brother,"
he said. "Pray for ne." He bowed to the Prior
genuflected to the altar, and left themall. "How
strange," O one murmured. "How very strange."



G acomp woul d have liked to spit. He satisfied

hinself with a snarl. "Strange? The man's an utter
[unatic!"”

The ot her had not even heard him "I feel warm
Especi al |y where he touched nme. He's anmazingly
strong;

did you notice?" He shook hinmself slightly.
"I have to get back to ny drawi ng. The | ook he had
when he touched
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me-if | can manage-a line or two, |
thi nk; a touch of light, color-was And he too was
gone, still nuttering to himself, |eaving G acono al one
with the altar and the crucifix and the glittering angels.
"Is it the world that's nad," he demanded of them "or
isit sinply I?" They offered no answer. He
stiffened his back and throttled his bafflement and spun
on his heel, setting off after the others. However far
behind they had left his wits, his body at |east could
foll ow where they |ed.

"This is getting us nowhere."
Jehan stalked fromend to end of the roomthey al
shared in the guesthouse. They had it to thenselves; it was
spacious, the walls painted with faded vistas, a
brazier set in the center of it to ward off winter's
chill. N kki sat crosslegged on the bed
Jehan shared with Alt, nending a rent in his
mantle. AIf sat on a stool near the brazier,
turning the pages of a book he had found in the
library. Both had gl anced up as Jehan spoke,
a flash of black and one of silver. He stopped just
short of a peeling pomegranate tree and spun
about. "A full nonth we've been here. In alittle
while it will be Lent. And what do we have to show for it?
One copy of Silvestris' Cosnographi a.
Two pairs of blistered feet."
"Fifteen pages of the Gospels in a slightly
antiquated hand." Alfs irony was not clearly
perceptible. He closed the book and let it lie in
his lap, regarding Jehan with a cool and steady stare.
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raked his fingers through his beard. Since its sudden
uncanny, and fiercely itching birth, it had done
wel I enough by itself, although he doubted that after all it was nuch
of a disguise. That he had seen few
famliar faces in all his daily travels, and that
none of those had hailed himby nane, was probably due
nore to Heaven's good grace than to any deception of his
own. "I know you're doing all you can," he said to both
the waiting gazes, "or at least, all you can think
of . But it's not working." N kki nodded. It was not.
His mind was as sore as his feet, and he had not found
a trace of the eneny, let al one of the ones he
searched for. He had not even conme across a nenory of
any of them a hint in a human brain that their
quarry exi sted. Rone was |arge and spraw i ng,
full of ruins and of churches, with people crowded together round
the foci of the river, the Pope's palace in the



Lateran, the Leonine City beyond Sant
Angel 0. But no Anna, no Thea, no children; no
mad and m ghty power.

"And Rhiyana isn't holding still for us,"
Jehan said. "The Cardinal's investigation grinds
as inexorably as the mlls of God, but a great
deal faster. The King's gone to the Marches; the
rai ding's begun, and nen have been seen wearing the
Cross and crying death to the Wtch-king."

Ni kki took up the litany. The Heresiarch in
Caer Gvsent has been taken by the priests. The
Greeks and the Saracens are finding urgent
busi ness at home. A Jewi sh child has been found
dead out side of one of the churches in the city. H's
eyes glittered; he flung down his nended cl oak
There nust be sonething el se we can do! "W can go to the
Pope," said Jehan. "I know how to reach him
W were friends before his elevation; he consecrated ne
hinsel f. He won't keep us waiting for an
audi ence. "

still should like to see the Pope, N kki said. "W
shoul d have gone to himas soon as we came. This is an
excel | ent nonastery, and by a miracle there's no
one in it who knows nme, but we're not finding anything
by staying here."
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Al fs eyes had foll owed the debate but had | ost
none of their cool ness. H s voice was cooler still, alnost
cold. "We've barely begun to hunt. Wuld you
start the deer before you' ve even taken the bow out of its
case? That's what you'll do if you go to the Pope
now. Friend or no, he's in the Hounds' power;
he'll certainly be watched by our eneny. If he
| earns of us and our troubles, even if he's disposed
to be lenient, we'll lose our kin in truth; for the
enermy will never relax his vigilance."

VWere | go, N kki pointed out, no one
with power can follow. Wat if he is on guard every

instant? He'll never know I'mthere to guard agai nst.
"N kki can shield H's Holiness," Jehan
said, "just as he's shielding us now The enemny need

never know and the Pope may well know where the Hounds have
their kennels."
Al f shook his head once. "He won't know of
this one. And if the eneny is on guard,
invisibility is no use; a wall is
i mpenetrabl e whet her or not the invader can be seen. He
has to be at ease, to think us all shut behind our own
safe walls in Rhiyana. Then nmaybe he'l
let slip the bolts on the postern gate."
"He hasn't done it yet."
"He hasn't had tine."
"Cod's bones! It's been a nonth. Wars have
been won and lost in far less tinme than that."
"This war is still inits infancy."
Jehan's hands knotted into fists; he | ooned
over Alf, who nerely | ooked up at him
unnoved. "Thirty days ago- even seven days
ago-1'd have said you were keeping up your courage
by seeming not to care. But there's alimt to that kind of



courage. | think you' ve passed it." At
stirred by not a hair's breadth. "Ch, you
still care whether your family lives or dies. That's
a torment in the heart of you. You don't care to hunt
anynore. You' ve given up. You've surrendered.
You' ve |l et the eneny have his victory."

"You have not been listening," Af said with icy
preci sion. "For the third tine, we have only begun
t 0- was
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"W haven't! We've failed in the first sally.
W have no new tactics. And you won't exert that
famous brain of yours to find any." "We need
none. We have only to hunt; to keep our m nds open
and invisible; and to wait."

"N kki hunts. N kki keeps us invisible.
You do nothing but wait." At rose. He had
never had nuch flesh to spare, and that was very nearly gone.
Yet to Nikki's eyes he seened not nore frail
but less, like a blade of steel. "That," he said,
"is known as wisdom" still call it passivity.
don't mind your cloistering yourself here; you've never
been skilled at walking in a trance. But you can't
lie back and trust to fate. Tine doesn't wait.
War won't hold off till your opening presents
itself to you. And, N kki added grimy, while we
stunmbl e about in the dark. God al one knows
what that madman is doing to his captives.

"They're alive," Af said in a flat
voi ce. "You hope." Jehan struggled to master his
tenmper, to speak reasonably. "AIf, we can't
continue the way we've been going, follow ng our
noses and hopi ng we catch wi nd of something useful
W need to try another tack. Not the Pope, if
you insist, but there nust be sone other way to bring this
quarry to earth. Can't you help us find it?" "There
is no need."”

"Al f-was
And the silent voice: Af, for the | ove of
Heaven- He cut themboth off. "If you are tired

of this seenming futility, you need not pursue it. |
can hunt alone. My |ord Bishop, you have but to say the
word and | can transport you wherever you will, even to your
own see of Sarum N kephoros, the King will be
gl ad of your aid in the war; or you may serve the
Queen or defend the Wod. No compul sion hol ds
you here."
They stared at him speechless. He sounded like a
stranger; he | ooked |ike one.
Yes, N kki thought. Ever since Thea vani shed
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children she had borne him he had been
changi ng. His body had passed fromthin to gaunt; his
m nd had retreated, turning inward upon itself. Above the
hol | owed cheeks his eyes were pale, renote; not
hostil e, indeed not unfrly, but not at all the eyes
of the one who had | oved them both as brothers. "You
may go," he said to them "without guilt. I'Il be
wel | enough here."
They gl anced at one anot her. Jehan's eyes were



alittle wild. N kki supposed his own were the sane.

He knew he wanted to hit sonething, but Alt was not

a wise target. Even in this new nobod of his,

he was still one of the Kindred, with strength and sw ftness
far nore of the beast than of the hunan.

Ni kki watched Jehan's mind turn over
alternatives. It was a very pleasant nind to watch
qui ck and cl ear, honest yet subtle, able at will
to relinquish control to the trained fighter's body.

That body urged himto knock Al f uncon scious,

to hope that such a blow would return himto his proper
senses. But the mind, wiser, held it back. Con

sidered | ogic, persuasion, pleading, anger.

Settled at last. Unclenched the heavy fists;

drew a deep sigh. "Don't be an idiot,"

Jehan said with weary annoy ance. "l got nyself

into this; 1'll see it through to its end. Wth your
help or without it." AIf did not say what he could
have said of Jehan's efficacy as a hunter of

shadows. That was mercy enough for the nonent. He returned
to his seat and opened the book again. Jehan drew

back, stood briefly silent, turned away.

Wthout himthe room seened nmuch | arger yet sonehow
nmore confining. Alf was losing hinmself, quite deliberately
one m ght have thought, in the nysteries of the world's
creation. In his drab pilgrims robe he seened
much nore a nonk than the man he had just put
to flight. N kki could stand it no better than
Jehan had. He sought the same refuge w th sonewhat
nore haste.

The sun was still high. He blinked in the Iight of
it, faintly shocked. He had half expected the
sky to be as grim 136 Judith Tan as his
nood, not blue as the Mddle Sea with here and there a
fleece of cloud. The air was as warm as
Rhi yanan spring; grass grew green round the
gray walls, sprinkled with small white flowers |ike
a new fall of snow

For an instant his yearning for Rhiyana was as
strong as pain. But that passed; he drew a carefu
breath, finding to his surprise that his eyes had
blurred. Was he as tired as that? He
shook himself. It was not only the endless futility of the
search, and not even the bitterness of the quarrel. He was
not made to shut hinself up in the walls of an abbey.

Fat her Jehan had a tal ent: wherever he found hinself,
there for the nonment was his elenment. Al fwas abbey-bred,
nmore visibly so with each day he spent in San

G rol ano. But N kephoros Akestas was

conpletely a creature of the world. Bells and candl es

and chanting and i ncense forged each the links of a chain;
they dragged at him they sapped his strength. He

found that he was wal ki ng very fast, alnbst running. It was
not fear; it was the swiftness of the hawk cut | oose from
its jesses. No one was pursuing him No one was

setting himto hunt or to do squire service or

to pretend to pray. He was free. He | aughed and

danced, stal ked a cl oud shadow down the enpty

street, put to flight a flock of sparrows. But

then, contrite, he called themall back again,



maki ng anends with a bit of bread he found in his
scrip. Wien the Via di San G rol ano had
given way to the broader, brighter, and far busier
stretch of the Corso, N kki had rel egated al
his ill hunor to oblivion. He let his feet
carry himwhere they would, and let his eyes for once
take in the wonders of this strange
hal f-ruined half-thriving city. Some of it was new,
and raw with it, a bristle of arned towers, a crowding
of churches and houses and pal aces. Mst of it was
ancient, nmuch of that built anew with the brick and marble
of old Ronme, sone even built into the ancient
nmonurrent s, people nesting like birds in the caverns of
gi ants.

Yet just such people, AIf said, had raised those very the
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nonunents. Snall dark keen-faced nmen and wonen
who reeked of olive oil and garlic, who chattered
i ncessantly and burst into song at will, and seened
to live and I ove and fight and even die in the streets
out side of their patchwork houses. N kki, wandering
anmong them felt as always a little odd. In
Rhi yana he had been branded a foreigner fromthe first
for his small stature, his dark skin, his big- eyed
Byzantine face. In Rome he was conpletely
unre markabl e. Wiy, he thought with a shiver of
amazement, he was not even particularly small. In
fact, judging fromthe people he passed and the ones he
knew in San G rol anmb, he was somewhat above the
m ddl e height. It was distinctly pleasant to find
hi nsel f | ooki ng over the heads of grown nen. He bought
a hot and savory pie froma vendor and
sat on a step to eat it. The stair was attached to a
very Roman house, a sprawling affair with a facade
of ancient columms, no two alike, and under and
behi nd them an odd m xture of shops. The one nearest
appeared to be a purveyor of ink and parchnent and a
book or two; the next was patently a w neshop

The pie was wonderful, eel well spiced with
oni on and precious pepper. As he nibbled at it,
he gai ned a conpan ion, a handsone particol ored cat
t hat wove about his ankles, beseeching himw th feline
politeness to share his pleasure. In return she
of fered hi mher own sleek presence, curling in his
lap and purring thunderously. That was a fair bargain,
he agreed, dividing the remains of the pasty. If it
surprised his new conpanion to be addressed so
clearly by a nortal man, she was far too nmuch a
cat to showit; she nerely accepted her purchase and
consunmed it with dispatch. And having done so, washed wth
care while he licked his own fingers clean. What
made hi m | ook up, he never knew. H s senses were
drawn in upon hinmself and his contented belly and his sudden
friend; his only further thought had been for a cup of w ne
to wash down the eel pie. As he raised his eyes,
even that small bit of sense fled himutterly.
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He was used to beauty. Sated with it, nmaybe.
He had grown up with the Fair Fol k; nor were the
nortal wonmen of Rhiyana far behind when all was



consi dered. He had seen nothing in Rone to conpare with
either. The girl on the step bel ow hi mwas not outstandi ngly
beautiful. She had lovely hair, even in a

braid and under a veil. Her face was pl easing,
fine-featured, with eyes the deep and dreamn ng bl ue

of the sky at evening. She was very pretty; she was
not hi ng besi de Thea or the Queen, or al nond-eyed

Tao-Lin with her flaw ess gold-white skin. And

yet she stunned himwhere he sat. It was not the
quantity of her beauty; it was the quality. The way

she stood, the way she tilted her chin, the way she

| ooked at hi munder her strong dark brows, al

struck with himwith their exact and perfect rightness. Not
too bold, not too demure; clear and |evel and

keenly intelligent. He rose with the cat in his

arms. It seened eminently natural to set the beast

down with a courteous pat, to straighten, to relieve the
girl of several of her awkward bundl es and

packages. She did not resist him although she

frowned slightly. He was, after all, a conplete
stranger. But he smled and bowed with a flourish,
burdens and all; she nelted. "You're very

kind, sir," she said. He shook his head a little, but
smling still, stepping back to |l et her pass. She

paused to greet the cat, which in its feline fashion

was pl eased to see her; her eyes danced aside

to nmeet Nikki's. Well, and he was a stranger
but already a friend to Arlecchina; a man could have a worse
pat ron.

She led himup the stair. Her back was
straight, the braid of her hair swi nging thick and
I ong and | ovely bel ow the edge of her veil, just where he
woul d have liked to set his hand. He stopped al nost
gratefully as she set her hand to an ironbound
door. It was latched but not bolted; it opened with
ease upon a small ill-lit passage redol ent of
garlic, age, and cats. She turned there, mneaning
to thank himkindly and send himaway. This time he
did not smle. He knew
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what everyone said about his eyes; he wi el ded them
shanel essly. She stiffened agai nst them Her thoughts were
trans parent. For all her unchaperoned
solitude, she was neither a whore nor a serving
girl, to play the coquette with a stranger, a
pilgrimfromwho knew where. No doubt with that face
he had encountered many such, charmed them and
taken themand left them and she all alone, with the
nei ghbors at their work and her uncle at his, and
ol d Bianca deaf as a post and bedbound with the ague,
whi ch was why she had gone to narket alone to begin wth. Wich
i n purest honesty, was why she had gone at all
She had wanted to go out by herself, to do as she pleased with
no eyes to watch and di sapprove.

The consequence tightened his grip on her
purchases and raised his brows. Madonna, he said
in his clearest nmind- voice, still know what you're
thinking. | assure you by any saint you care to nane that
| have no designs on your virtue. If you will
| et me bear your burdens the rest of the way,



prom se that | won't even assault you with a | onging
| ook.

Hi s eyes held her; she did not see that his |ips
never moved. To her ears his voice was a perfectly
ordi nary young nman's voi ce, speaking in the Roman
dialect. She smiled at the words, hardly know ng that
she did, or that her eyes had begun to sparkle.

Her voice made a valiant effort to be stern

"Sir, you are kind, but | can manage. It's

only alittle way, and the servant is waiting for ne.
Ni kki smiled. My nane is N kephoros.

I"'ma pilgrim as you can see;

| odge with the monks in San G rolam down in the

Vel abro. |I've never yet seduced a virgin,
| et alone raped one; | doubt I'Il begin today.
My | ooks are against me, | know, but can't you find

it in your heart to trust me? Even a little?

The sparkle was very clear now to see and even to hear
"You talk exactly the way | was told a young
man woul d before he began his seduction. As for your
looks ..." Her cheeks flushed; she bit her
lip and went on a little too quickly, "My nanme is
Stefania. Yours is rather unusual. Are you

G eek?"
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He nodded.
"Then why," she denanded with sudden steel, "are you

a pilgrimto Rone of all unlikely places?"

May not even a schismatic Byzantine | ook
on the City of Peter? However regrettable, he
added dryly, may be the delusions of its Bishop
The bl ade was not so easily returned to its sheath.
"Your accent is hot Geek."

still grew up in Rhiyana. My teacher was, and
is, an Anglian. "Now that," she said, "is
prepost erous enough to be true. Say something to nme in
Nor man. "

Ni kki choked. Even he could not tell whether it
was | aughter or horror. He knew Nor man,
bastard dial ect of the langue d oeil that it was;
he could read it and wite it. He also knew a little
Saxon. He did not know if he had an accent in
ei ther, since he had never spoken a word in any
nortal tongue.

She was frowning again. He swallowed and tried his
best. Fair lady without nercy, is it thus you try
all who cone to your door? "Only strangers who
chase me through it." She softened just visibly, though
not with repentance. "Have pity on ne, sir. Here you
are, a young man, which is danger enough

born a Greek, schismatic and noted for
craftiness--which | should know, being half a Geek
nmysel f; raised by one of a race of conquerors in a
country of enchanters. Can you wonder that | test you?"
If you put it that way, he adnmitted, and once nore
she heard himin Italian, no. He sank to one

knee, bundles and all. Beautiful |ady, my
| please cone in? My soletm vow on it:
F Il preach no heresies, play no

tricks, and nake no--unwilling-- conquests.



"And cast no spells?"

No spells, he agreed.

She nodded, gracious as a queen. "Very well
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Unappeal i ng though t he passage had been, the house
proper was very pleasant. There were two stories to it
above the scrivener's shop. "Uncle G egorios
doesn't sell parchnent,"” she explained. "He
sells what's witten on it. He's a public
scribe, a notary; he works here when he can, but
el sewhere nost often, witing letters and wi tnessing deeds
and the like."

She did not show her guest into the upper story, where
were the bedchanbers and a storeroom Not merely for the
danger of letting a man see where she slept;

Bi anca was there, nmercifully oblivious to what

passed in the room bel ow. That was a |large one with

wi ndows on a courtyard, the shutters flung wi de

in the warnth. Behind it lay the kitchen in which, at
Stefani a's command, N kki had deposited nost of

his burdens. In it stood a table and a chair or

two, a bench, a chest and a cabinet, and a high

sl anted table such as he had seen in the

scriptoriumof San Grolanmp. A stool was

drawn up to the table; a book lay open on it and a

heap of parchnent beside that, folded and rul ed and ready
to wite on. N kki craned to see. The

book to be copied was G eek. He noved cl oser

Greek indeed, marked as verse, and a fine ringing sound
to the line or two that nmet his eye. "Pindar,"

Stefani a said. "A pagan poet, very great ny

uncl e says, and very difficult."

He's copying the book for a client?

"No," she answered al nbst sharply. "I am™

Ni kki smiled his warmest snmile. She | ooked
defiant, and surprised. He should have been di smayed,
if not appalled, to have encountered a woman who coul d
wite. Mre, a woman who could wite G eek.

So can |, he pointed out, which makes nme a strange
animal, too. "You're a man. You can do as you like.
A | earned worman, however," said Stefania with nore
than a hint of bitterness, "is an affront to the
vast majority of |earned nanhood."

O course she is. She's usually so much better
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perched on the wi ndow | edge between Arlecchina and a great
fragrant bow of herbs, green and growing in the
sunlight; he folded his arns and consi dered
Stefania with distinct pleasure. I'minured to such
blows. My sister is no mere scholar; she's a
phi | osopher. "No," Stefania said.

Yes, he shot back. She'd be a
t heol ogi an, too, except that there's not nuch cal
for the Greek variety on this side of the world. Besides
whi ch, she likes to add, there's always room for another
natural phil osopher; and the world is alt too
full of bickering theol ogians. Stefania |aughed.
"There's a woman after ny own heart!" She had
put aside her veil and hung up her cloak
Her dress was plain to severity, but it was the sane



deep blue as her eyes; her body in it was |issone
and yet richly curved. She was very much smaller than

hi nsel f. Wien they had stood face to face, her head
cane just above his chin. Even little Anna was taller
than that. Yet how tall she stood in the plain
confortable room her feet firmon the woven nat,
her dress gl owi ng agai nst the whitewashed wall. There was
no doubt of it, she was perfectly to his taste. In
the silence under his steady stare, her assurance wavered.
She noved a little too quickly, spoke in a rush
"Wuld you like a cup of wine? It's very good. One of
Uncle's clients trades init; we get a
cask every year for wages. It's Falernian, as in
the poets.” It was strong and red and heavenly fine,
served in a glass cup which nust have been the best one
because Stefania herself had one of plain wood. She
only pretended to drink fromit. After a sip
or two of his own, N kki cradled the goblet in his
hands and said, |I'm keeping you from your work

She did not try to deny it. "I have a page
to copy, and the housekeepi ng-was

still know how to sweep, he ventured. still could learn
to scrub. She stared and | aughed, amazed. "You are a
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wonder. And generous too, though for nothing.
swept and scrubbed this norning; it's our supper
have to think of, and there's all ny plunder to put away,
and if | don't pay my respects to Bianca
soon, she'll know |I've been waylaid in the
street."

He nodded slowy. May | conme agai n? Tonorr ow,
maybe? You shouldn't go to market al one; and you know how
handy | amat carrying tAtfigs. The sparkle
had come back to her eyes. "You are persistent,

Messer N kephoros."

Do you m nd?

She thought about it. "No," she decided, "I
suppose | don't." He gave her the ful
court salutation as if she had been the Queen of
Rhi yana, yet his eyes danced. She accepted his
obei sance in the same mirthful earnest. "Wy,
sir! Have | overstepped nyself? Are you after
all a prince in disguise?"

Alas, no. Only a very mnor nobleman and a very
call ow squire. She was not at all dismyed to find
himeven as close to royalty as that. "Tonorrow, " she
said, light and brisk, both pronise and di sm ssal

H s answer was a smle, swift, joyous, and
deadly to her hard-won conposure

They were torturing Thea. Herself Anna never thought
of ; she was fed, she was reasonably warm she was
i gnored. Thea was the one who suffered, bound in alien
shape, battling for her will and her sanity, holding
hi gh the shields between her eneny and her children. That was
evil enough. But as the slow hours passed, Sinon
began to haunt his prisoners. The nore Anna saw of
his face, the less like AlIfs it seemed. It was
heavier; it was coarser; now it was shaven snooth, now
it was stubbled with beard. Every tinme she woke, it seened



that he was there, at first only peering through the grille,
but advancing after a tine or two into the room He was
al ways al one, always habited in white and gray. He
al ways stood still, staring at Thea or at the children
fl at-eyed, expressionless.
Sonetimes he left her to her mind s freedom
Oten he | ooked and raised his hand, and she
sat or stood or lay nute in nmnd as in body,
able only to curse himwi th her eyes. After a nonent
or an hour, he would turn his back on her and
| eave her. She could nove then, speak fromnind to
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mnd, join in the children's playing. She seemed un
daunted, but Anna was afraid for her. Her eyes
burned with a fierce dry heat; her ribs sharpened under
the taut hide. Wen she was silent, Anna knew
she fought the power that held her prisoner. Wen she
spoke, it was only a new battle in the war, each
word calculated to cut her jailer to the quick. Wen she
sl ept, which was seldom she slept |ike the dead.
During one such sleep, while Anna sat by her
wat chi ng over her, the air in the room changed.
Si non stood over them both. For an instant
Anna knew the absolute purity of hate.
" Sat hanas!" she hissed. "Get thee behind us."
He did not nove. For himshe did not exist.
Only Thea was real, Thea and the children who stared fromthe
shelter of her side. Slowy he sank to one
knee. Anna tensed to leap at him But she could not
stir. Could barely even breathe for the m ghty and unseen
hand that held her fast.
Wth one tentative finger he touched Thea's
flank. She flowed; she nelted and changed; she
| ay a woman, unconscious, cradling twin
al aunts. His eyes were flat no |onger, but flint
and steel. "Evil," he murnured. "Daugh ter of
evil, Lilith, beautiful and damed." The sane
finger traced her cheek, alnost stroking it. In her
sl eep she stirred, turning toward the touch as to her
| over's caress. Hs fist knotted on his thigh
"Beautiful, oh. God in heaven, you are
beautiful, and cursed in your beauty. Dreamning of
abomi nations, the creatures you bore, begot ten in
foul ness, brought forth in black sorcery by that one, the
son of Hell, the white denon. Monk he was,
he, priest of God, nocker, blasphener-was The
mask had fallen; his eyes had caught fire. H's
face was contorted with hate. "A priest he dared
to be, standing before the very altar of the Lord, nmouthing the holy
words. Onh, horror, horror . . ." He
tossed his head, tearing at it with clawed fingers,
raking it, opening |ong weals. Yet as each opened,
it closed again, miraculous, terrible. Suddenly he
was still. H's hands | owered, clasped. H s face cal ned
Anna knew then that he was truly and
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irredeemably mad. "I amnot a priest,"”
he said. "God's servant, |; Cod's slave.
In Hs mercy He suffers me. | do not tenpt



H m by |aying hands on the body of His son."

"No. Only by slaughtering innocents." Thea was
awake with all her wits about her, and a fire in her
eyes to match that which snol dered behind his.

"I work God's will," he said.

"No doubt King Herod thought he did the
sane. "

Hi s face tightened. Thea's body blurred, yet
it did not nelt. She was white with strain

He shook his head as if to clear it. Wth a sharp
cry Thea crunpled, shifting, struggling, wonman
to hound to white wolf to golden |lioness. Qut of the fading
gold battled a great gyrfalcon, stretching
gull"s wings, bloonmng into such a white beauty as the
wor | d had never known outside of a dream But the beauty
raged, and the horn was edged bronze, |unging toward the
eneny.

Si non snote his hands together. Thea fell without
grace as if to grovel at his feet, all naked
save for the cloud of her hair. He regarded her with
cold contenpt. "Wiy do you persist in opposing ne?
| cannot be overcome. No power on earth
is greater than nmine." She levered herself up on her
stiffened arns. "So you adnmit it. You are the Lord of the
Wrld. Mere nortals are encouraged to do battle
agai nst you; should | do any |ess?"

"Your tongue," he said, "would not shame a viper
Be caret caret his JiHave one greater-than tnen!
ni ai ch your seeming to the truth of you."

| ess-than greater-than f4- caret by 'st |
Thea laughed in his face, a little loudly perhaps, ending
it as a hound's bark. She crouched thus, braced for
conbat. But he only | ooked at her without
expression. At length he said, "So woul d Brother
Paul have you be. Renmenber that you chose it of your
owmn free will."

He went away for a nerciful while. But he
cane back as if he could not help hinmself, standing and
staring, his fists clenching and uncl enching at his sides.
Anna was telling a tale to the children; none of them would
give himthe bar bar | satisfaction of
acknow edgi ng his presence, although Anthe hounds of god
147 na's voice faltered now and then. She was in
the mdst of the tale of the pagan wanderer Gdysseus,
inits own age-old G eek, which no doubt outraged
his fanatical soul

The beautiful ancient words rolled on
and on. Anna's nouth had gone dry. Sinon
stood |i ke a shadow of death.

Her throat closed in md-word, nor would it open
for all her striving. Rage swelled, too great
by far to let in fear. How dared he thrust his power upon
her as if she had been no nore than a buzzing
insect? He did not even | ook at her as he did
it. She doubted that he thought of her, except as an
annoyance, like a crow cawi ng. She could stand. She
coul d, she discovered, raise her hand and make a fist.
The absurdity of it flashed through her mnd, a small
brown mouse raging and striking at the Devil hinself.
She struck as hard as she could, as high as she coul d.



Not very hard and not very high, but it did its work. He
| ooked down anazed. It was well past time for her
to be afraid. While he ignored her she had been
safe fromthe direct |ash of his power. She had
sacrificed that. He saw her now, she watched him
take her into account:

wrat h, inpotence, and all. She braced herself for the
lightning's fall.

H's brows knit in puzzlenent, in alittle pain.
"Why, child,"” he said in a voice so gentle it
froze her where she stood, "what's the trouble? Has
someone hurt you?"

She blinked. Her mouth gaped open; she forced it
shut. She had to renenber that he was nmad. Yet he
| ooked so sane, so kind and so kindly, |owering hinself
to one knee to gaze into her face. "Wat is your
nanme?" he asked her.

He had killed Alun, tried to enslave
Li ahan and Cynan. He was tornenting Thea.
Anna hated himw th an enduring and deadly hate.

Tried to. This too was a spell. A spell of
gentl eness worthy of Alf hinmself. She stiffened her
spi ne. "You know what ny name is, you devil. Just

pick it out of nmy mnd."
Pain tautened the Iines of his face. "You hate
me. You too. They all hate ne, all of them
Why? | never want to hurt anyone. But they hurt
me so much. They tear at ne.
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Wy? God | oves. God conmands that we | ove not
only Hm but each other too. Wiy do you hate
ne?"
He had seized her hand. Her skin craw ed at
t he touch, but she had no strength to pull free. She
barely had the strength to answer him "Because you hurt.
Because you destroy. Because you kill." H's head tossed

in denial. "It's not I," he cried.

"Not I! It's the other, the one who lives in ne,

behind ny eyes. The rioting fire. It has its own

will, and strength-dear Lord God, strength to rend worlds.
But no soul; no intelligence to rule it. Mne is

not enough, has never been enough. | try-1 fight

it. Sometines it yields. Sonetinmes it rages w thout

me, working its will as it chooses. Making. Mre often
destroying. is the one who kills. | amleft

to suffer for it." He spoke as if it were the truth.
Maybe for him in that instant, it was. "There is
only one of you," Anna said, cold now and qui et.
"You can't separate power and consci ence. Cbviously
you' ve never learned to control either, and that is nmore than a
tragedy. It's a deadly danger."
The gray eyes were like a child's, wide and | um nous
with tears. "I know. Sweet saints, | know
Al my life I've fought, | fight, but whenever
I think I've gained the mastery, the power swells

and grows and escapes. It's a nonster in nme, like the
hi deous thing, the affliction the doctors call the
crab, that devours all it touches. 0 child with the

beautiful eyes, if you have any wi sdom at all
tell me what | can do to conquer it!"



Anna had gone beyond astoni shment as beyond fear. She
regarded him Kneeling, he was not quite as
tall as she, his fair face drawn with anguish
Hs grip was like a vise, just short of pain; his whole
body beseeched her. He was so like AIf, not the
spl endid joyous Lord of Broceliande nor even the
bel oved guest of Byzantium but the Al f Anna
knew only in stories, the nmonk of Anglia with
all his doubts and tornents.

Once nore she stiffened her back. This was not Alf,
unless it were an Alf |acking sone vital part. A
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resilience. A core of steel. This one had
only stone, flint that could chip and shatter, with a heart

of deadly and uncontrollable fire. "I can't
mast er your power for you," she said. "Only you can do
that." "I'm not strong enough."
She glared. "OF course you aren't, if you keep
sayi ng so. Whining so, | should say. You're not hunman
that you can afford either |aziness or cowardice. GCet
rid of themand you'll have what you're begging ne for."
"No," he said. "Maybe once-before- No.
It's grown too great. | haven't grown with it.
It's my master now, and | its slave."

"Because you |let yourself be."

Hi s eyes darkened as if a veil had fallen across
them He let go her hand. "Perhaps. Perhaps
it is God Wo is master. He speaks to ne |ike
t hunder, |ike the whisper of wind in the grass. He conmands
me: 'Go forth, be strong, conquer in My nane. Let
no man stand against Me."" He rose in the
mantl e of his madness. "No man, no woman, no
creature of night's creation. | have been shaped in
the forge. I amthe hamer of Cod."

"You are a madman. "

"Yes," he agreed willingly. "It's God,
you see. He's too strong for flesh to endure. The
ol d heat hens knew. They said it, and I know it for
truth. Whomthe gods would take, they first drive
mad." Hi s hand rested lightly, briefly, on her
shoulder. "I would regret it if | could. I
don't like to cause pain, even in God's nane."

Anna shook her head. She coul d not-would not-
debate with lunacy. He smled the first smle she
had ever seen on his face. It was sad and very sweet.
She turned her back on it. Well before she noved
agai n, he had gone.

To her surprise and nuch to her dismay, she found that
she was crying. For anger. For weariness. For sinple
pity. 18

"Anna. Anna Chrysol ora."

She opened her eyes, squinting in the
changel ess light. Al nost she, groaned al oud.

Si non sat by her, saying her nane with a soft and al nost
witless pleasure.

She snapped at him cross with sleep and with the
conpassion he forced upon her. Hate was so nuch
simpler, so nuch nore satisfying. "Don't you have
anything better to do with yoursel f?" "No," he answered
unr uf f | ed.



"No Masses? No OFfices to sing? No other
prisoners to torture?" "It's after Prine. You
know t here are no other prisoners here. Only you and
yonder whel ps and that other who crouches in a corner
and tries to find a chink in ny power. She won't
find one."

"You are arrogant."

“I tell the plain truth.”

Anna sat up, knuckling the |ast grains of
sl eep from her
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eyes. She felt filthy; she ached. Her
courses were on her at last. God's own curse in
this place, in front of this nmonster. He clasped his
knees. It was a nmpbst unnonstrous posture,
boyli ke indeed with his clear young face
atop it. "Brother Paul is comng," he said.
"He grows inpatient. W gain nothing while

yon witch defies ne." "l should think you'd hold
us for ransom Then you' d have a chance of gaining
somet hi ng. "

"W have asked. The price, it seems, is too
hi gh. "

Anna swal | owed. Suddenly her throat was
dust-dry. He heard the silent question. "W ask
no nere treasure of mint or mne. W will have the
wi tches, all of them subject to the justice of the
Church, and Rhiyana ours to lay under the rule of
God." "And, no doubt, power in the Papal
Curia above the upstart Preachers.” "You are a
wise child,"” he said. "Qur Order is older than
Domingo's, its mission more clearly from God; it
has been slighted nost often and nmpbst unjustly.
See now, we have it in our power to lay a whole
ki ngdom before Peter's Throne, to destroy a whol e people
created by the Devil's hands."

"That's heresy,"” Anna pointed out.

H's eyes glittered. "It is truth. They are
evil. They wield the powers of darkness; they
enslave nen to their will."

"You're one of them"

He surged to his feet. "I amthe servant of
God. He made nme to cleanse the world of that
i nhunman brood. "

"Wtch yourself a mrror. Look at your face;
renmenmber Thea's. Think of the power she has, and of your
own. Different in degree, naybe, but clearly of the
sane kind."

"I amnot. | belong to God. He set ne
anong nmen little better than beasts; He tried me and
He tenpered me, strengthening ne in the fire of their
hate. Wtch, they called nme. Monster
Cat - eyes, warlock, devil-brat. They woul d
stone ne in the street; they would creep to ne in the
dark, begging nme to wield ny power for them To hea
or to harm to nend a broken pot, to foretell a child's
fate, to lay 152 Judith Tarr

a curse on an eneny. God noved in ne. |
did as He commanded and often as they begged. Till the



priest, noved by God' s Adversary, thought to cone
agai nst me. He was a dour old man, a drunkard,
a begetter of bastards. He brought his bell and his
book and his candle and all his black burden of sin.
He had no mercy upon a child whose nother was dead, whose fat her
none had ever known. He woul d have reft ny power from
nme. He woul d have burned ne." Sinon
shuddered with the menmory, yet his gaze was fixed,
fearless, terrible. "I burned him He called ne
witch and devil; God flaned in nme and through ne, and
| was exalted, and the false priest was consuned."

Hi s eyes shifted, blurred. A small sigh
escaped him "l had not known what | could do. Not
all of it. Not this. | think I was nad
before-certainly there had al ways been two of ne, the weak
child who yearned to be hunman and the self who was all a
fire of power. The priest in his dying nade the power
master. The child had no hope of victory thereafter

"The power drove nme away fromthe place where
was born, the small vile town on a rock in
Tuscany. It sent ne wandering through the world, a
carel ess bedl am creature singing the glory of Cod.
| shunned the Church then, for all | had known of it
was that one bad priest. | lived on the fruits of
power, save now and again when charity came unasked for
or the fire in ne saw need of earthly strength.

healed a leper in the City of Flowers. | danced
on light above the hills of Lonmbardy. | grew,
and | grew strong, and at |ast, when | | ooked
into nortal eyes, | knew amazed that | had

grown fair. "There was a woman. A girl; she was
hardly older than |I. She labored in the
fields as | wal ked past. Sonmewhere | had | ost
my garment; | had made one out of sunlight. She
saw and she nmarvel ed, and | paused, and she was
beautiful, all dark and small and lovely to the |ean
pallid length of me. It was a great magic, the
nmeeting of our eyes. "It was a great sin. W did
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for that. In the night as we dammed ourselves wth
delight, God struck. He wi el ded ny power as
He wi elds the Iightning; He struck her down with
me besi de her. Though | woke in awful' agony, she
never stirred again.
"I raged. | cried to Heaven and Hell. |
flung nyself against the stars; | snote the earth till
it shuddered beneath ne. And there | lay while the sun
wheel ed above me with the noon in its train; the stars
stared their nmillionfold stare, unnoved by all ny
fury. A black dream took ne.
"I wandered in it. Wiere | went, how | ong

travel ed, | never knew. | know it was both |ong
and far. When | woke | was a stranger to myself,
tall, deep-voiced, hard-bodied, with a beard

downy-t hi ck upon ny face. The place wherein |
lay had a flavor of nothing |I knew, stone and
sweet ness and a nusic of many voi ces.
"There God spoke to nme. | knew that it was He
al t hough He spoke with the tongue and the |lips of a man.
"Wake, ny son," He conmanded ne. "Wake



and be strong. | have a task for you."

"I could not speak. | could only stare.

"CGod smiled at ne through Hi s instrument.
"Heaven's own miracle has set you here anong
Sai nt Paul's disciples, child of power that you are.
Ri se up and give thanks; here at |ast have you found
your destiny. No force of Hell shall prevail agai nst
you. "

"Still I was silent. Al words had forsaken ne.
| knew wi t hout conprehension that | had fallen into the
arnms of the Church; what so long | had evaded had
reached out to enbrace ne. | was too nunmb to be
afraid. But | could nmove, and | rose fromny bed
and bowed low. "God raised ne. Raised ne up
exal ted me, taught me my purpose. To serve
Hm to wield ny power in H's nane."

"Not God," Anna said harshly. "Sonme vena
nmonk who saw a weapon he could use. Did you
ki1l himtoo?"

He shook his head, neither grieved nor angered.
"He is venal, yes, and he uses nme, but Cod
has chosen him His
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comuands arise fromthe-will of the One Wio rules him
And," he added quite calmy, "he has al ways been
too pleased with his own cleverness to be afraid of
ne."

"I"'mnot afraid, either."

"I know." He snmiled his rare snile,
unbearably sweet. "She was nuch |ike you, the girl from
the field. Not so prickly; not so wise. But she was
younger, and she didn't know what | was, except that
I was unique in all her world. She thought | was a
wonder and a narvel. She never had tine to learn
to hate ne."

"I don't . . . exactly . . . hate you."
It was true, Anna realized. She did not like it,
but she could not avoid it. "I can't hate sonmeone

know. Just abstractions. War, injustice,
corruption. The force that nmurdered a child sinply because
he existed."
Sinmon's face shifted with famliar sw ftness.
Hs smle was long dead. His hands tore at flesh
that could not be wounded, at cloth that at |east stayed
torn. Heavy though it was, wool woven thick and
strong, it shredded |ike age- rotted silk. Rough
dar kness gaped beneath. O course he woul d wear
a hairshirt, that nmad servant of a nad Cod.
"Hate!" he cried. "lI-hate-1 ama
horror. Wth a touch, with a thought, I kill. The
priest was not the first, never the first. My nother never
wanted nme, never wanted to |ove me, struck ne
when | cried till | learned not to cry, fed ne and
cared for ne because duty forced her to. She hit ne.
| would be there where she could see ne, and she woul d take
a stick to me. And then it swelled in nme, that thing, the
other, and it uncoiled and at last it struck. It
killed. 1 only wanted the stick to go away. would
have nore. | hate it. | hate-was Anna cl apped
her hands over her ears.



He was kneeling in front of her. Cal magain,
gentl e again. Her hands were no barrier to his soft
voi ce. "You understand. | have no power over that other
| can only do as | am commanded. "

"By it or by your Hounds of masters?"
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"By God." He sat back on his heels, hands
resting lightly on his thighs.

Anna's own hands fell to her sides. She was very
tired. Bored, even, in spite of all his
dramatics. It was only the sane thing over and
over. God and madness and a deep, rankling
hatred of hinself. Her pity was losing its strength;

very soon she would be irritated. Did he think that
he al one had ever suffered? Sonme of the Fol k had
endured far worse, had come out of it singing. Even she
knew angui sh; she had not shattered under it. What
right had he to rend worlds for his little pain? He turned
slightly, oblivious it seenmed to her anger. After
a |l ong noment Anna heard the scraping of bolts.
Her gl ance, passing him caught and held. H's
face was stiff, set, yet blazing fromwithin with such a
m ngling of hate and scorn, fear and surrender and
somet hing very close to worship, as Anna had never
dreamed of. In a nmonent it had vani shed behind the marble
mask; Brother Paul filled the doorway.
Anna had seen him but once, and then only diny
in the reflection of his conpanion. She had not known that
he was so large. He was as tall as Sinon, as
tall as Alf, and nigh as broad as Father Jehan.
But he had not the Bishop's muscular solidity; his
flesh swelled into softness. H s eyes were as |azy as
ever in the full ruddy face, taking in the tableau
Thea curled with the children in a far corner, Anna upright
on the pallet, Sinmon at his ease nearby.
"Brother?" he inquired of the last.

Si non strai ghtened. "The woman does
not yield." His voice once nore was flat.

Br ot her Paul advanced a step or two,
folded his arnms, |ooked down at Thea. She did not
dignify his presence with a snarl. "Your King and his
wi | d brother have been fighting. They haven't fought
wel |, | understand. Maybe it troubles themthat their
sorceries are held in check; that they have to live and
fight as sinple nortal nmen. One has even been
wounded, | can't be certain which. They're so 156
Judith Tan- nuch alike, people say; now and again they
exchange bl azons. The man who fell fought under the
sign of the seabird crowned."

Anna's breath rasped in her throat. Thea
seenmed un nmoved, staring steadily up at the nonk.

He shook his head with feigned sadness. "It would
be a grimthing if your King should die. He's not
dead yet, Brother Sinon says; he can't work his
magi c to heal hinself. He hangs between |ife and death.
Now suppose, " he said, "that you were to surrender
Brot her Sinmon works mracles of healing; he could
be persuaded to pray for yet another."” Thea yawned
and said coolly, You're tying. Even if Sinon
Magus can pierce Rhiyana's defenses-and



lgrant'you, he's strong enough for that-even he can't
over whel m both Gwdi on and Al dan at
once. They're twi nbom they're far stronger together
than the plain sumof their power.

"So they may be, together. They had no tine
to prove it. Pain is a great destroyer of the mnd s
def enses. "

Istx's so childishly easy to overcome us, Thea
said coolly still, why do you need ny subm ssion? Wy
not just cut us all down at once? "It is not
easy," Sinmon answered tightly. "Your King was
open to me, fighting on the edge of his realm struck
with a sudden dart. God guided it and ne. In a
hunt amid pain like fire and flood, | found the
part of himthat heals; | sealed it with nmy seal
Only | can | oose the bonds."

You are unspeakable. Thea said it without inflection
whi ch was worse in its way than a storm of outrage

"I do what | nust. No one near your King has
any powers of healing, nor can any such cone to him
unless | will it. He cannot age, but he can die. Wuld
you save hin? Surrender now "

Thea was perfectly steady. What woul d be the use of

that? If you have your way, he'll die anyway. This

at least is alittle quicker. "Awitch's heart," said
Brother Paul, "is ice and iron. the hounds OF
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Never a wife, hardly a nother, now you show yourself a
poor vassal besides."

VWhat if'l do surrender"..."she flared with sudden
heat. What then? |I'm dear enough to nmy lord King, |
don't deny it, but he won't sacrifice all his
peopl e on ny say-so. | doubt he'd do that even for his
Queen. And you killed his son.

Si non spoke softly, nmore to hinmself than to her
"Qur people have tried and condemmed a nunmber of heretics
in your royal city. Some are guilty of no nore than
believing their King and his Kin to be children of Heaven rather
than of Hell. It's evil, but it's rather enviable how
| oyal your Rhiyanans are. They're to be burned
tomorrow. The Queen has no power to stop it."

Nor, it seens, does the Pope's Legate.
You can't tell ne he approves such | unacy.

"He has power only against your kind. This
tell of is done by command of our Order under His
Hol i ness” mandate. W wi nnow your fields,
wi tch; we hunt out nortal prey. Soon they'l
be crying for your blood rather than suffer nore on your
behal f. Then the Legate will be conpelled to performhis
duty. He's already seen enough to condemm you all thrice
over-and it was your own |over who betrayed you."
Sinon's eyes glittered with contenpt.
"Ch, yes; he worked magi c before the Cardinal's
eyes, and told all your people's secrets, babbling Iike
a child or a black traitor. Though I would be
charitable; |I would declare it plain folly and assurance
of the power of his own beauty, even over a man who
t akes enormous pride in his cha/y. Such men in
the end are easily laid |low He knew. He was
one.



"But the Cardinal has held against him 1've
seen to it. In a week or a fortnight, the
Interdict will fall and the people will rise up." Wth your
aid, | presune. Her mnd-voice was rough
Your course is set. You can't delude ne
into thinking I can change it, even if 1 grovel at
your feet. |I grieve for ny King and ny kin; |
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mourn for ny country. | won't submt to you
Nor will any of the rest, however you tornent them
"They will fall before ne. God has said so."

She | aughed, cold and clear. Wen you sit your
t hrone over the wastel and you' ve made, | ook about you and
thi nk, and then put a name to the voice that speaks in you.
God; or Satan. "You are evil."
Take care. Brother Magus. It may not be
| who break under the weight of truth. It
may well be you
Si non | ooked | ong at her, his eyes al npst
bl ack, his face corpse-white. "You," he said
at last, "would drive an angel to nurder. Yet
it is all bravado. | see you now, | see how
you trenbl e deep within, weep for your King and your people,
long for your white-eyed paranour. It does not even
irk you to be helpless, not in the heart of you. There, you
have al ways been as other wonen, soft and frail,
sorely in need of a man's strength to rule your
waywar dness. " She | aughed again, but freely, with
honest mirth. Brother, you have a certain talent, but
you' Il never make a torturer. | have a weakness
here and there, | know it perfectly well, and the worst
of themis ny | ove whomyou hate so nmuch and for so little
visible cause. But as for the rest of it
Si ron Magus, |'ma worman and |''m proud of
it, and 1've worn a man's body often enough to know
I much prefer the one I was born in. It's
infinitely stronger.
"You pray for a rescue. You dreamof a man's
strong hands." Yes, and in such places, doing such
things . . . Wy, lad! You re blushing. Have
shocked you, poor tender creature? Are you w shing
someone woul d sweep you away fromall ny
wi ckedness? Sinon bent close to her, even with his
flam ng cheeks. "Wbrds, words, words. Your strength
is all in your tongue. | hear you in the nights.
| hear you weeping and crying your |over's nane."
| hear you, she shot back, nmew ing for your nother
But she's dead. You nurdered her. | at |east have a
living man to yearn for. the hounds OF god 159
His fist caught her. Flesh thudded sickly on
furred flesh; something cracked |ike bones breaking.
She fell linp. Anna sprang through a white
fog of terror. Thea lay deathly still. No breath
stirred her body; no pul se beat for all of
Anna's frantic searching.
Her mind was extraordinarily calm It could
only think of AIf, how grief would drive him
mad. As mad as Sinon, at the very least. Then would
cone such a vengeance as the world had never seen. Let it
cone soon, she thought as she watched her hands.



Foolish things; they tried to smooth Thea's coat,
to settle her linbs nore confortably, as if it could
matter.

Si non' s shadow dar kened the world. He was staring at
his hand. It |ooked odd, swollen, a little
m sshapen. "lce," he nuttered. "lron." Thea
stirred, tossing. She whinpered softly as
with pain. Her eyes blinked open. Anna's cry
di ed unborn. The voice in her mnd was nost |ike a
fierce whisper, yet with the force of a shout. Now,
while he's lost in his pain--novel

Sinmon rocked with it. Paul seemed dazed,
unf ocused. The door was open behind him Had it been
so fromthe beginning, all unnoticed? Mve! Thea
willed her.

She jerked into motion. She could not--Thea nust not--
A force like a hand thrust her sidew se round the two
nmonks, toward the path Thea had opened for her
Suddenly, like a startled rabbit, she |leaped for it.

The passage was | ong and bl eak, a stretch of stone
and cl osed doors, cold as death. She had no thought
but flight, yet sonewhere in the depths of her raged a
fire of protest. \Were could she go, what could she do,
what woul d they do to Thea?

Wal |'s of air closed about her. She struck the
forenmpbst with stunning force, reeled and fell, too
shocked for despair. Sinon spoke above her
cool and quiet. "A valiant effort. But not
wi se.” She heard himstep back. "Get up."
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plain collapse; a goodly part was defiance.

He lifted her easily and in spite of
her struggles. A glance at his face stilled her
utterly. It was expressionless, as often, but sonething in
it made her blood run cold.

He set her in the cell. The door was shut.

Thea crouched trenbling, eyes clouded. A thin
keeni ng whi ne escaped her. Sinon's hands on

Anna's arns were as cruel as shackles. "I am

not to be nocked," he said. He flung her down;

she gasped as her knees, then her hands, snote
stone. But that pain seemed but a light slap, as al
her being burst into a white agony. Nor would it end
with the mercy of bodily anguish. It went on and on,
stretching into eternity. And all for so little.
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Between the rain and the advanci ng eveni ng, Ronme seened
dim half-real. N kki picked his way through a
wast e of ruins and past the dark plunes of
cypress, his feet uneasy upon the sodden earth. The
m st that rose about himheld a faint chanmel reek
a warning of the fevers that lurked init.

If this hunt ever ended, no doubt his mind would stil
continue it, set ina firmnold of habit.
Sonetimes he saw hinmsel f as a hound weavi ng t hrough
coverts; sonetines he was a cat stalking a prey it
could al nrost see. Tonight he was a hawk on the wi nds of the
m nd-world, riding themin slow spirals, letting them
carry himwhere they woul d. Yet he was al so, and al ways,
aware of his body, of the cold kiss of fog on his
face, of the danpness that worked through his cloak
and of the growi ng wetness of his feet. They would be gl ad
to rest by the brazier in Stefania's house; she would
insist that he linger, and old Bianca, recovered now
and utterly snmitten with his black eyes, would press
food and drink upon him and Uncle G egorios
keep himthere with
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the plain joy of the Geek in exile who had found
a countryman. How easily they had taken himin,

t hough not, to be sure, w thout suspicion. Even in his
hunting he smiled to remenber his first encounter with
Bi anca: returning fromthe nmarket that second day wth
Stefania and finding the servant not only up but about,
ancient, gnarled, tiny as old Tithonus who in the
extremty of imortal age shriveled into a

grasshopper. But she had the voice and the will of a

gi antess, and for all her ears' |ack, her eyes were

pi ercingly keen. She could see a handsonme young nan
wel | enough, and roar at himfor a rake and a
corrupter of maidens, and purr when he sniled his

best and whitest smile. Al though she trusted nothing that
was both young and nal e, nor ever would, she had been
heard to adnmit that that particula. speci mnen seened

| ess dangerous than nost. Especially

under her watchful eye.

He stumbled. H s power plumeted in a flurry
of feathers; battled for control; strained upward. A
gust caught it, bore it up, and as it settled
once nmore into an easy glide, hurled it nadly
skyward. Vast wi ngs opened above him A nonstrous
creature filled the sky: an eagle, a roc, a
dragon. Its talons were hooked lightning; its
cry shattered stars.

It could not see him That was his single greatest
gift, the one that was his alone, to pass unperceived
by any power. Next to the reading of thoughts, it had been
his first skill; he had never had to learn it, nor had



he ever been able to teach it. Wile he wielded it
he was safe even fromthat imeasurable m ght which | ooned
over him its wings stretching frompole to pole.

And yet he nade hinself as small as he m ght,
small as a merlin, as a sparrow, as a
hunm ngbird. H's body Shuddered with terror; his
brain reeled. If he could only cling close, could
follow, could-- An eye |like the nmoon bent upon him
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fixed; saw. |npossible, inpossible. He was
invisible. No one could see himunless he wlled
it.

The cruel beak opened. Laughter shrilled, high
and cold and cruel. The tal ons struck

Ful | between them Ni kki flew, seared by the heat of
their nearness, racked with the pain of it. But free and
fleeing to sanctuary, the high-walled refuge of his
m nd.

It was deathly quiet. The world was |ike an image in
a glass, clear and present yet renote, even the
rain and the cold touching himonly distantly. He
floated through it with little care for where he went; he could
not make his thoughts cone clear. When he tried, he
found only the nenory of alien |aughter

Stefania was determined not to fret. She was a
worman of both wit and wi sdomy she had every intention
of becom ng a phil osopher, whatever the world and the
Church had to say. And a true phil osopher shoul d not
care whether, or when, a pretty |ad chose
to favor her with his presence. Even when he had
prom sed to conme before dark, and the hourgl ass had
enpti ed once already since the last gray |ight
fail ed. Even though he had never before failed
to appear precisely when he said he woul d. Wat
did she know of him after all? Maybe he had found
another and prettier girl to call on

Bi anca had cursed him exonerated
him and fretted over him Now at |ast she had
vani shed into the kitchen to raise a mghty clatter
Uncl e Gregori os was gone, called away on
some urgent business. Stefania had only herself,
hal f a page of Pindar, and a blot on the vellum
that she could only stare at helplessly. He was only
a boy. A friend, maybe. Amusing; pl easant
to l ook at; useful for carrying packages and
scrapi ng parchnent and argui ng theol ogy. He |istened
wonderful ly and never showed the | east sign of shock at
anyt hi ng she said, although she shocked herself sonetimes with how
much she told him Even her dream outrageous and
lunatic as it was and probably heretical, to have a
house that 164 Judith Tarr

was all her own with no man the lord of it, and a
conpany of wonen |ike herself, wonen who had a little
| earning and wanted nore. Like nuns, naybe, but neither
cl oi stered nor under vows, brides not of Christ but of
phi | osophy, each prepared to teach the others what
she knew.

Ni kephoros had not even smiled at that wild
fancy. O course, he had said; it would be like any
ot her school, except that both nasters and students were



worren. Nor had he been nocking her as far as she
could see. And that was rather far; he was
marvel ously easy to read. She thrust book and
copy aside and stood. He was not coming. He was a
guest in a nonastery; he had conpani ons who mi ght
have kept himwith them H's brother was ill, she seened
to remenber; maybe there had been a crisis.

He coul d have sent a nessage

She shook hersel f. This was disgraceful. An hour's
wait for a stranger she had known a scarce fortnight,
and she was good for nothing but to pace the floor

Her cloak found its way about her shoul ders. She
snat ched up her hood and strode for the door

She had not so far to go after all. Arlecchina cried
on the stair above the street, her coat dappled with the
flicker of the wi neshop's torches. Sonething dark
noved beyond her, swaying, turning. Stefania tensed.
A drunkard or a footpad, and she unarmed and the
door open behi nd her.

The shadow flung out a hand. In the near-dark she
knew it as much by its nmovenent as by its shape.
Ni kki's face followed it, his hood and hat
fallen back, his eyes enormpus. Hi s wei ght
bore her backward. Sonehow she got both of them
up the steps and through the door. He was consci ous,
breat hi ng | oud and harsh, stunbling drunkenly. Yet
she caught no reek of w ne.

Warnth and | anplight seemed to revive hima
little. He pulled free and half sat, half fel
into Uncle Gregorios' chair. He was wet through
shivering in spasns, his face green-pallid.
Stefania westled with the clasp of his mantle. He
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nothing to help her. H's hands were slack; his eyes
stared bl ankly, drained of intelligence.

The clasp sprang free. The cl oak dropped.
She coaxed and pul |l ed himout of his gown, his sodden
boots, and after three breaths' hesitation, his shirt.
He was well made, she could not help but notice,
with the nmerest pleasant hint of boyi sh awkwardness.
Qui ckly she wapped her own mantl e about hi mand
heaped coals on the brazier, reckless with fear for
him There was no mark on him she had seen nore than
enough to be sure; he had not been attacked or beaten
not by any of Rone's bravos. He was sick, then
He had taken a fever. Except .

"What is this?" shrilled Bianca. "Wat is
this? Were's the boy been? Sweeping up the pl ague,
| can see with my own eyes. Don't cry on him
child, he's wet enough wi thout. You make sure he's
dry; 1'll nmake him a posset. Fools of
pilgrims, they should know the air's got
denons in it, thick as Hies around the Curia."

Stefania was not crying. Not that she was far fromit.
Bi anca renewed her clatter in the kitchen, to good
pur pose now and wi th suspicious relish. "dd
ghoul ," muttered Stefania.

Ni kki huddl ed in her cloak. H's trenbling had
stopped. "N kephoros,"” she said, "you should never have
cone here with a fever." He did not respond.



She frowned. "I know. You thought it was nothing. Just
a touch of the winter chill. So you came out and you went
all light-headed and naybe you got lost. It's
God' s good fortune you wandered in the right direction."
She touched his hair, which had begun to dry. He
started violently to his feet, nearly oversetting
her. H's eyes were wide and wild, and they knew her
he reached al nost blindly. She nmust have done the sane.
Hand nmet hand and gripped hard. Hi s fingers were warm but
not fever-warm

166 Judith Tan- The green tinge had faded
fromhis face. He | ooked alnost |ike his proper self;
he even tried to smle. He had let the cloak
fall. She | ooked; she was no saint to resist such
a tenptation. Yes, he was conely all over, slim
and olive-snooth, his only blem sh a red-brown
stain on the point of his shoulder. It |ooked
like a star, or like a small splayed hand. It begged
her to set her lips to it. H's skin was silken, but
firmbeneath, with nothing in it of the woman or the child. She
rested her cheek against it. "You frightened nme," she
said. "Inalittle while I think I'Il be angry.
If you don't fall down in a fit first."

She stepped back a little too quickly. He did
not try to stop her. She reached for the cloak, shook
her head, took Uncle G egorios' housegown
fromits peg. It was warm and soft and only a little too
short. She did not know whether she was gl ad or
sorry to see himcovered, seated again and submitting
nmeekly to Bianca's fussing, even forbearing
to grinmace at the taste of the posset. H s hair,
drying, was a riot of curls; she wanted to stroke
t hem

Bi anca babbl ed i ntermni nably, hobbling about,
bringi ng food and drink, poking at the coals.
Ni kki ate willingly enough, even hungrily, to the
ol d worman' s open satisfac tion. "There now,
not hing wong with you but rain and cold and nonastery
food- Pah! Food they call it, no better
than offal, fit to starve any healthy young | ad.
No wonder you fainted on our doorstep."

Stefania swal | owed a thoroughly
unphi | osophical giggle. It was that or scream
A fortnight's acquaintance and a ni ght's anxiety,
and it seened that she was |lost. Just |ike the w se
Hel oi se away in Francia, all her |earning
set at naught by a fine black eye. She gl anced
at him pretending to sip Bianca's fragrant
spiced wine. He was a little drawn still, alittle grim
as he gazed into his own cup. Concern touched her
"Tell me what's wong," she said. He was not
listening. She reined in her tenper, reached the hounds
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for the jar, filled his cup. He | ooked up then
"Tell me," she said again.

She wat ched the spasm cross his face. Pain;
frustration; a sudden and rendi ng despair. He shook
his head hard, harder, and pulled hinmself up. His lips
nmoved clumsily, w thout sound. "I-1 nust-was
"You'll wait till your clothes dry. Al night



if need be." He shook his head again. H's shirt was
in his hand, the borrowed gown cast off. He dressed
swiftly, fumbling with haste, but he did not
precisely run away. |In the nonent before he

left, he paused. He regarded Stefania; he

bent, taking her hands. In each trenbling pal mhe
set a kiss. Pronising nothing.

Prom si ng everything. Fools, they were. Both of

t hem

In the depths of Broceliande even the sunlight
was strange, enchanted, nore mist than light. It lay
soft on Alfs bare skin, with but a shadow of its
true and searing power;

warnth but no heat, sinking deep into his
Wi nter-wearied bones. He stretched like a cat, long
and | azy and sinuous, inhaling the crushed sweetness of
grass and fern.

A light hand ran down his body. He caret
turned to nmeet Thea's |aughing eyes. H's joy
| eaped sun-high; fear crippled it. H's hand shook
as he touched her. She was real, solid. Hs fingers
renenbered every supple line of her; his lips traced
t he swoop of cheek and neck and shoul der, |ingered upon the
rich curve of her breasts, savored their brinmmng
sweetness. Slowy, tenderly, he left them
seeking out the arch of her ribs, the subtle curve
other hips, the hills and holl ows of her belly,
coming to rest at last in the nmeeting of her thighs. He
rai sed his head, drunk with fire and sweetness. She
slid down to match her body to his. Her fingers
roved over the webwork of scars that was his
back, traced the patterns
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tinme and | ove had found there, waked the shiver of
pl easure that dwelt along his spine. H s every nerve and
si new sang.

Thou hast ravished ny heart, ny sister, ny
spouse; thou hast ravished nmy heart with one of thine
eyes, with one chain of thy neck. How fair is ny
| ove, my sister, my spouse! how nuch better is
thy [ ove than wine! and the smell of thine ointnents
than all spices!

Musk and silk, sun and salt and the sweet
sharpness of fern. Her eyes were burning gold yet
soft, as always--and only--for his loving. Heart and
body opened to enfold him

Love and light shattered together. He lay in
dar kness, shuddering with the |ast spasns of his passion
No sun shone down; no | eaves whi spered; no warm
worman- shape filled his arnms. There was only dark and
stone and a nenory of incense.

San G rol ano. The nanme brought back all the
rest, with a remant of sight, enough to see the shape of the
room and the huddl e of shadow that was Nikki on his
pall et. The anple warnth at his back was
Jehan, deep asl eep and snoring
gently.

Al f sat up. He had foul ed hinself |ike any
call ow boy dreaming fruitlessly of desire. He



rose, sick and sickened, powerless to stop his shaking.
Never in his |ife--never--

First there had been his vows, and his body never yet
wakened to passion. Then there had been Thea. First
i nnocence, then sweet and constant know edge. Never this
crawl i ng shane. M ngled nost horribly with grief
for her loss, and anger at his weakness, and the | anguor
thai canme always after |ove.

Thea woul d have braced himw th nockery. The words of the
great Song lilted incongruously in his brain:
Stay me with flagons, confort me with apples: for
am si ck of |ove

"Sol omon, " he said, "Solonmon, if you could
have known no Judith Tarr

what manner of creature your words would drive
mad . " H's voice rang loud in the gl oom
Nei t her of his conpanions stirred. Jehan, alone in
t he bed, had sprawl ed across the whole of it. A
splendid figure of a man, maned and pelted like a
lion; his dreanms were like a child's, blaneless,
sunlit.

Al't backed away fromthem Wth water
fromthe basin he washed hinmsel f, scouring brutally as if
that small pain could punish his body's betrayal
Now i ndeed he could see why so many saints had
nortified their flesh. Hated it;

beaten and starved it until its bestial instincts
shoul d be slain. He had been a bit of an
ascetic. Was still, for the matter of that. But not for any

great sanctity; it was only carel essness and a body t hat
bore easily the burdens of fasting and sl eepl essness,
cold and rough garnents and | ong enforced silences. He
had never had to wage true war with it, nor ever yet
let it fall into proper saintly squal or

H s head canme up sharply. And should he now? No
vows bound him He was a man of the world, a lord of
weal th and power, with no fear of death to drive him
into penitence. No Heaven to strive for, no Hell but
this earth in the weck of all his joy. If she was
dead and both hope and hunt no nore than a nourner's
madness, then he woul d know there was no CGod for his kind;
it was as the Hounds clanored, that they were the Devil's
own.

No. He could not believe that his people belonged to the
Evil One. Not Thea. Not gentle childlike
Maura with her core of tenpered steel. Not
Gwydi on- Gwydi on who | ay wounded beyond
anyone's power to heal, forbidding Alt's comng with
indomitable will, comanding the arnmy fromhis bed and fromthe nouth
of his brother. Aidan would have given nore, would have
dwelt in the broken body and surrendered his own
full strength for Gwdion's sake, a selflessness
as pure as any nortal saint's.

Still wet fromhis washing, Alt wandered into the
courtyard. The air was raw and cold, he knew as
one knows
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beneath a heavy swat hing of garnments. Soon now the
bell would ring for the Night Ofice. The nonks woul d
stunbl e blinking and yawning fromtheir beds; some would sleep



upri ght through the rite, trusting for conceal ment to the di mess
and to their superior's own drowsiness. Alf had never
had that nost useful of nonastic arts. He had never
needed it.

He was shivering. Wiy, he thought surprised,
I"mcold. he reached for a handful of shadow,
paused, stretched out his mind for an honest norta
garment. Wthout shirt or trews the rough wool of the
pilgrims robe galled alnost |like a hairshirt, as
wel | he knew who had worn thus the habit of a
Jerom te nonk.

He was sliding back into it. Jehan

noti ced and worried. N kki liked it not at all

"They don't understand,"” he said. "I am God's

paradox. Child of the world's children, raised for Heaven;
given the world and all its delights, only to see them

reft away in a night and myself cast back into the
cloister in which | began. My body was never neant
for that, meekly though it submitted. My spirit
Dear Lord God, but for a single earthly love | have
never been aught but Yours. And she, for all her
nockery, is part of Y; the | ove between us is Your
own al though the Church would call it heresy. Yours
even-what sent ne fromny bed. Even that."
And if she was dead, what then? Hinself, alone.
W thout her, wthout Liahan and Cynan, with the whol e of
an immortal lifetine before him vast and enpty, nore
bitter than any tornents of the nortal Hell.
Yet if they lived-if he had them back agai n-not hi ng
could be as it was before. Wth Thea's aid he had school ed
hinself to forget what he was. No |onger. Her
| over, the father of her children. And a priest forever
The truth racked himwith its force, sent him
reeling to the ground. God's truth; God' s hand.
CGod's bitter jest, a laughter even his ears could
hear. Priest of what? A Church that had been
rai sed up for humanki nd and never for his
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own; a rite and a dogma that had no place in it
for those whose bodies would not die, and that condemmed al
his gifts as bl ackest sorcery. Bl ackest
i gnor ance.
"Paul ," he said, "whose nonks have hounded us so
far and so fiercely, is called the Apostle of the
Gentiles. What then amI? |I'mneither saint
nor evangelist. Only a reed in the wi nd of
God." And such a reed. Barefoot, beltless and
hat| ess, wandering down an enpty street with no
menory of his passage from San G rol ano' s
courtyard to this unfamliar place. The sun was com ng
He could feel it, atingle in his blood, a shrinking
of his skin.
Prophets were mad. It was their nature. He was
a seer although the sight had been |l ost to himsince before
his kin were taken-since he stood with Alun atop the
Wi te Keep. Blinded, he remained a madman
and a mystic.
The narrow street stretched wi de. A piazza,
t he Romans woul d say: a square with its inevitable
church. No marbl e Bacchus here, no throngs of



pilgrims in this black hour before dawn, no
Brother O one seeing in nmere fleshly
beauty the image of divinity. If he thought he had
it, would he worship it so ardently? He could not see
his own soul; he could not know what a singing spl endor was
init. The church was still and silent. It was very old, very
plain. Its distinction was the glory of gold and
crystal beneath the altar, encasing a strange relic,
the col dness of iron, the harshness of chains. Once
t hey had bound Peter hinself, the fisherman who becane
Prince of Apostles. Another paradox; another
who had lived in torment, betrayer and chief defender
of his Christ. "The world is a paradox," Al fsd,
"and men are lost in it. What is philosophy but a
struggl e to nake order of chaos? What is theol ogy
but a child' s groping in the dark? Jesu, Maria,
God in high Heaven, what are you to nme or to ny
ki n?"
The echoes died slowy. He expected no
answer. Perhaps there was none. the hounds OF god

He sank to his knees on the stone. "M
Lord," he said reasonably, as to any man, "the

worid is Yours inits fullest neasure. | see
You init, albeit dimMy, with eyes never made for
such vision. | know | come fromY; You shine in ny

peopl e. And yet, my Lord, and yet, if |
amto serve You before them how can | do it? The Church
staggers under the weight of its humanity. Its
heretics offer only a stricter law, a harsher
road to Heaven. Mses, Mhamred, Gautans,
all the gods and prophets, have no help for us. For
nme. | stand alone.” The word shuddered in his throat.
"Alone. Shall we all die then? Have You | ooked upon
us and found us evil, and set Your Hounds to sweep us
away? W are poor things, neither nmen nor
angel s, neither spirit nor true earthly flesh. And
yet we live; we serve You as best we can. Mist
we pay for it with our destruction?"
He shook his head. "No. That's despair.
W' re being tested. Wnnowed; shown our proper
path. But ah, dear God, the testing is bitter and the
wi nnowi ng relentless, and the path ... | can see but little
of that, and that darkly, and | amafraid."”

Qut of the shadows a voice spoke. It was quiet,
alittle diffident; it seened honestly concerned. "But,
brot her, you're supposed to be afraid.”

Al f whi pped about. He knew he noved |ike an
animal, startling to human eyes, but these showed neit her
fear nor recoil. Their owner was a nan neither
tall'nor short, frail and sall ow and gaunt
to starvation, his eyes dark and gently
hunor ous bet ween negl ected beard and nmuch negl ect ed
tonsure. A beggar surely, a nendicant
friar, ragged and | ong unwashed but extraordinarily
clear of gaze and wit. He took in AIf's
face and form and smled with a wondrous sweetness.
"Brother, you are a joy to see, even in your
sorrow. Can you pardon me for having listened to it?
was saying ny prayers in the chapel yonder when your



voice cane to ne like a cry from Heaven." "O
toit," AIf said. This man was no great delight to the
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eye or to the nose, and yet he |ightened even
Alfs spirit with his sinmple presence. He had a
power; a gift of joy. "To Heaven, yes," he
responded. "Wuld any good nan cry to Hel I ?"
"He mght if he were desperate."
"I think," said the stranger, "that in such a case.
God woul d hear. You agree, surely, or it's
Hel | you woul d have been calling to." Alfs mouth
twisted wyly. "I'mdesperate, but | remain
a creature of reason. It's one of ny curses.”
"You have nore than one?"
"What earthly being does not?"
"None. But one shoul d never keep count. Bl essings,
now, those | love to nunber. Brother sun
and sister noon;
not her earth and all her seasons, her fruits and her
creatures, even her human fol k. Especially
they. So nmuch in themis hideous, but how much nore is
beautiful, if only one knows how to see."
Al f nodded once, twice. "I'lIl never
di spute that. Nor do | take pleasure in
reckoning up ny ill fortune, but it has to be
done, else I'll suffer all the nore for ny
heedl essness. God does not pernit any creature
to be too constantly happy."
"Of course not. Happi ness needs sadness to set
it off. Wuld you want to live solely on honey?"
"No nore than |1'd prefer a diet of gall.
|'ve gorged on sweetness, you see; now |l'm
del uged with bitterness.”
The stranger squatted beside him "Are you that?

I"msorry for it. | suppose it's no great

confort that the gladness will conme back." "It's not."
Al fs head bent; he sat upon his heels, weary

beyond telling. "If | could see it, if | could know,
I'd be stronger.” "No nman may know what will cone.

He can only hope, and trust in God."

"Once," Af said, "I knew. The gift has

left ne. Tinme was when | woul d have sung ny
joy to be free of it; but
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flesh is never content. | don't want it
back, you understand. Not the strokes of vision that fel
me in my tracks; not the forewarnings of wars and
pl agues and cal amties. Not even the few
glinpses of light, paid for as they are in such crue

coin. | could only wish for a single inmge.
Sunlight, warnth, a child s laughter. Only that.
Then | would have the will to go on."

"That will be as God wills," said the stranger

"He's very strong in you, did you know that? You shine |ike
t he moon. "
Al't flung up his head. "It is not God."
"Why, of course it is," said the mld nusica
voice. "I"'msure you're one of H's dearer children
He wouldn't test you so fiercely if He didn't
| ove you exceedingly."



"That is not the orthodox position, Brother."

"It's the truth.”

Al f | aughed sharply. "Wat is truth?

By Church law | was dammed from ny conception.”

"No, brother. Someone has taught you wongly.
No man can be-was "But | amnot a man.'

The beggar-friar blinked at him

"I amnot a man," Alf repeated. "I am
nei ther human nor nortal. The doctrine holds that
| have neither soul nor hope of salvation. Not a
pl easant thought at the best of times, to the nost
irreligious of us. Wich this is not, and which | am nost
certainly not. And | think-1 know that | am
called. A dainmon with a vocation; an elvenlord who
was born to be a priest. Can't you sense God's
hi gh amuse nment ?" "God's | aughter is never
cruel,” the other said. AIf could find in himno
sign of either surprise or disbelief. "I knew
you were from Rhiyana; your face is unm stakabl e.

So it's true what's being said of your people.™

"Most of it. All, maybe, if you would make us
the Devil's brood." The dark eyes neasured
him "I would not. Mdther 176 Judith Tarr

Church isn't remarkably fond of ne either, you
know, she finds ne difficult to manage. | tel
the truth as | can see it, and it's not always her
truth, and | think too nuch of the Lord Jesus and
too little of the Canons. She does what she can
to keep me in order, and | try to obey her. But
when truth stands on one side and the Church on the
other, it's hard indeed to know what | should do."

"It's worse than hard. It's
wel | - ni gh inpossible. One can only shut one's
eyes and pray for guidance, and do as one's heart
dictates." "My heart tells nme that | see you
truly. Your trouble is the Crusade, isn't it?

War is no way to spread the Faith. Very much the
opposite.” "My peopl e have no need of conversion. Qur
enem es know that. They intend to destroy us. For the
greater glory of God."

"I would go," said the friar. "I would teach the
Faith to those who have never professed it. The
Saracens, the people afar in the silk countries-a whole
wor |l d has no know edge of truth. | would go to it and | eave you
in God' s peace.”

"But you are not permtted.”

"I have been. | shall be again, though perhaps not soon
Hi s Holiness is nost kind, but the world besets him
the Church grows too great, and she grows haughty in
her greatness. Sonetines-this is not charitable, brother, but
sonmetines | think we need the Lord Jesus to conme again
and scourge this tenple reared up in his nane." "Is
that not what you are doi ng?"

The friar sighed. "I have no skill in scourging
tenmpl es. Even when forced to it, | do it badly.

I woul d nuch rather be doing God's gentler works.
Heal i ng, teaching, mnister ing to the poor."

He si ghed again, and coughed hard enough to rattle his
fragile bones. "But one does what one mnust.

Soneti mes one escapes and tries to heal oneself in



solitude."

"I too," Alfsd. He realized that he was
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alittle painfully. "You' ve healed ne a little.
You' ve taught me sonething."

"Have | ?" asked the other, surprised. "I
wasn't trying to. |I've done little but chatter about
nmysel f."

Alts snile deepened. "That's one excellent
way to teach.” The friar | ooked at him sniling
hinsel f with such warmdelight that Alt felt it like an
open fire. "And doesn't misery |ove company?"
He sobered suddenly. "I only fear ... |
never wanted it to go this far. It was only nyself and
God. Then ny brothers canme to share God with ne
and to help ne with Hs work; only a few at first, but
the word got out, and to keep themall in order
needed sonme sort of rule, and everyone said the Pope
hi nsel f should sanction it. And suddenly we were an O der
i ke the Benedictines or the Jeronmites, and we had
to be sealed with the tonsure and the threefold vows.
To keep us safe. His Holiness said.
To mark us for what we were, servants of the Church
And all | wanted was to live in peace in our
Lord's poverty, carrying out his comands as best |
knew how. What is there in the world that destroys al
simplicity?"

"Hurmman nature," Af answered gently.
"But there's much good your brothers can do as they are, they
and their sisters. The tenple will be scourged. The
Church will cleanse itself. Though it will be long, |ong

He had the man's hands in his own. They were stick-
thin, wapped in bandages that though bl oody were sonewhat
cl eaner than the rest of him A f caught his breath
at the festering pain as at the rush of sight.

"G ovanni Bernardone, when you stand by the throne of
God, will you spare a word for ny peopl e?"

"I don't think," said the friar, "that you need
even my poor intercession. But for your sake, if
| get so far, I'll do as you ask." He | ooked
down at his hands, at Alfs cradling themlike marble
round clay. "Your touch is peace.”

The pain was terrible. Nails piercing his hands,
trans fixing his feet. And his side beneath his heart-like
a spear, 178 Judith Tarr

i ke a sword. How could the man wal k,
talk, smle, even |augh, when every novenent
cruci fied his body?

For this there could be no earthly healing. Af bowed
low and | ow. caret Sanctissime. Mst holy
father."

Fra G ovanni pulled hi mup, dismyed.

"Please don't. No one's supposed to know about
it. I can't have themall bowing and treating ne like a
saint. Least of all you, who truly are one."

Alts incredulity struck himmute. There was
holiness, to be so utterly oblivious to itself, even
with the great seal it bore. Five wounds. Five
stigmata. And he had thought that he knew pain. He



brought his head up and nustered all his cal mess.
"God brought us together here to mend and to be nmended. For
what they arc worth, | give you ny thanks and ny
bl essi ng. "
"They are worth nore than kingdons." The
i mpossi bly sweet smile returned although the dark
eyes were sad. "Go with God, brother. May He
shelter all your people and preserve them fromharm and bring
themto Hinself at |ast."

Anna could nove, if she was very careful. She
did not know that she wanted to. Even her
eyel ids throbbed and burned; she could see only through
a bl ood-red mist.
Si non' s voice spoke. It seemed to conme from
everywhere at once, soft as a whisper yet echoing
deep in her brain. "See, woman. See what
your folly has bought you."
It was like a dream and it was not. It was too clear
too distinct, too grimy relentless. It seened
t hat she stood under the open sky, inmmeasurably vast
after the walls which had encl osed her for so long, and the
sun was shining and the gulls were crying. Beneath themlike a
carpet spread the ki ngdom of Rhiyana. Dun and
gray and brown, white with snow and green with pine and
fir, hatched with roads that seemed all to run toward
the white pearl of Caer Gaent and the blue glitter
of the sea. That seened safe, serene, overlaid with a
fai nt gol den shimer, but the borders seethed and
snol dered. The shimrer there was dark and shot through wth
flame, and yet sonething in it put her in mnd of
Si non' s eyes.
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The I and swelled and stretched and grew cl ear before
her. She could have been a gull or a falcon
hovering over the untidy circle of a town.
Ants swarned in it, nmen shrunken with distance and
hei ght, brandi shing weapons surely too tiny to be
deadl y. Swords, spears-no. Staves and
cudgel s, rakes, scythes, here and there a rusted
pi ke. Sonething fled before them a small ragged
scranbling figure, white hair thin and wld,
weak eyes staring out of the tangle, blood-scarlet and
mad with terror. The nob bayed at it. "Wtch!
Wtch! Denon's get, sorcerer. CGod's
cur se-was

Anna struggled to cry out. But as in a dream she
was voi cel ess, powerless. The poor pallid creature
stunbled and fell. The nob sprang upon it. A thin
shriek mounted to Heaven. Hoofs thundered. A strong
cl ear voice | ashed above the grow s of nen turned
beasts. A conpany of knights and sergeants clove
t hrough the nob, and at their head a flame of scarlet.
Anna coul d have sung for joy. He rode arnored, the
Prince Aidan, but for haste or for reckl essness he
had di sdai ned both helmand mail-coif. H's raven
head was bare, his face stark white with wath; he
laid about himw th the flat of his sword.

At the eye of the stormwas stillness. The wetched



albino lay twi sted inmpossibly, his colorless
hair stained crinson. The Prince
sprang down beside him knelt, brushed the broken
body with a gentle hand. H's steel-gray glance
swept the gathered faces. "That," he said with deadly
softness, "was no nmore a witch than any of you."
He rose. Although one or two cane near his
hei ght, he towered over them they flinched and cowered.
"Yes," he purred, "be afraid. Such return
you give your King for all his years of care for you; such
a gift do you give him this roil of fear and
hate."

Anna felt it. He could not. Not all his
pal | or was anger; he was sustaining hinself by sheer force
of will, and no power. He could not sense the gathering, the
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sudden bitter |oosing. Stone and hate struck him
together. H's eyes went w de, astonished. He
reel ed.

He did not fall. Blood streamed down his
face, blinding him He paid it no heed. H s hand
stretched out. H's mind reached, claw ng, slipping,
failing. The nmob closed in for the kill.

Anna's throat was raw wi th outrage. She
flung herself at Sinmon; he held her away with
cont enpt uous ease. "Two," he said, "are
mastered. A third comes to ny hand. S."

She struggl ed; she fought; she willed her eyes
to be blind. No use. Rhiyana unfurled before her
sweepi ng cl oser and cl oser, until Caer Gaent
itself grew about her. The streets were crowded though it was
the fallow time of Lent, as if lords and commons
al i ke had chosen to take refuge far fromthe
Crusade. Merchants did a brisk trade in
dainties as in necessities. Singers sang;
pl ayers plied their trade in front of the cathedral
But the clanor of the schools was nmuted, the gate of the
synagogue barricaded shut, the austere houses of the
Heresiarch's flock enpty and silent. Only one
man dared preach fromthe porch of one of the Iesser
churches, and he was a friar, a Mnorite in
tattered gray who proclained the poverty of
Christ. There were white habits and gray cow s
everywhere. How had so nmany conme so deep into Rhiyana
i n defiance of the ban? How dared they? They wal ked |i ke
lords, secure in their power. People gave way before them
Anna plunged past themw th stomach-churning speed and
swooped toward the castle. Abruptly she was within
it. Its famliarity tore at her heart. There was
the Chancellor's Tower where she had |ived whenever she
was in Caer Gaent. There was the stable where chanped her
fiery little gelding, Alfs gift to her
only this past name-day. And there was the Queen's
garden, so wought that it seenmed far larger within than
wi t hout, touched with her magic. Roses bl ooned;
smal | bright birds sang spring songs w thout care
for the beasts which | azed on the ground
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bel ow. Sorme were gifts fromfar countries, such of them
as chose to sacrifice freedomand honel and for



| ove of the Queen. Sone had cone of their own accord,
a white hind and her red fawn, a sow and her
pi gl ets, badgers and coneys and sl eek red
foxes. And the wol ves. Not gray wolves of the
wood but white wolves of the Wod, great as
mastiffs, he and she, and their boisterous half-grown
cubs. The Queen sat on the grass with the
she-wol fs head in her lap. They were wonderfully
alike, the lady in her white gown with her ivory
skin and her ivory hair and her eyes the col or of
anber, the wolf all white and gol den-eyed.
"Sister," said the light childlike voice of the
| ady, "you are not being wise. The rest of the
wildfolk will go back to their proper places with the
next sunrise. You nust not linger, not you of themall,
whom hurmans call nmy kin and nmy fanmiliars. They
will destroy you as gladly as they destroy
me, and no whit less cruelly."” Anna heard the
response as a voice, husky like a man's yet
somehow distinctly fem nine. W canme when you cane.
W go when you go. "Then your children at |east-was
They st ay.
Maura's fingers buried thenselves in the thick
ruff. Her eyes had the hard glitter of one who
refuses to weep. "Do you renenber," she
mur mur ed, "when Alun was pl aying just where your cubs
pl ay now? And when we | ooked, the three young
wol ves were four and nmy son nowhere to be seen, but the
| argest and nost awkward cub | ooked at us with
startled gray eyes. He had that gift fromne, the
wol f - shape, yet his talent was greater. Like
Thea's, limted only by his know edge." She shook her
head and nustered a smle. "Such mschief it |led
himinto. Wien he wal ked as a cat and he net a
she-cat in heat ... his wounds were nothing, but his shock
was al | -enconpassing. Cats, after all, are
creatures of Venus, and when one takes a shape
one takes on its nature as well."
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The wol fs gaze was wi se and strangely
conpassionate. He hunted well. W nourn Aim
under the noon.
"I mourn him always. Always. But | nust be
strong. | must hold up ny head under the crown. It
is so heavy, sister. So nonstrously heavy." She
drooped even in speaking of it, but stiffened with a visible
effort of will, rising to her feet. Her heavy braid
uncoil ed to her heels, rich as cream she took
up the sonber pelisson she had di scarded, the
wi nmpl e and veil suited to a matron and a queen
Slowmy she put on the dark overgown with its |ining of
marten fur. As she began to fold the winple, a
di sturbance brought her about. The animals were
agitated, the nore tind already hidden, the hunters
alert, growming softly. Yet even w thout them she woul d
have known that human feet had trodden in her garden
The Pope's Legate wal ked anong the roses,
vivid in the scarlet of his rank. He noved
slow y, breathing deep of the cool clear air, but under
t he joyous peace of the garden his face was grim



As he saw the Queen, both joy and gri mess
deepened. He bowed | ow before her. She bent her head
to him all queenly. "Em nence," she acknow edged
hi m
"Your Mpjesty," he responded. He | ooked
about himas if he could not help it, his eyes com ng
to rest where they had begun, upon her. The
grimess filled his face, yet he spoke gently.
"Mpj esty, | beg you to pardon mny intrusion."
"It is pardoned." She sounded cool and
renote, unnoved by any trouble. Silence stretched.
The beasts had settled; the wolves sat or lay in
a broad circle about the Cardinal and the Queen
even the cubs still, watchful
Benedetto Tbrrino sighed faintly. "I know
how few are your nonents of peace," he said. "The
crown is heavy even for one well fit to bear it; and
what we have brought into this kingdom. . . Lady,
regret that we have caused you suffering and rmust cause you
nore."
"Must, Lord Cardinal? Is it the | aw of God
that the Church nust hound us to death and our realmto ruin?"
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"It is the law of the world that a will to good nust often
rumall to evil. H s Holiness wishes only that the
wor |l d be cl eansed of stain and brought back to its God.
Hi s servants labor to work his will, and His will, as best
t hey may."
She | aughed, cold and clear. "You believe that?
Then you are an innocent. W suffer and we die so
that one small circle of venal nen may hold nore
power in the Curia than any of their
rivals.” "Not entirely, Lady. Not

entirely."”
"Enough."” The wi nmpl e was crushed in her hand; she
let it fall. "I amweary. Lord Cardinal, and

it seenms | amto have no rest even here where none but
nmy dearest kin may cone. Wiy have you braved the wards
and the ban?"

"l had no choice." Fromhis sleeve Tbrrino
took a folded parchment. "This has conme to nme. |
t hi nk you should know of it."

She held it, looking at it. Her fingers
ti ght ened. She opened the nissive, read slowy.
Not hi ng changed in her face or her bearing, yet the
air darkened and stilled as before thunder. She | ooked
up. Her eyes were the color of sulfur. "Your
enbassy is ended forthwith. You are to return
to Rome. A man of firmer will and greater devotion
to God and to Mother Church will fill your place. He
will, of course, be a nonk of Saint Paul."”

"That is not the ... precise . . . wording of the
letter.” "That is its inmport." She turned it in her
hands. "Pope Honorius never saw this."

"He signed it. There is the seal."

"And its secret nmark, the exact nunber of
points in Saint Peter's beard." She
shook her head slightly, alnost amused. "My |ord,
there is an old, old trick. A heap of
docunents, a high lord in haste, the crucial and



betraying wit so concealed that only its margin is
visible, ready to be signed. Men have been done
to death in that fashion, as we may well be. For
have little doubt that with this H s Holiness
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si gned anot her addressed to the new Legate,
granting God's Hounds full power and ful

di scretion in the har rowing of Rhiyana." "I cannot
bel i eve-was Tbrrino broke off. Mre slowy, nore
softly, he said, "I can. God help ne; Cod

help us all."

"You nove too slowy to sate the bl oodthirst
of a Hound. You have not even lowered the Interdict; not
by your command have i nnocent fol k been burned in the
mar ket s and before the churches. The Hounds and the
Crusade have advanced wi t hout you."

"I have made no effort to stop them" Thbrrino's
voi ce was harsh. "You have been powerless. So too have
I. Dd | enforce the ban when the gray cow s
appeared all at once and with brazen bol dness in every
ham et, even in ny own city?"

"But not in your hall or before your court."

"They will not defile their sanctity with ny
presence. Not until they cone triunphant to denmand
my life."

"Lady," he said. "Lady, believe. |
cane arned with righteousness to search out a tribe of
devils. | found order and peace, a just king, a people
no nmore evil than any other in this world. I do not
bel i eve that you have deceived nme, or that | have deceived
nmysel f. Your sorceries, the infidels anbng you

t hey have not earned death or even Interdict, |east of
all without proper trial. | would have your people tried,
given time to speak in their own defense, dealt with
thereafter singly and with justice, wi thout peril to your
ki ngdom " "Wat one woul d have and what one will have do not
often meet. WIIl you obey your false orders, ny
[ ord?"

He took them from her hand. Wth a sudden fierce
novenent he tore the sheet asunder. The shards

rattled like | eaves as they fell. But he said
calmy, "I may have no choi ce, although |I shal
fight with what skill | have. Letters can be del ayed

or mislaid; the kingdomis in chaos, the roads
beset with nud and brigands."
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"As they have not been since ny King was
young." Her fierceness like his was a flash of blade from
the sheath, but she held it so, drawn and glittering.
"Benedetto Cardinal Tbrrino, you know that your very
presence here is a betrayal of your office.”

"My office is that of judge and em ssary; ny
calling is that of a priest of Christ. | wll not
surrender it all for alie." "The lie may be in
us."

He regarded her. She stood as tall as he, but
slender as a child, with the face of a young mai den. Her
eyes, unveiled, were utterly inhuman. "And
yet," he whispered, "not evil. Never so."

"They will say | have ensorcel ed you."



"Perhaps you have. You are all beautiful, you Kindred

of the El venking, but you nost of all. Lady and
Queen. | have never seen a wonan fairer than
you. "

"The Wite Chancell or surpasses ne. Lord
Cardinal, and well 1 knowit."

He smiled with surprising warmh. "But, Lady,
he is a man; and even at that | would not set him

above you. | grieve that we nmeet only now and
am d such havoc, but | cannot regret that we have
nmet . "

"Nor," she nused, "after all, can

I." Her smile nearly felled him He
reel ed; she caught himin great dismay. "My |lord,
pardon, | took no thought-was Hi s
The Queen had gone. In her place stood the
mai d who had | oved two princes, but who had chosen
the one for his gentleness-not know ng then that he would be King.
But the Queen knew what the naiden had never
suspected, that her face itself was an enchantnent and her
snmle | aden with power. She | ooked on this newest
victimin visible distress, holding himby his two
hands as if the body's strength al one coul d undo what
she had done.
He steadied quickly enough. He was a strong-wlled
man; his vows protected himafter a fashion. But
he remai ned a man. He swall owed hard. " Your
Mpj esty, | nust go."
the hounds OF god 187
"Yes," she said, "you nust."
They bot h | ooked down. Their hands were | ocked
together. Neither could find the power to | et go.

"Your King--" It was a gasp. "Your husband.
He is nending, | have heard; one of your Kindred--
she told ne where you were--1 thank God that he,
will not die."
"It is not yet certain that he will live.
But we pray. He will allow no nore. Even I|--he
will not let me come to him and | cannot go as our people go.

And there is the throne to hold for him Ah, GCod,
| hate these shackl es of queenship!"

"You |l ove him"

"Most sinfully, with body and soul." At | ast
she coul d | oose one hand, only to touch his pectora
cross. "l have never felt it as a sin. | gave
himthe only child I could give;

| would joyfully give himanother, a pair, a
dozen. As he woul d give ne--but wounded, walled
agai nst me--1 fear that he is hiding--that he may be

H s arnms cl osed about her, inevitable as the tides
of the sea. "He took an arrow in the thigh, but not so

hi gh and not so dreadful as you fear. | have it from
wi tnesses; | know it for truth. He may cone back
[ ame, but he will conme back a nan."

"Or dead." Her head drooped upon his shoul der
he cl asped her close. His face was rapt,
brilliant, alittle mad. He buried it in the
sil ken masses of her hair.

"Three," Sinmon said, "or nore likely, four



Who woul d have dreamed that a prince of the Church woul d
fall so easily? | hardly needed
to bait the trap."

Anna did not know how she could hate him pity
him fear him scorn him all utterly, all at
once. It choked the breath fromher; it left her
bl ank and staring, shaking her head slowy, unable
to stop. He had no eyes for her. Thea |ay
flattened at his feet, hackles abristle, lips
winkled in a snarl. "The world shall be clean of al
your kind," he said. "One by one they shall 188
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fall. Even those you deem safe in your forest-
have counted theny ny power has marked each one. It
grows, you see. Wth use, with mastery, its strength
waxes ever greater. No wall may hold it away,
no magi ¢ stand against it, no power overcone it."
He reached as for something he could touch, smiling with
terrible gentleness. "How beau tiful, like a tower of
light. How fragile; how easy to cast down."
Thea tensed as if to spring. He raised his hand. She
froze. Her snarl died. The bl aze of her eyes
died into ashes. She shrank down and down. " Your
denon | over," he said, "is dead. He dared
advance agai nst nme; | struck, and cast hi m down.
He lingered for a little while; he struggled; he
betrayed your people to the Pope's Legate.

But at last he fell into the darkness that waits for those
who have no souls."” "No," Anna whi spered.
"No. "

Sinon turned to her. "Yes. Great prince of
devils that he was, masked in piety, he was no
match for me. The world is free of him" "No,"
she repeated. "He can't be dead. He pronised
me. Along tine ago in Constantine's city, he
prom sed. As long as | needed him he woul dn't-was
She could not finish. Not for grief, not yet; for
rage. She faced her jailer in a white fire of
it. "How dared he die? How dared you nurder hin®"
He fell back. She did not deign to be
ast oni shed. "Damm you. Damm you, Sinon
Magus. What right have you to nake us suffer? \Wo
gave you the power to ordain life and death? How dared
you kill my brother?" "God," he gasped.
" Cod- was
"God damms you, you hound of Hell. Murderer,
your power is so mighty-raise our dead. Do yourself
to death in their places.” "It is forbidden. God
f or bi ds-was
"He who lives by the sword shall die by the sword.
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slays with power nust die of it. That is the

| aw of your kind." "No |aw bi nds nme but
God's. "
"Just so." Anna raised her clenched fists. "I
curse you, Sinmon Magus. | curse you by your
own power."

He backed away. "No. No, | beg,
command-was "Monster. Coward. You dread death. You know
what waits for you. Hellmouth. The Lord Satan



The fires unending. If," she said, "if you have a
soul . "
He struck at her feebly, white with terror
all the glory gone and only the craven nmadness
left to rule him Until he paused; his hands
froze, warding. H s eyes blazed with sudden
[ ightnings. Again he struck, a great sweeping bl ow
that hurled her fromher feet. 22
The fall was endless, eternal. Thea flashed past;
Anna snatched at her, caught her. Eye met
eye. Thea's were dull, quenched, di mbrown
beast-eyes. Yet for the briefest of instants they
flared green. Her body was gone, twin snall
bodies inits place, filling Anna's arns.
One slipped free, or was torn free. The other
she cl asped strangling-close, falling dowmn and
down, whirling into nothingness. She struck
stone. It was wet; it was cold. Sonething whined and
pushed against her. Wth a small gasp she thrust herself
up on her arnms. She nearly fell again. Cynan
huddl ed beneath her, bedraggled and shivering, but it was not the
cold that shook his every bone. There were no walls. No
wal l's. A green tangle, a worn pale
paverent, a bl azing-bright arch of sky.
It wavered. She tried to fight the tears, but they
only cane the harder.
Needl e-sharp teeth cl osed, but gently, gently,
on her hand. Cynan released it, wobbling on his
feet, neeting her stare. Stronger than terror was his
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nudged her, but not upon her flesh; within, |like a nenory
struggling to the surface. A word or a wish. Up
And, G He too had his father's eyes, silvered
gold. His father- A how welled up fromthe bottom
of her soul. She |ocked her jaw against it. She
struggled to an ungainly crouch, aware as one is
amd a nightmare, of her filthy clothes, her
rank body, her hair straggling over her face and
shoul ders and down her back. "Your father," her nouth
said, "is dead. Alun is dead, and we-was Cynan
caught the trailing edge of her sleeve and tugged.
Go, he willed her. Gol
Her body was beyond her mind's control. "I |oved
him | loved him And he prom sed-he
proni sed- was
Pai n shocked her into sanity. Cynan crouched
flat, snarling, within easy reach other torn hand.
She staggered up. He did not rejoice, not yet. He
ni pped her hem She tottered forward; he rose and
followed. Slowy her steps steadied, her mnd
cl eared. Though valiant, Cynan was very young still; she
scooped himup before he could tire. H's weight was |ike
a shield, a ward against panic. It was real, this
road, this air, this sky. She was free. She had
driven Sinon to the edge, and he had not slain her
he had flung her away. Liahan, Thea- Wth
all her strength she mastered herself. She had
Cynan, and he was thoroughly hale. Were they were,
that nust cone next. Surely, despite its
wi | dness, this was no wilderness; the road was clear of



greenery, the greenery itself held just short of conquest
amd a scattering of flowers. Sonething white
glimered through them She let her breath out slowy.
The face was marble, crunbling and streaked with noss, the
body beneath it draped nodestly enough in a mantle of
laurel. She nmade her way past it, stretching
into a freer stride. Her heart slowed its
poundi ng. No wal |l s sprang up about her, no
Si non came to bar her way. The road turned
sharol v. The trees ooened. A whole 192
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worl d stretched before her. Acity of hills and
mar shes and a broad arch of river, walled and towered
anong the works of giants. Her knees | oosened.
She fought to stiffen them After all her dread and her
refusal to think of the choices, she had not been sent
far at all. She was still in Rone.
A rmonth's journey from Rhiyana on
hor seback with anpl e provision. Knowing not a sou
here, | ooking |like a beggar, with neither nmoney nor food
to sustain her. And for company an unweaned pup
Cynan objected to that with body and nmind. He had
been trying hinmself at his nother's ration of neat. And he
was a witch born; he had power. He could help
her .
A smle felt strange upon her face. "You
can," she said. "Unl ess-was She shut her nouth. One
did not nane xhe Devil. If she was to go on at
all, she nmust go on as if she were truly free
She had her wits and her conpani on, and no one had
taken her small wealth, the rings of gold in her
ears. Surely those would buy her food,
shelter, and maybe-she trenbled at the nere
prospect of it-a bath. The sun had been m ddling
| ow when she began; as she wal ked, it rose. Its
arc was much hi gher than she renem bered, the arc of
wi nter turning toward spring, the air wonderfully
warm Even so, she was grateful for the furred Iining of
her cotte. Her soft shoes, never made for nuch
wal ki ng, were wet through fromthe puddl ed road; she would not
t hi nk of the grow ng soreness of her feet. How huge
Rome was. How terrifying with its crush of people, and
yet how frightening in the wastes where people were not. She
felt as glaringly conspicuous as a goosegirl in a
king's hall, clad as she was for a Rhiyanan
castle but draggled like a gutter rat, with a very young
alaunt in her arms. He was stiff with fear, yet
he stared in w de-eyed fascination, taking it al
i n, who had never known aught but the quiet of a
prison cell
She dared not let himwal k | est she | ose him
He did not ask nore than once. There were too many
feet, and too
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many dogs, whip-thin vicious creatures who
| ooked starved for just such a tender norsel as he. But
the one that ventured too close nearly | ost
a portion of its nose; the rest, beasts and nen
al i ke, kept their distance.
Anna knew she should try to find a pl ace



to walk to. A goldsmith or a pawnbroker who
m ght give fair return for her earrings; a
hostel where she might rest, gather her wits, find
a way home. But the thought of closing herself within
wal | s again, even walls with an open gate, nmade
her shudder.

The sun, having won the zenith, began to fal
toward eveni ng. Cynan's wei ght dragged at
Anna's arnms. And he was growi ng hungry. She could
fast if she nust, however unpleasant it mght be,
but he was far too young for that.

She paused at last by a snmall oddity of a
fountain set into a wall. Fromthe nouth of an
age-snmoot hed lion-face poured a thin stream
gathering into a long narrow basin. The water was cold
and sweet. She plunged her face into it, briefly
oblivious to aught but her senses" delight.

Cynan, set on the basin's edge, |apped
thirstily. \When Anna energed, gasping and
spluttering, he was gone. She | ooked about at first
wi t hout undue concern. The street was relatively
uncrowded; she had been lost to the world for no
nore than a nonment or two. It should not be difficult
to catch sight of a white alaunt pup. It should not;
it was. He had vani shed.

She stood, still dripping, warmed by an uprush of
sheer fury. "Damm all witches," she gritted.
"Damm them damm them damm them " A flash of
whi t e caught her eye. She spun toward it. Under
a cart redolent of fish, a small shape stirred.
A cat. Anna wal ked because she could think of nothing
el se to do, calling Cynan's nanme w thout ruch hope,
cursing himin Geek and with some invention. People stared at
her. She | ooked like a lunatic, and she felt |ike
one.

Her hem caught. She tugged at it. It tugged
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whi pped about. Cynan grinned, tongue lolling,
tail a blur. She shook her fist at him "You
i mp! Where were you?" He ran ahead a pace or
two, ran back again. Cone, he commanded. See.
Anna groaned al oud. "See what? Aren't you
hungry? Don't you want to eat? Sl eep? Be
cl ean?"

He gripped her gown again. See

Wth a deep sigh she let himlead her. He
was, after all, a witchling. She hoped it
was his power that guided him They passed the fountain.
They passed the fish-peddl er. They passed a
goldsmth's shop, but Cynan would not |et her
stop. The narrow street opened upon anot her sonmewhat
wi der and somewhat nore crowded. People mlled about a |ong
doubl e row of stalls which seemed to offer anything one could
ask for. The scent of grilling fish, of spices, of
bread just baked, knotted Anna's stomach w th sudden
pai n. Cynan drew her onward. He nust have been
tiring, although he showed no sign of it.

At | ast he stopped. They stood between the baker's
stall and one heaped high with books. That for Anna was
anot her sort of pain, an urge to snatch the first



dusty binding and plunge into an ecstasy of words.
Cynan seened bent on doing just that, in a
conpletely literal sense. He bounded into the open
shop, Anna follow ng perforce, her temper held

on a right |eash

It was dimwithin after the brilliance of sunlight.
Anna di scerned the shadows of books, a scribe's
table, a man bent over it intent on his work. The
booksel | er, he woul d be, vouchsafing Anna one
nmeasuring gl ance before he returned to his page. Hi s
only patron was mldly startling, a girl younger
than Anna and exceedingly pretty,
dressed becom ngly but very plainly. A basket |ay
forgotten at her feet, overflowing with the fruits of a
day's marketing, while she |leafed through a closely
witten codex.

Cynan arrowed straight toward her, ganboling about
her, tueeing the cloth covering from her basket and
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hinself in it until he could do no nore than wiggle
and grin. The girl left her book before his antics
had well begun. Wen she | aughed, the whol e crowded
space seened to sparkle. She swept up the
bundl e Cynan had made of hinself and kissed his
poi nted nuzzle, not entirely to his delight.

"Ah, little nonster," she teased him "back

to tornent nme again, are you? Or is it the fish in ny
basket ?" He struggl ed. She unwound hi m and set

hi m down. He returned to Anna, | ooking

extremely pleased with hinself. See, he said.

Food and a friend. Love me, Anna?

She shook him She hugged him She net the
girl's gaze with one as bold as she coul d nanage,
but with a judicious touch of apol ogy. "Your
pardon,” she said in Latin, "if this inp has been
troubling you." "He's yours then?" The stranger
took her in w thout visible distaste, even
smling alittle.

"He's mine," answered Anna, "to | ook after
God help nme." The girl laughed. "He's a
terror, isn't he? He's beautieaful." She
fondled his ears, her eyes on Anna's face.

"Your Latin is marvelous. Can it be that you're a
marvel yourself? An educated woman?" "1'm
reckoned so," Anne said slowy.

"Wul d you know di al ecti cs? Have you ever read the
phi | osophers? Do you know Aristotle? Plato?

Epi curus?" She caught herself, giggling like any
featherhead of a girl. "lI'mgetting above nysel f!
It's just, hearing you speak Latin, and so well--ny
wi shes ran away with nme." Cynan was radiating

sati sfaction. Wtch-brat, Anna thought at him

to no perceptible effect. She discovered that she was
smling. "Anna Chrysolora," she naned herself.

"Stefania da Ravenna." Her own snile was
radi ant. "Wuld you be Greek? My nother was.

My uncle is. If you asked him he'd cal
nme Stefania Mkaria."

"I was born in Constanrinopolis.”
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"And | in Ravenna. Are you here as a
pilgrin? O do you live here?" "A
Byzantine pilgrimin Rome?"

For a monent Stefania's face darkened. "I know
one. | knew was She shook herself firmy. "O
course not. But if you live here ..." Anna

| ooked down at her own disarray and up into the clear
eyes. They were as blue as evening, as the field of
Gwdi on's banner, as the sapphire in his crown.
"I don't live here." The walls were closing in.
O was it only her sight's failing? "I have nowhere
to rest nmy head. The world was wal |l ed and barred, and he
cast nme out because | dared to tell the truth. He
sai d-he said nmy brother was-was The rest was a bl ur
Anna wal ked, she knew that. Stefania had the
basket. Cynan rode on top of it. Wzard-
imp; he had plotted this. He could not be two
nmont hs ol d. He could not be very much nore than one.
Precoci ous. Maybe she called himthat. She
was in the street; she was on a stair, struggling not
to fall; she was in a warm bright room facing wath
in the shape of an ancient crone. "Filthy!" it
shrilled. "Stinking! Water, Stefania. Soap
Towel s. Qut of the way, puppy!" A bath.
Bl iss unalloyed. Cean hair, clean body,
cl ean shift sonmewhat too short, a bed and a
bl anket, Cynan's warm full-fed
presence, sleep and peace at |ast. She enbraced
themall with joyous fervor. 23
Ni kki paced fromend to end of San
Grolanm's cloister. The nonks were singing the
O fice of Nones, Af and Father Jehan anong
them He had the cloister to hinself with its ornate
colums and its carefully tended grass, starred with
wi ndf | ower s about the grave of sone forgotten abbot.
Sonmewhere in the night, his power had conme back. He
could hear again, if he wished to. At the noment he
did not. He was born to silence, to the prison of his
mnd. Hs eyes were wi ndows only, granting vision but
no under st andi ng.
Stefania did not know. She could not even guess.
Oh, to be sure, he had been cl ever, keeping her
eyes anywhere but on his notionless |ips, speaking always
and with care in words, never in his private | anguage of
face and body and will. She thought he was a man |ike
any other. She thought she | oved him
She loved a lie. The truth would stun her, with
di sbelief at first, then with fear. Then, and worst of
all, with pity. For
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wi t hout the arnor of his power he was a poor
creature, nute and walled in silence.

He could read, he could wite. He was not w thout
hope. He was not a proper nan.

Wl | ? Need she ever know? He had been a
fool to seek her out after the eneny's attack; he
had been half out of his wits, he had not known what
he did until it was done. He had never wanted
any worman as he wanted her. She was made for



him she was perfection. Maybe ... it could very well
be that he | oved her.

She had by far the keener mind. Not that he had ever
pretended to be even a scholar, let alone a
phi | osopher. He | earned easily enough, and with
Al f for a teacher he could not hel p but pass for an
educated man, but his wits had neither depth nor
brilliance. Wiere she I ed, he could only foll ow at
a di stance.

She knew that; she did not care. She |oved his
face and what wit he had and, quite frankly, his
body: the totality of himas she knew it. She nust
know. He could not keep up this deception. If he
| ost her- Hi s strides |engthened and qui ckened. His fingers
wor ked, knotting, unknotting. He was supposed to be
hunting for Anna, Thea, the twins. Not sighing after a
| ovel y hal f- G eek phil osopher
He stopped short. He would tell her. Now
Today. Maybe it would not matter to her

Maybe, by the sane niracle, he would | earn
to speak. He turned, and | eaped back startl ed.
Prior G aconp was standing not a yard away, wearing
his customary form dable scowW. H s |lips nmoved; with a
wrenching effort N kki made hinself hear. "dis
troubled. Is there any help I can give you?"

Ni kki stared. He al nbst | aughed. Hel p? Wat
nortal man coul d hel p any of then? A born
witch and a made witch and a man nad enough to | ove them
both; this
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excel l ent monk could not conceive of the troubles that beset
them Prior Gacono bridled a little. He did
not know that he understood N kki's wordl ess speech; he
t hought he was reading the boy's face, finding there the
despair that was real and the scorn that was his own
m sunderstanding. "I know | presune," he said
stiffly, "but I can't help my concern for the welfare
of a guest."

Ni kki shook his head fromside to side. His
lips were set, locked in silence. He could not tel
the whole of it for G aconp's soul's sake. His
own small part neant nothing. He was in
| ove, he should not be, he nust not be. Wat was that
to the enormities that had brought hi mhere?

He wat ched awareness dawn in the Prior's
eyes. "l've never heard you speak," G aconp
nmuttered. He | ooked hard at N kki. "You
can't, can you? And | was demandi ng answers. |
deserve a whipping." N kki's power sharpened al nost
into pain, casting himheadlong into G acono's m nd
A flood of annoyance and of self-recrimnation; of
interest, and of guilt for it; of conpassion. Nothing as
ghastly as pity. "I don't suppose you can tel
me why."

Ni kki touched his ear. G aconmp glared. "You
aren't." He paused. "Maybe. | knew a
worman once, a cousin of ny nother's. She went
deaf as a child; she taught herself to read lips and
faces. It was uncanny, sonetinmes, how rmuch she could
see. "



He was not confortable with his discovery, however nuch he
berated hinself for a fool. Now they all make ne
uneasy, he thought just short of speech. He
det ested uneasiness; it infected his whole spirit. But
there was sonething distinctly odd about these pilgrinms who
had stayed so long in Rone nor shown any sign of
departing. His jaw tightened. No use
to interrogate the boy. The other |ad, the one whose
face was taking |um nous shape on O one's
panel s, would be no better, dreaner and nystic that
he was, and nore than half mad. Wich left the
nonk;
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and that one, beside those others, was too perfectly
sane for belief. N kki edged away. G aconp
took no notice. He was well if not
auspi ci ously di stract ed.

Brot her Jehan was not difficult to find. He
was, however, engaged, and not pleasantly fromthe | ook
of it. One of the Curia's innunerable functionaries
had taken it into his head to call on his uncle the
Abbot; having heard the Office with visible
i npati ence and a widely roving eye, he had
attached hinself to the Norman. They were still in the nave
of the chapel, the lion and the tontat; Archdeacon
G anbattista was in full and indignant voi ce.

"But, Brother, | could swear you're the very inmage
of --"

Jehan's courtesy had worn threadbare.

"To be sure, sir, all of us Normans | ook
alike."

"As |like as this? Brother, your very voices
are the sane." G anbattista caught sight of
G acompo. "Brother Prior, would you believe it,

I know this face as well as | know nmy own. But the
last time | sawit, it belonged to a bishop."

"The poor man," Jehan said with clenched-teeth
lightness. "Has he found a cure for it?"

G anbattista seened not to have heard. "The
voi ce, the bulk, the nose. The nose is
i ncontestable. Wiy, | renenber the very day it
happened, that godl ess tournament in M1l ano--"

"The Abbot will see you now," G aconp said
abruptly, in a tone that brought the babbler up short
and drove himinto rapid retreat. It seenmed to be
G acomp' s day for putting young pups to flight.

There was a nmonent of blessed silence. "I confess,"”
Jehan said at length, "to an appalling | apse in
Christian charity."

"I'f I were your confessor, |1'd give you
prompt absol ution. That boy was a pestilence in the
cradle.”

"From whi ch, no doubt, he observed the tournanent in
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"He's not that young." After a noment G aconp

added, "If you're thinking of the same tournanent I
am It can't have been nore than ten years
ago. "

"El even. You were there?"
"I'"ve heard about it. From G anmbattista. At



interm nable length. The victor was his first |iving,
br eat hi ng hero."

Jehan rubbed his battered nose. Catching
G acomp' s eye, he | owered his hand.

"The victor," said G aconp, "was a young
gi ant, a Norman. He won agai nst all hope,
and after a blow that shattered a nose al nost as inposing
as mine. O so G anbattista has al ways decl ared
The kni ght was also a priest, one of Pope
I nnocent's prodigies, guard and friend and messenger
and privy secretary all in one. He's prospered
since, | understand. The last | heard, he'd been
naned Bi shop of some unpronounceabl e see on the
edge of the world."

"Even the edge of the world may have a thing or two
to commend it," Jehan said.

"I't's not Rone." G acono cl asped his hands
within his sleeves, |ooking up at the expressionless
face. Its eyes gazed down, ice-blue
Si nmpl e nonk or anoi nted bishop, this was not a
man to trifle with. They wal ked side by side,
G aconmp stretching his strides, Jehan
shortening his to an endurabl e nean. Bright dayli ght
washed them they turned toward the guesthouse.
"Amazi ng," mnmused the Prior, "how you knew
exactly what the archdeacon nmeant. | don't
suppose you' d care to specul ate further
| magi ne a bi shop who wants to be | ooked on as
a sinple Brother of Saint Jerome. It's nuch
easier to get about; no one stands in awe of rank or
hol i ness, no one tries to enconpass every hour wth
cerenony. And with |uck, no one even guesses the
truth.” "Interesting," Jehan conceded, "but why woul d
he want so nmuch not to be recogni zed?"

"Who knows? Maybe he has an errand he'd
prefer no one knew of. Maybe he has
conpani ons who m ght need a bit
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of explaining. Maybe he's sinply trying
to escape the attention of G anbattista and his
ilk."

j ehan | aughed without effort. "If so, he
certainly settled on the wong place to hide. The
story will be all over the Curia in an hour." The

door of the guesthouse was ajar, the house enpty; at
the nonent, apart fromits nost puzzling guests, it
sheltered no one. G aconp accepted a
seat by the brazier, glancing about at the roomthe
pilgrim shared. It was scrupulously tidy,
uncluttered by any personal possessions except
the staffs propped together in a corner and the cl oak
fol ded at the foot of the bed, a single small
bundl e atop it. They had traveled light, these
oddly assorted conpani ons. G aconop warned his
hands over the coals. "This time of year |I'm al ways
cold.™

"It's Lent. Penance is a chilly occupation.™

"How not, when we're forced to eat nothing but fish?"
G acomp' s hunor was a flicker, swiftly
gone. He fixed Jehan with a cool and steady stare.



"Mnd you," he said, "I don't make a

practice of invading ny guests' privacy. But

sonetines the circunstances would seemto denmand it."
The Norman | ooned |like a tower, but with a face of

polite attention. Hi s hands were invisible behind him

Per haps they were fists. The Prior went on doggedly.

"Your conduct here has been exenplary. | can say

truthfully that San G rol anb has been the

better-thus far-for your presence init. As to what

may happen later, | admt to some concern. Not that
you may be a rather fanpbus and rather exalted |lord of the
Church; | can believe it, and | can't

censure an honest act of humlity. But your friends
are beginning to alarmne."

"How so?"

That was not the tone of a humble nonk. G aconp
allowed hinself a small tight smle. "I can't
prove anything. | can only say that |I'm

uneasy. A Byzantine and a- Saxon? Boys of

an age, it seens, a frail nonkish scholar and a

* bright-eyed worldling, poles apart but as close as
br ot hers.
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The Saxon is prone to a sort of falling
sickness. The Greek is nute and deaf, though he
doesn't seem nuch the worse for it. Neither has
shown the | east sign of haunting shrines in search of a
mracle." "Because," said a |low clear voice, "the
mracle is not to be found anong the dusty relics
and the sepul chers of saints. | doubt the Church woul d
sanction it at all."

Al f cane to jehan's side, standing shoul der
to shoul der. The contrast was not as striking as G acono
m ght have expected. The white boy was a shade the
shorter with scarce a third the girth, attenuated as
a painted angel, and yet he stood |like a sword
beside a great iron club. Less
massi ve, nore subtly |ethal

"CGood day, signore," G aconp said calmy.

Al f bowed his head a precise degree. "Good

day. Brother Prior. | regret that our presence
troubles you. If you wish, we can find | odgi ngs
el sewhere. "

G acomp' s head Hew up, nostrils flared.

"W go to war for insults here, sir pilgrim"

"Even before God?" demanded Jehan

"Before God we stand on our honor. There'll be
no nore talk of |eaving."

Alf raised a fine brow "Are we
prisoners?" "You know you're not. Al | ask is
a sinple assurance. |If you're seeking
sanctuary, or if you expect to need it, you'l
tell us truthfully. W can give you God's
protection, but only if we're asked."

"Against the very Devil hinself?" AIf did not wait
for an answer. He seemed to gather hinself, to nake a
sudden pai nful choice. "Brother Prior, we need
no nmore than we've been given, which itself is far nore
than we ever |ooked for. Qur crime is our plain
exi stence; for that there is no refuge. Qur miracle



is pre-eninently earthly and nuch out of the sphere of
your abbey: We have an eneny who hates us
with the bitterest of hates. By his strength and our
negl i gence he seized our kin. My sister, ny
| ady; my newborn children.™
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G aconmo was full of words, but not one could fit
itself to his tongue. "My children," Af repeated
levelly. "He has taken them we've pursued
himas far as this city. He is here, we're certain
of that, but he has hidden hinself and his captives beyond

our skill to find them That is the mracle we
pray for. That is the cause of ny sickness."
"Then," said G aconp, "it nmay be | can help.

What is this eneny? If he's a lord or a
prince, ny famly may know him If he's a
churchman, | think I can find him"

Al f shook his head. "No. Thank you, no. The
man is mad. If he knows we hunt him he wll
certainly destroy his prisoners. He's already cut
down one who tried to stop him an unarned child;
he'll have no nercy on wonen and babes.™

"They may already be dead. Even if they aren't,
he has to be found and puni shed."

Al'ts eyes burned white-hot. "They live.
But not for long if he catches our scent. You're
generous. Brother Prior, and braver than
you know, but | beg you to say no nore of this. W will
find him We will see that he pays the full and
proper price."

"Three of you?"

"Three will be enough, or far too nmany. Does not
one God suffice for all vengeance?"

"That's a trifle bl asphenous.”

"No doubt. My existence itself, for that matter
could be reckoned a bl aspheny." Alf noved
toward the warnth of the brazier, stirring the coals
to new life, adding a fresh handful. The ruddy |i ght
limed his face, deepening the hollows beneath eye and
cheekbone, turning the smooth youthful features to an
agel ess mask. "You may still ask us to | eave, and
we'll go without conplaint. W never neant
to presunme so |long on your hospitality.”

"I told you not to talk about it. Besides, if you
left, Brother O one would be prostrated. He
wants to do a statue next, | think. Saint
Raphael the Healer."
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Alf smiled al most invisibly. "Maybe 1|1
be its first mracle.” "Not likely. Oone is
claimng that honor for hinself. He swears he
hasn't had a cough or a shiver since

Saint Benedict's Day." "I'mglad of that.
You shoul d cherish him Brother Prior; he has a
rare and wonderful talent. Nor will he live |ong,
even with Saint Raphael's help. God's hand
isonhim"

"I call it consunption,” G 